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PREFACE. 


My  main  pbjeet  in  this  stozy  was,  to  exhibit  in  a  variely 
of  aspects  the  oonunonest  of  all  the  vioes;  to  show  how 
Selfishness  propagates  itself;  and  to  what  a  grim  giant  it 
may  grow,  from  small  beginnings. 

All  the  Pecksniff  family  npon  earth  are  quite  agreed,  I 
believe,  that  no  such  character  as  Mr.  Pecksniff  ever  existed. 
I  will  not  offer  any  plea  on  his  behalf  to  so  powerM  and 
genteel  a  body,  but  I  wisli  to  make  a  remark  here  on  the 
character  of  Jonas  Chuzzlewit. 

I  conceive  that  the  sordid  coarseness  and  brutality  of  Jonas 
would  be  unnatural,  if  there  had  been  nothing  in  his  early 
education,  and  in  the  precept  and  example  always  before  him, 
to  engender  and  develop  the  vices  that  make  him  odious. 
But,  so  bom  and  so  bred ;  admired  for  that  which  made  him 
hateful,  and  justified  from  his  cradle  in  cunning,  treachery, 
and  avarice ;  I  daim  him  as  the  legitimate  issue  of  the  father 
upon  whom  those  vices  are  seen  to  recoil.  And  I  submit  that 
their  recoil  upon  that  old  man,  in  his  unhonoured  age,  is  not 
a  mere  piece  of  poetical  justice,  but  is  the  extreme  exposition 
of  a  plain  truth. 

I  make  this  comment  on  the  character,  and  solicit  the 
reader's  attention  to  it  in  his  or  ber  consideration  of  this  tale, 
because  nothing  is  more  common  in  real  life  than  a  want  of 
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profitable  reflection  on  the  causes  of  many  Tioes  and  crimes 
that  awaken  the  general  horror.  What  is  substantially  true 
of  families  in  this  respect,  is  true  of  a  whole  commonwealth« 
As  we  sow,  we  reap.  Let  the  reader  go  into  the  children's 
side  of  any  prison  in  England,  or,  I  grieve  to  add,  of  many 
workhouses,  and  judge  whether  those  are  monsters  who 
disgrace  our  streets,  people  our  hulks  and  penitentiaries,  and 
overcrowd  our  penal  colonies,  or  are  creatures  whom  we  have 
deliberately  suffered  to  be  bred  for  misery  and  ruin. 

The  American  portion  of  this  book  is  in  no  other  respect  a 
caricature  than  as  it  is  an  exhibition,  for  the  most  part,  of  the 
ludicrous  side  of  the  American  cl^acter— of  that  side  which 
is,  fix)m  its  very  nature,  the  most  obtrusive,  and  the  most 
likely  to  be  seen  by  such  travellers  as  Young  Martin  and 
Mark  Tapley.  As  I  have  never,  in  writing  fiction,  had  any 
disposition  to  soften  what  is  ridiculous  or  wrong  at  home,  I 
hope  (and  believe)  that  the  good-humoured  people  of  the 
United  States  are  not  generally  disposed  to  quarrel  with  me 
for  carrying  the  same  usage  abroad.  But  I  have  been  given 
to  imderstand,  by  some  authorities,  that  there  are  American 
scenes  in  these  pages  which  are  violent  exaggerations;  and 
that  the  Watertoast  Association  and  eloquence,  for  example, 
are  beyond  all  bounds  of  belief.  Now,  I  wish  to  record  the 
fact  that  all  that  portion  of  Martin  Chuzzlewit's  American 
experiences  is  a  literal  paraphrase  of  some  reports  of  public 
proceedings  in  the  United  States  (especially  of  the  proceedings 
of  a  certain  Brandywine  Association),  which  were  printed  in 
the  Times  Newspaper  in  June  and  July  1 843 — at  about  the 
time  when  I  was  engaged  in  writing  those  parts  of  the  book. 
There  were  at  that  period,  on  the  part  of  a  frothy  Yoimg 
American  party,  demonstrations  making  of  "  sympathy " 
towards  Ireland  and  hostility  towards  England,  in  which  such 
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outrageous  absurdities  ran  rampant,  that,  having  the  occasion 
ready  to  my  hand,  I  ridiculed  them.  And  this  I  did,  not  in 
any  animosity  towards  America,  but  just  as  I  should  have 
done  the  same  thing,  if  the  same  opportunity  had  arisen,  in 
reference  to  London,  or  Dublin,  or  Paris,  or  Devonshire. 

In  all  the  tales  comprised  in  this  cheap  series,  and  in  all 
my  writings,  I  hope  I  have  taken  every  possible  opportunity 
of  showing  the  want  of  sanitary  improvements  in  the  neglected 
dwelliQgs  of  the  poor.  Mrs.  Sarah  Gamp  is  a  representation 
of  the  hired  attendant  on  the  poor  in  sickness.  The  Hospitals 
of  London  are,  in  many  respects,  noble  Institutions ;  in  others, 
very  defective.  I  think  it  not  the  least  among  the  instances 
of  their  mismanagement,  that  Mrs.  Betsy  Prig  is  a  fair 
specimen  of  a  Hospital  Nurse ;  and  that  the  Hospitals,  with 
their  means  and  funds,  should  have  left  it  to  private  himianity 
and  enterprise,  in  the  year  Eighteen  Hundred  and  Forty-nine, 
to  enter  on  an  attempt  to  improve  that  dass  of  persons. 
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MARTIN    CHUZZLEWIT. 


CHAPTER  I. 

tRTSOSUOIOBT,  COKOKBRIHa  TH>  FSDIOBBB  Of  TH>  OHCZZUWIT  VAIULT. 

As  no  lady  or  gentlemaii,  with  any  claims  to  polite 
breeding,  can  possibly  sympathise  with  the  Chuzzlewit  Family 
without  being  first  assured  of  the  extreme  antiquity  of  the 
race,  it  is  a  great  satisfaction  to  know  that  it  undoubtedly 
descended  in  a  direct  line  from  Adam  and  Eve ;  and  was,  in 
the  yeiy  earliest  times,  closely  connected  with  the  agricultural 
interest.  K  it  should  ever  be  urged  by  grudging  and 
malicious  persons,  that  a  Chuzzlewit,  in  any  period  of  the 
family  history,  displayed  an  overweening  amount  of  family 
pride,  surely  the  weakness  will  be  considered  not  only  pardon- 
able but  laudable,  when  the  immense  superiority  of  the  house 
to  the  rest  of  mankind,  in  respect  of  this  its  ancient  origin,  is 
taken  into  account. 

It  is  remarkable  that  as  there  was,  in  the  oldest  family  of 
which  we  have  any  record,  a  murderer  and  a  vagabond,  so  we 
never  fail  to  meet,  in  the  records  of  all  old  families,  with 
innumerable  repetitions  of  the  same  phase  of  character. 
Indeed,  it  may  be  laid  down  as  a  general  principle,  that  the 
more  extended  the  ancestry,  the  greater  the  amount  of  violence 
and  vagabondism ;  for  in  ancient  days,  those  two  amusements, 
combining  a  wholesome  excitement  with  a  promising  means  of 
repairing  shattered  fortunes,  were  at  once  the  ennobling 
pursuit  and  the  healthful  recreation  of  the  Quality  of 
this  land. 

Consequently,  it  is  a  source  of  inexpressible  comfort  and 
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happiness  to  find,  that  in  various  periods  of  our  historj',  the 
Chuzzlewits  were  actively  connected  with  divers  slaughterous 
conspiracies  and  bloody  frays.  It  is  further  recorded  of  them, 
that  being  dad  from  head  to  heel  in  steel  of  proof,  they  did  on 
many  occasions  lead  their  leather-jerkined  soldiers  to  the 
death,  with  invincible  courage,  and  affcerwards  return  home 
graceMly  to  their  relations  and  friends. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  at  least  one  Chuzzlewit  came 
over  with  William  the  Conqueror.  It  does  not  appear  that 
this  illustrioufi  ancestor  '' came  over"  that  monarch,  to  employ 
the  vulgar  phrase,  at  any  subsequent  period ;  inasmuch  £is  the 
Family  do  not  seem  to  have  be^i  ever  greatly  distinguished 
by  the  possession  of  landed  estate.  And  it  is  well  known  that 
for  the  bestowal  of  that  kind  of  property  upon  his  favorites, 
the  liberality  and  gratitude  of  the  Norman  were  as  remarkable, ' 
as  those  virtues  are  usually  found  to  be  in  gxeat  men  wh^gi 
they  give  away  what  belongs  to  other  people. 

Perhaps  in  this  place  the  histooy  may  pause  to  congratulate 
itself  upon  ^ba  enannodzs  amount  of  lo^&yeiry,  wisdom,  elo- 
quence, Tirtoe,  gentle  bfrth,  and  true  nobility,  that  appears  to 
have  come  into  Englaxid  with  the  Norman  Invasion:  an. 
amount  which  the  genealogy  of  every  ancient  family  lends  its 
aid  to  swell,  and  wiuch  would  beyond  all  question  have  been 
found  to  be  just  as  greai;,  and  to  ike  full  as  prolific  in  giving 
birth  to  long  lines  of  chivalrous  descendants,  boastful  of  their 
origin,  even  though  William  the  Conqueror  had  been  WiDiaai 
the  ConquieFed :  a  change  of  circumstances  whidi,  it  is 
quiie  certam,  wtyoM  have  made  no  manner  of  difference  in 
this  respect. 

There  was  unquestionably  a  Chuzzlewit  in  the  Gunpowder 
Plot,  if  indeed  the  arch-traitor,  Fawkes  himsdf,  were  not  a 
scion  of  this  remarkable  stodc ;  as  he  might  easily  have  been, 
supposing  another  Chuzidewit  to  have  emigrated  to  Spain  in 
thd  previous  generation,  and  there  intermarried  with  a  Spenieli 
lady  by  whom  he  had  isBue,  one  oHve-oomplekioned  son.  This 
probable  eoaxjeotnre  is  strengthened,  if  not  absolutely  con- 
fixxned,  b«^  a  &ucst  wlddh  cannot  ML  to  be  interesting  to  those 
who  are  cnzioas  in  tracing  the  progress  ci  hereditary  tastes 
thzough  the  lives  of  their  unconscious  inheritors.  It  is  a 
notable  dreumstanoe  that  in  these  later  times,  many  Chuzs^- 
wits,  being  unsuccessful  in  other  pursuits,  have,  wiihout  the 
^Dptallest  rational  hope  of  enriching  themselves,  or  any  con- 
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ceiyable  reason,  set  up  as  ooal-merehanis;  and  hare,  month 
afier  month,  continued  gloomily  to  watdi  a  small  stock  of 
ooals,  without,  in  any  one  instance,  negotiating  with  a 
purchaser.  The  remarkable  similarity  between  this  oourse  of 
proceeding  and  that  adopted  by  their  Ghreat  Ancestor  beneath 
Hie  vaults  of  Hie  Parliament  House  at  Westminster,  is  too 
obvious  and  too  Ml  of  interest,  to  stand  in  need  of  comment. 

It  is  also  clearly  proved  1^  the  oral  traditions  of  the  Family, 
that  there  existed,  at  some  one  period  of  its  history  which  is 
not  distinctly  stated,  a  matron  of  such  destructivQ  principles, 
and  so  familiarised  to  the  use  and  composition  of  inflammatory 
and  combustible  engines,  that  she  was  called  ''  The  Match 
Maker : ''  by  which  nickname  and  byword  she  is  recognised 
in  the  Faniily  legends  to  this  day.  Surely  there  can  be  no 
reasonable  doubt  that  this  was  the  Spanish  lady :  the  mother 
of  Chuzdewit  Fawkes. 

But  th^«  is  one  odier  piece  of  evidence,  bearing  immediate 
reference  to  their  dose  connexion  with  this  memorable  event 
in  English  History,  which  must  carry  conviction,  even  to  a 
mind  (if  sudi  a  mind  there  be)  remaining  unconvinced  by 
these  presumptive  prooft. 

Hiere  was,  within  a  few  years,  in  the  possession  of  a  highly 
respectable  and  in  every  way  credible  and  unimpeachable 
member  of  the  Ohu^ewit  Family  (for  his  bitterest  enemy 
never  dared  to  hint  at  his  bdng  otherwise  than  a  wealthy 
man),  a  dark  lantern  of  undoubted  antiquity ;  rendered  still 
more  interesting  by  being,  in  shape  and  pattern,  extremely 
like  such  a«  are  in  use  at  the  present  day.  Now  this  gentle- 
man, since  deceased,  was  at  all  times  ready  to  make  oath,  and 
did  again  and  again  set  forth  upon  his  solemn  asseveration, 
that  he  had  frequ^itly  heard  his  grandmother  say,  when 
contemplating  this  venerable  relic,  "Aye,  aye!  This  was 
carried  by  my  fourHi  son  on  the  fifth  of  November,  when  he 
was  a  Guy  Fawkes."  These  remarkable  words  wrought  (aa 
well  they  might)  a  strong  impression  on  his  mind,,  and  he  was 
in  the  habit  of  repeating  them  very  often.  The  just  interpre- 
ta^n  whidb  6iey  bear,  and  the  oonduaion  to  which  they  lead, 
are  triumpharrt  and  irresistible.  The  old  lady,  naturally 
strong-minded,  was  never&eless  &ail  and  fiading;  she  was 
notoriously  subject  to  that  confunon  of  ideas,  or,  to  say  ih» 
least,  of  speech,  "to  which  age  and  garrulity  are  Hable.     The 

sili^t*  the  very  sHght  confosion,  apparent  in  these  expressions^ 
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is  manifest  and  is  ludicrously  easy  of  correction.  '*  Aye,  aye," 
quoth  she,  and  it  will  be  observed  that  no  emendation  what- 
ever is  necessary  to  be  made  in  these  two  initiative  remarks, 
"  Aye,  aye !  This  lantern  was  carried  by  my  forefather  *' — ^not 
fourth  son,  which  is  preposterous — "  on  the  fifth  of  November. 
And  Jie  was  Guy  Fawkes."  Here  we  have  a  remark  at  once 
consistent,  clear,  natural,  and  in  strict  accordance  with  the 
character  of  the  speaker.  Indeed  the  anecdote  is  so  plainly 
susceptible  of  this  meaning,  and  no  other,  that  it  would  be 
hardly  worth  recording  in  its  original  state,  were  it  not  a 
proof  of  what  may  be  (and  very  often  is),  effected  not  only  in 
historical  prose  but  in  imaginative  poetry,  by  the  exercise  of  a 
little  ingenious  labour  on  the  part  of  a  commentator. 

It  has  been  said  that  there  is  no  instance  in  modem  times, 
of  a  Chuzzlewit  having  been  found  on  terms  of  intima<5y  with 
the  Great.  But  here  again  the  sneering  detractors  who  weave 
such  miserable  figments  from  their  malicious  brains,  are 
stricken  dumb  by  evidence.  For  letters  are  yet  in  the  posses- 
sion of  various  branches  of  the  family,  from  which  it  distinctly 
appears,  being  stated  in  so  many  words,  that  one  Diggoiy 
Chuzzlewit  was  in  the  habit  of  perpetually  dining  with  Duke 
Humphrey.  So  constantly  was  he  a  guest  at  that  nobleman's 
table,  indeed ;  and  so  unceasingly  were  His  Grace's  hospitality 
and  companionship  forced,  as  it  were,  upon  him ;  that  we  fijid 
him  imeasy,  and  frdl  of  constraint  and  reluctance :  writing  his 
friends  to  the  effect  that  if  they  fail  to  do  so  and  so  by  bearer, 
he  will  have  no  choice  but  to  dine  again  with  Duke  Humphrey: 
and  expressing  himself  in  a  very  marked  and  extraordinary 
manner  as  one  surfeited  of  High  Life  and  Gracious  Company. 

It  has  been  rumoured,  and  it  is  needless  to  say  the  rumour 
originated  in  the  same  base  quarters,  that  a  certain  male 
Chuzzlewit,  whose  birth  must  be  admitted  to  be  involved  in 
some  obscurity,  was  of  very  mean  and  low  descent.  How 
stands  the  proof?  When  the  son  of  that  Individual,  to  whom 
the  secret  of  his  father's  birth  was  supposed  to  have  been 
communicated  by  his  father  in  his  lifetime,  lay  upon  his 
deathbed,  this  question  was  put  to  him,  in  a  distinct,  solemn, 
and  formal  way:  "Toby  Chuzzlewit,  who  was  your  grand- 
father ?"  To  which  he,  with  his  last  breath,  no  less  distinctly, 
solemnly,  and  formally  replied:  and  his  words  were  taken 
down  at  the  time,  and  signed  by  six  witnesses,  each  with  his 
naix).e  and  address  in  fiill :  "  The  Lord  No  Zoo."     It  may  be 
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said — it  has  been  said,  for  Iramaii  wickedness  has  no  limits — 
that  there  is  no  Lord  of  that  name,  and  that  among  the  titles 
which  have  become  extinct,  none  at  all  resembling  this,  in 
sound  even,  is  to  be  discovered.  But  what  is  the  irresistible 
inference?  Rejecting  a  theory  broached  by  some  well- 
meaning  but  mistaken  persons,  that  this  Mr.  Toby  Chuzzlewit's 
grandfather,  to  judge  from  his  name,  must  surely  have  been  a 
Mandarin  (which  is  wholly  insupportable,  for  there  is  no 
pretence  of  his  grandmother  ever  haying  been  out  of  thiB 
country,  or  of  any  Mandarin  haying  been  in  it  within  some 
years  of  his  father's  birth:  except  those  in  the  tea-shops, 
which  cannot  for  a  moment  be  regarded  as  having  any  bear- 
ing on  the  question,  one  way  or  other),  rejecting  this 
hypothesis,  is  it  not  manifest  that  Mr.  Toby  Chuzzlewit  had 
either  received  the  name  imperfectly  firom  his  father,  or  that 
he  had  forgotten  it,  or  that  he  had  mispronoxmced  it?  and 
that  even  at  the  recent  period  in  question,  the  Chuzzlewits 
were  connected  by  a  bend  sinister,  or  kind  of  heraldic  over- 
the-left,  with  some  unknown  noble  and  illustrious  House  ? 

From  documentary  evidence,  yet  preserved  in  the  family, 
the  fact  is  clearly  established  that  in  the  comparatively  modem 
days  of  the  Diggory  Chuzzlewit  before  mentioned,  one  of  its 
members  had  attained  to  veiy  great  wealth  and  influence. 
Throughout  such  fragments  of  his  correspondence  as  have 
escaped  the  ravages  of  the  moths  (who,  in  right  of  their 
extensive  absorption  of  the  contents  of  deeds  and  papers,  may 
be  called  the  general  registers  of  the  Insect  World),  we  find 
him  making  constant  reference  to  an  uncle,  in  respect  of 
whom  he  would  seem  to  have  entertained  great  expectations, 
as  he  was  in  the  habit  of  seeking  to  propitiate  his  favor  by 
presents  of  plate,  jewels,  books,  watches,  and  other  valuable 
articles.  Thus,  he  writes  on  one  occasion  to  his  brother  in 
reference  to  a  gravy-spoon,  the  brother's  property,  which  he 
(Diggoiy)  would  appear  to  have  borrowed  or  otherwise  pos- 
sessed himself  of :  "  Do  not  be  angry,  I  have  parted  with  it — 
to  my  uncle."  On  another  occasion  he  expresses  himself  in  a 
similar  maimer  with  regard  to  a  child's  mug  which  had  been 
entrusted  to  him  to  get  repaired.  On  another  occasion  he  says, 
"  I  have  bestowed  upon  that  irresistible  uncle  of  mine  every- 
thing I  ever  possessed."  And  that  he  was  in  the  habit  of 
paying  long  and  constant  visits  to  this  gentleman  at  his 
mansion,  zi,  icdeed,  he  did  not  wholly  reside  there,  is  manifest 
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itom  the  fbUowing  sentence:  ^'With  the  exception  of  the 
suit  of  cloiheB  I  carry  about  with  me,  the  whole  of  mj  wear- 
ing apparel  is  at  present  at  my  imde's."  This  gendeman's 
patronage  and  influence  must  hare  been  very  extensive,  £» 
his  nephew  writes,  "  His  interest  is  too  high '' — "  It  is  too 
much'' — "It  is  tremendous" — and  the  like.  Still  it  does 
not  appear  (which  is  strange)  to  hare  x>rocured  for  him.  any 
lucrative  post  at  court  or  elsewhere,  or  to  have  conferred  upon 
him  any  other  distinction  than  that  whidL  was  necessarily 
included  in  the  countenance  of  so  great  a  man,  and  the  being 
invited  by  him  to  certain  entertednments,  so  splendid  and 
costly  in  thdr  nature  that  he  emphatically  calls  them 
"  Golden  Balls." 

It  is  needless  to  multiply  instances  of  the  high  and  lofty 
station,  and  the  vast  importance  of  the  Chuzzlewits,  at  different 
periods.  If  it  came  within  the  scope  of  reasonable  probability 
that  farther  proo&  were  required,  they  might  be  heaped  upon 
each  other  until  they  formed  an  Alps  of  testimuony,  beneath 
which  the  boldest  scepticism  should  be  crashed  and  beaten 
fiat.  As  a  goodly  tumulus  is  already  collected,  and  decently 
battezked  up  above  the  Family  grave,  the  present  chapter  is 
content  to  leave  it  as  it  is :  merely  adding,  by  way  of  a  final 
spadeful,  that  many  Chuzzlewits,  both  male  and  female,  are 
proved  to  demonstration,  on  the  fsiih  of  letters  written  by 
their  own  mothers,  to  have  had  chiselled  noses,  undenialde 
chins,  iomna  that  might  have  served  the  sculptor  for  a  mod^ 
exqidsitely  turned  limbs,  and  pcdi^ed  foreheads  of  so  trans- 
par^t  a  texture  that  the  blue  veins  might  be  seen  branching 
oS  in  various  Erections,  like  so  many  roads  on  an  ethereal 
map.  This  fact  in  itself,  though  it  had  been  a  solitary  one, 
would  have  utterly  settled  and  dienehed  the  business  in  hand ; 
for  it  is  well  known,  on  the  aul^rity  of  all  the  books^  which 
treat  of  such  matters,  that  every  one  of  tiiese  phenomena,  but 
especially  that  of  the  dbiselling,  are  invariably  peculiar  to,  and 
only  make  ■  themselves  apparent  in,  persons  of  the  very  best 
condition. 

This  history,  having,  to  its  own  perfect  satisfiuHion,  (and, 
oonaequently,  to  the  fdU  contentment  of  all  its  readers,)  proved 
the  Chuzdewits  to  have  had  an  origin,  and  to  have  been  at 
one  time  or  other  of  an  importaooe  which  cannot  fail  to  render 
them  highly  improving  and  acceptable  acquaintance  to  aH 
right-minded  individuala,  may  now  proceed  m  earnest  with 
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its  task.  And  haying  shown  that  they  must  have  had,  by 
reason  of  their  ancient  birth,  a  pret^  large  share  in  the 
foundation  and  increase  of  the  human  family,  it  will  one 
day  become  its  province  to  submit,  that  such  of  its  members  as 
shall  be  introduced  in  these  pages,  have  still  many  counter- 
parts and  prototypes  in  the  Great  World  about  us.  At 
present  it  contents  itself  with  remarking,  in  a  general  way,  on 
this  head:  Firstly,  that  it  may  be  safely  asserted  and  yet 
witi^out  ixaplyh^  ^y  direct  piticip«tu>/in  ih«  Moaboddo 
doctrine  toudung  the  probability  of  the  hwman  race  having 
once  been  monkeys,  that  men  do  play  very  strange  and  ex- 
tnuwdinary  tricks.  Secondly,  and  yet  without  trenching  on  the 
Bhunenbach  theory  as  to  ^e  deseendants  of  Adam  having  a 
vast  number  of  qualities  whi(^  belong  more  particularly  to 
swine  than  to  any  other  dass  of  animals  in  the  creation,  that 
some  men  certainly  are  remarkable  for  taking  imcommon  good 
eare  of  tbemselveB. 
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CHAPTER  n. 

WHEBEIN  OEBTAIN  PERSONS  ABE  PRESENTED  TO  THE  READER,  WITH  WHOM 
HE  MAY,  IT  HE  PLEASE,  BECOME  BETTER  ACQUAINTED. 

It  was  pretty  late  in  the  autumn  of  the  year,  when  the 
declining  sun,  struggling  tlirough  the  mist  which  had  ob- 
scured it  all  day,  looked  brightly  down  upon  a  little  Wiltshire 
village,  within  an  easy  journey  of  the  fair  old  town  of 
Salisbuiy. 

Like  a  sudden  flash  of  memory  or  spirit  kindling  up  the 
mind  of  an  old  man,  it  shed  a  glory  upon  the  scene,  in  which 
its  departed  youth  and  freshness  seemed  to  live  again.  The 
wet  grass  sparkled  in  the  light ;  the  scaniy  patches  of  verdure 
in  the  hedges — ^where  a  few  green  twigs  yet  stood  together 
bravely,  resisting  to  the  last  the  tyranny  of  nipping  veinds  and 
early  frosts — took  heart  and  brightened  up ;  the  stream  which 
had  been  dull  and  sullen  all  day  long  broke  out  into  a 
cheerful  smile ;  the  birds  began  to  chirp  and  twitter  on  the 
naked  boughs,  as  though  the  hopeful  creatures  half  believed 
that  winter  had  gone  by  and  spring  had  come  already.  The 
vane  upon  the  tapering  spire  of  the  old  church  glistened  from 
its  lofty  station  in  sympathy  with  the  general  gladness ;  and 
from  the  ivy-shaded  windows  such  gleams  of  light  shone 
back  upon  the  glowing  sky,  that  it  seemed  as  if  the  quiet 
buildings  were  the  hoarding-place  of  twenty  summers,  and  all 
their  ruddiness  and  warmth  were  stored  within. 

Even  those  tokens  of  the  season  which  emphatically  whis- 
pered of  the  coining  winter,  graced  the  landscape,  and,  for 
the  moment,  tinged  its  livelier  features  with  no  oppressive  air 
of  sadness.  The  fallen  leaves,  with  which  the  ground  was 
strewn,  gave  forth  a  pleasant  fragrance,  and  subduing  all 
harsh  sounds  of  distant  feet  and  wheels,  created  a  repose  in 
gentle  tmison  with  the  light  scattering  of  seed  hither  and 
thither  by  the  distant  husbandman,  and  with  the  noiseless 
passage  of  the  plough  as  it  turned  up  the  rich  brown  earth. 
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and  wrouglit  a  graceful  pattern  in  the  stubbled  fields.  On 
the  motionless  branches  of  some  trees,  autumn  berries  hung 
like  clusters  of  coral  beads,  as  in  those  fieibled  orchards  where 
the  fruits  were  jewels ;  others,  stripped  of  all  their  garniture, 
stood,  each  the  centre  of  its  little  heap  of  bright  red  leaves^ 
watching  their  slow  decay ;  others  again,  still  wearing  theirs, 
had  them  all  crunched  and  crackled  up,  as  though  they  had 
been  burnt ;  about  the  stems  of  some  were  piled,  in  rudd}'' 
mounds,  the  apples  they  had  bonie  that  year;  while  others 
(hardy  evergreens  this  dass)  showed  somewhat  stem  and 
gloomy  in  their  vigour,  as  charged  by  nature  with  the 
.  admonition  that  it  is  not  to  her  more  sensitive  and  joyous 
favorites,  she  grants  the  longest  term  of  life.  Still  athwart 
their  darker  boughs,  the  sunbeams  struck  out  paths  of  deeper 
gold;  and  the  red  light,  mantling  in  among  their  swarthy 
branches,  used  them  as  foils  to  set  its  brightness  off,  and  aid 
the  lustre  of  the  dying  day. 

A  moment,  and  its  gloiy  was  no  more.  The  sun  went 
down  beneath  the  long  dark  lines  of  hiU  and  doud  which 
piled  up  in  the  west  an  airy  city,  wall  heaped  on  wall,  and 
battlement  on  battlement ;  the  light  was  all  withdrawn ;  the 
shining  church  turned  cold  and  dark ;  the  stream  forgot  to 
smile ;  the  birds  were  silent ;  and  the  gloom  of  winter  dwelt 
on  everything. 

An  evening  wind  uprose  too,  and  the  slighter  branches 
cracked  and  rattled  as  they  moved  in  skeleton  dances,  to 
its  moaning  music.  The  withering  leaves  no  longer  quiet, 
hurried  to  and  fro  in  search  of  shelter  from  its  chill  pursuit ; 
the  labourer  unyoked  his  horses,  and  with  head  bent  down, 
trudged  briskly  home  beside  them;  and  from  the  cottage 
windows  lights  began  to  glance  and  wink  upon  the  darkening 
fields. 

Then  the  village  forge  came  out  in  all  its  bright  importance. 
The  lusty  bellows  roared  Ha  ha !  to  the  dear  fire  which 
roared  in  turn,  and  bade  the  shining  sparks  dance  gaily  to 
the  merry  clinking  of  the  hammers  on  the  anvil.  The 
gleaming  iron,  in  its  emulation,  sparkled  too,  and  shed  its 
red-hot  gems  around  profusely.  The  strong  smith  and  his 
men  dealt  such  strokes  upon  their  work,  as  made  even  the 
melancholy  night  rejoice,  and  brought  a  glow  into  its  dark 
face  as  it  hovered  about  the  door  and  windows,  peeping 
curiously  in  above  the  shoulders  of  a  dozen  loungers.     As  to 
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tins  idle  company,  there  they  stood,  spell-boiind  by  the  place, 
and,  casting  now  and  then  a  glance  upon  the  darkness  in 
their  rear,  settled  their  lassy  elbows  more  at  ease  upon  the  sill, 
and  leaned  a  little  tother  in:  no  more  disposed  to  tear 
themselves  away,  than  if  they  had  been  bom  to  cluster  round 
the  blazing  hearth  like  so  many  crickets. 

Oat^the  angrr  wind !  how  from  <dgMng,  it  began  to 
bluster  round  the  merry  forge,  banging  at  the  wicket,  and 
grumblmg  in  the  chimney,  as  if  it  bullied  the  jolly  bellows  for 
doing  anything  to  order.  And  what  an  impot^it  swaggerer 
it  was  too,  for  all  its  noise :  for  if  it  had  any  influence  on 
that  hoarse  companion,  it  was  but  to  make  him  roar  his 
cheerful  song  the  louder,  and  by  consequence  to  make  the  fire 
bum  the  brighter,  and  i&e  sparks  to  dance  isore  gaily  yet :  at 
length,  th^  whizzed  so  madly  round  and  round,  that  it  was 
too  much  for  such  a  surly  wind  to  bear :  so  off  it  flew  with  a 
howl:  giving  the  old  sign  before  the  alehouse-door,  such  a 
cuff  as  it  went,  that  the  Blue  Dragon  was  more  rampant  than 
usual  ever  afterwards^  and  indeed,  before  CQiristmas,  reared 
clean  out  of  his  crazy  frame. 

It  WES  smaU  tj«umy  for  a  respectable  wind  to  go  wreaking 
its  vengeance  on  such  poor  creatures  as  the  fallen  leaves,  but 
this  wind  happening  to  come  up  with  a  great  heap  of  them 
just  after  venting  its  humour  on  the  insulted  Dragon,  did  so 
disperse  and  scatter  them  that  they  fled  away,  peH-meU,  some 
here,  some  theres,  rolling  over  each  other,  whirling  round  and 
round  upon  their  thin  edges,  taking  firantic  flights  into  the 
air,  and  playing  all  manner  of  extraordinary  gambols  in  liie 
extremity  of  their  distress.  Nor  was  this  enough  for  its 
malicious  fttry :  for  not  content  with  driving  them  abroad,  it 
charged  small  parties  of  them  and  hunted  them  into  the 
wheelwright's  saw-pit,  and  below  the  planks  and  timbers  in 
the  yard,  and,  scattering  the  sawdust  m  the  air,  it  looked  for 
them  underneath,  and  when  it  did  meet  with  any,  whew! 
how  it  drove  them  on  and  fdlowed  at  their  heels ! 

The  scared  leaves  only  flew  the  faster  for  all  this,  and  a 
giddy  chase  it  was :  for  they  got  into  unfrequented  places, 
where  there  was  no  outlet,  and  where  their  pursuer  kept 
them  eddying  round  and  round  at  his  pleasure;  and  they 
crept  under  the  eaves  of  houses,  and  ehmg  tightly  to  the  sides 
of  hayricks,  like  bats ;  and  tore  in  at  open  chamber  windows, 
and  cowered  dose  to  hedges ;  and  in  short  went  anywhere  for 
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tuKfeiy.  Bat  the  oddest  Usttt  they  achieved  was,  to  take 
adraiitai^  of  the  sadden  opening  of  Mr.  Pecksniff's  front- 
docr,  to  dash  wildlj  into  liis  passage;  whidier  Ibe  Tfind 
Mbwing  close  upon  them,  and  finding  the  back-door  open, 
incontinently  blew  out  the  lighted  candle  held  by  Miss 
Pecksniff,  and  slammed  the  frcmt-door  against  Mr.  Pecksniff 
who  was  at  that  moment  entering,  with  such  Tkdenoe,  that  in 
the  twinkling  of  an  eye  he  lay  on  his  back  at  the  bottom  of 
the  steps.  Being  by  this  tnae  weazy  of  such  triiing  per- 
formances, the  boisterous  rover  hurried  away  rejoicing,  roaring 
over  moor  and  meadow,  hill  and  fiat,  until  it  got  out  to  sea, 
where  it  met  with  other  winds  similarly  disposed,'  and  made 
a  night  of  it. 

In  the  meantime  Mr.  Pecksniff,  having  received,  from  a 
tSuBorp  angle  in  the  bottom  st^  but  one,  tiiat  sort  of  knock  on 
the  head  which  ligbts  up  for  the  patient's  entertainment,  an 
imaginary  general  ilhiminatioii  of  very  bright  short-nxes,  lay 
placidly  sturing  at  his  own  street-door.  And  it  would  seem 
to  have  been  more  suggestive  in  its  aspect  than  street-doon 
ujsually  are ;  for  he  contiinied  to  He  there,  rather  a  lengthy 
and  unreasonable  time,  without  so  much  as  wondering  whether 
he  was  hurt  or  no :  neither  when  Miss  Pecksmff  inquired 
through  the  key-hole  in  a  shnll  voice,  which  might  have 
belonged  to  a  wind  in  its  teene,  "  Who 's  there  ? "  dM  he 
make  any  reply :  nor,  when  Miss  Pecksniff  opened  the  door 
again,  and  shading  the  candle  with  her  han4,  peered  out,  and 
looked  provokingly  round  him,  and  abo«t  him,  and  over  him, 
and  everywhese  bat  at  him,  did  he  aSer  any  remark,  or  in- 
dieste  in  any  maamer  the  least  hint  of  a  desire  to  be  picked  up. 

**  I  see  you,"  cried  Miss  Pecksniff,  to  Ihe  ideal  infiictor  of^a 
runaway  knock."     **  You  'U  catch  it,  sir !  " 

StiU  Mr.  Pecksniff,  p^haps  from  having  cflioght  it  already, 
said  nothing.  , 

"You're  round  iiie  corner  now,"  cried  Miss  Pecksniff. 
She  said  it  at  a  venture,  but  there  was  appropriate  matter  za 
it  too ;  for  Mr.  Pecksniff,  bmng  in  the  act  of  extinguishing  the 
candles  before  mentioned  pretty  rapidly,  and  of  reducing  the 
number  of  brass  knobs  on  his  street-door  £rom  four  or  five 
hundred  (which  had  previouj^y  been  juggling  of  their  own 
accord  before  hia  eyes  in  a  very  novel  manner)  to  a  dozen  or 
so,  might  in  aae  sense  have  been  said  to  be  coming  round  the 
comer,  and  just  turning  it. 
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With  a  fiiharply  delivered  waming  relative  to  the  cage  and 
the  constable,  and  the  stocks  and  the  gallows,  Miss  Pecksniff 
was  about  to  close  the  door  agaLl,  when  Mr.  Pecksniff  (being 
still  at  the  bottom  of  the  steps)  raised  himself  on  one  elbow, 
and  sneezed. 

**  That  voice !  "  cried  Miss  Pecksniff,  "  my  parent !  ** 

At  this  exclamation,  another  Miss  Pecksniff  bounced  out  of 
the  parlour :  and  the  two  Miss  Pecksniffs,  with  many  inco- 
herent expressions,  dragged  Mr.  Pecksniff  into  an  upright 
posture. 

"Pa!"  they  cried  in  concert.  "Pa!  Speak,  Pa!  Do 
not  look  so  wild,  my  dearest  Pa  ! " 

But  as  a  gentleman's  looks,  in  such  a  case  of  all  others, 
are  by  no  means  imder  his  own  control,  Mr.  Pecksniff  con- 
tinued to  keep  his  mouth  and  his  eyes  very  wide  open,  and  to 
drop  his  lower  jaw,  somewhat  after  the  manner  of  a  toy 
nut-cracker :  and  as  his  hat  had  fSallen  off,  and  his  face  was 
pale,  and  his  hair  erect,  and  his  coat  muddy,  the  spectacle  he 
presented  was  so  very  doleful,  that  neither  of  the  Miss 
Pecksniffs  could  repress  an  involuntary  screech. 

"  That  'U  do,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff.     "  I  'm  better." 

"He's  come  to  himself!"  cried  the  youngest  Miss  Peck- 
sniff. 

"  He  speaks  again !  "  exclaimed  the  eldest. 

With  these  joyful  words  they  kissed  Mr.  Pecksniff  on 
either  cheek;  and  bore  him  into  the  house.  Presently,  the 
youngest  Miss  Pecksniff  ran  out  again  to  pick  up  his  hat,  his 
brown  paper  parcel,  his  imibrella,  his  gloves,  and  other  small 
articles :  and  that  done,  and  the  door  closed,  both  young 
ladies  applied  themselves  to  tending  Mr.  Pecksniff's  wounds 
in  the  back-parlour. 

They  were  not  very  serious  in  their  nature :  being  limited 
to  abrasions  on  what  the  eldest  Miss  Pecksniff  called  "  the 
knobby  parts"  of  her  parent's  anatomy,  such  as  his  knees 
and  elbows,  and  to  the  development  of  an  entirely  new  organ, 
unknown  to  phrenologists,  on  the  back  of  his  head.  These 
injuries  having  been  comforted  externally,  with  patches  of 
pickled  brown  paper,  and  Mr.  Pecksniff  having  been  com- 
forted internally,  with  some  stiff  brandy-and-water,  the  eldest 
Miss  Pecksniff  sat  down  to  make  the  tea,  which  was  all 
ready.  In  the  meantime  the  youngest  Miss  Pecksniff  brought 
from   the  kitchen  a  smoking  dish  of  ham  and  eggs^  and. 
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settixig  the  same  before  her  father,  took  up  Iier  station  on  a 
low  stool  at  his  feet:  thereby  bringing  her  eyes  on  a  level 
with  the  teaboard. 

It  must  not  be  inferred  from  this  position  of  hnmility, 
that  the  yoimgest  Miss  Pecksniff  was  so  young  as  to  be,  as 
one  may  say,  forced  to  sit  upon  a  stool,  by  reason  of  the 
shortness  of  her  legs.  Miss  Pecksniff  sat  upon  a  stool, 
because  of  her  simplicity  and  innocence,  whidi  were  Tezy  great : 
very  great.  Miss  Pecksniff  sat  upon  a  stool,  because  she  was 
aU  girHshness,  and  playfiilnesss,  and  wiLdness,  aad  kittenish 
buoyancy.  She  was  the  most  arch  and  at  the  same  time  the 
most  artless  creature,  was  the  youngest  Miss  Pecksniff,  that 
you  can  possibly  imagine.  It  was  her  great  charm.  She 
was  too  fresh  and  guileless,  and  too  full  of  child-like  yivacity, 
was  the  youngest  Miss  Pecksniff,  to  wear  combs  in  her  hair, 
or  to  turn  it  up,  or  to  frizzle  it,  or  braid  it.  She  wore  it  in  a 
crop,  a  loosely  flowing  crop,  which  had  so  many  rows  of  curls 
in  it,  that  the  top  row  was  only  one  curl.  Moderately  buxom 
was  her  shape,  and  quite  womanly  too ;  but  sometimes — yes, 
sometimes — she  even  wore  a  pinafore;  and  how  charming 
that  was!  Oh!  she  was  indeed  ''a  gushing  thing"  (as  a 
young  gentieman  had  observed  in  verse,  in  the  Poet's-comer 
of  a  provincial  newspaper),  was  the  youngest  Miss  Pecksniff! 

Mr.  Pecksniff  was  a  moral  man:  a  grave  man,  a  man  of 
noble  sentiments,  and  speech :  and  he  had  had  her  christened 
Mercy.  Mercy !  oh,  what  a  charming  name  for  such  a 
pure-souled  Being  as  the  youngest  Miss  Pecksniff!  Her 
sister's  name  was  Charity.  There  was  a  good  thing !  Mercy 
and  Charity !  And  Charity,  with  her  flne  strong  sense,  and 
her  mild,  yet  not  reproachfrd  gravity,  was  so  well  named,  and 
did  so  well  set  off  and  illustrate  her  sister !  What  a  pleasant 
sight  was  that,  the  contrast  they  presented :  to  see  each  loved 
and  loving  one  sympathising  with,  and  devoted  to,  and 
leaning  on,  and  yet  correcting  and  counter-checking,  and,  as 
it  were,  antidoting,  the  other !  To  behold  each  damsel,  in 
her  very  admiration  of  her  sister,  setting  up  in  business  for 
herself  on  an  entirely  different  principle,  and  announcing  no 
connexion  with  over-the-way,  and  if  the  quality  of  goods  at 
that  establishment  don't  please  you,  you  are  respectfully 
invited  to  favour  me  with  a  call !  And  the  crowning  circum- 
stance of  the  whole  delightfrd  catalogue  was,  that  both  the 
Mr  creatures  were  so  utterly  unconscious  of  all  this !    Ihey 
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had  no  idea  of  it.  They  mo  more  thottglit  or  dreamed  of  it^ 
than  Mr.  Peokfiniff  did.  Nature  played  them  oS  against  each, 
other  :  they  had  no  hand  in  it,  the  two  Miss  Peeksn^ffs. 

It  has  been  remarked  that  Mr.  Pecksniff  was  a  nioral  man. 
So  he  was.  Perhaps  there  nev^  was  a  more  »osral  mam  than 
Mr.  Pecksniff:  especially  in  his  ccmYersation  and  oorre- 
spondence.  It  was  onee  said  of  him  by  a  homely  admirer, 
that  he  had  a  Fortunatus's  purse  cf  good  seatiments  in  his 
inside.  In  this^particular  he  was  like  ihe  girl  in  -&e  fadby 
tale,  except  that  if  they  were  not  actual  diamonds  which  fell 
£rom  his  Hps^  they  were  the  Yery  brightest  paste,  and  shone 
prodigiously.  He  was  a  most  exemplary  man:  foller  of 
virtuous  precept  than  a  copy-book.  Some  pec^le  likened  him 
to  a  direction-post,  which  is  always  tdiing  the  way  to  a  place, 
and  never  goes  th^re :  but  these  were  his  enemies ;  the 
shadows  cast  by  his  brightness;  that  was  all.  His  very 
throat  was  moral.  You  saw  a  good  deal  of  it.  You  looked 
over  a  very  low  fence  cf  white  cravat  (whereof  no  man  had 
ever  beheld  the  tie,  for  he  fastened  it  behind),  and  there  it 
lay,  a  valley  between  two  jutting  heights  of  collar,  serene  and 
whiakerless  be:&]cre  you.  It  seemed  to  say,  on  the  part  of  Mr. 
Pecksniff,  ''There  is  no  deception,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  all 
is  peace,  a  holy  calm  pervades  me.''  So  did  his  hair,  just 
griaddd  with  an  iron-gray,  which  wa6  all  brushed  off  his 
forehead,  and  stood  bolt  upright,  or  slightly  drooped  in 
kindred  action  with  his  heavy  eyelids.  So  did  his  person, 
which  was  sleek  though  free  from  corpulency.  So  did  his 
manner,  which  was  soffc  and  oily.  In  a  word,  even  his  plain 
black  suit,  and  state  of  widower,  and  dangling  double  eye- 
glass, all  tended  to  the  same  purpose,  and  cried  alDud, 
"  Behold  the  moral  Pecksniff!  '* 

The  brazen  plate  up(m  the  door  (whidi  being  Mr.  Pecksniff's, 
could  not  lie)  bore  this  insmption,  **  Pbckswiff,  Abchitect," 
to  which  Mr.  Pecksniff^  on  his  cards  of  boaindSB,  added,  ''  axd 
ItAJSfB  SuBVETOE."  In  oue  sense,  and  only  one,  he  may  be 
said  to  have  been  a  Land  Surveyor  on  a  pretty  large  scale,  as 
an  eiztensive  prospect  lay  stretched  out  before  the  windows  c^ 
his  house.  Of  Ms  architectural  doings,  nothing  was  clearly 
known,  exoept  that  he  had  never  designed  or  buiLb  anything ; 
but  it  was  generally  understood  that  his  knowledge  of  the 
majBDSB  was  almost  awful  in  its  profrmdity. 

Pecksniff^a  profeBsicmaL  emgagmiieiitfl,   mdeed,  w&ce 
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almost,  if  not  entirelj,  confined  to  tiie  reoeption  of  papOs ;  for 
the  coUectioii  of  rents,  with  whidi  pursuit  he  occaflionally 
yaried  and  reliered  his  eraver  toiLs,  can  hardly  be  said  to  be 

ensnaring  parents  and  guardians,  and  pocketing  premiums. 
A  young  gentLemen's  pfemium  being  paid,  and  the  young 
genilemaii  ocme  to  Mr.  Pecksniff's  house,  Mr.  Pecksniff 
borrowed  his  case  of  maihematieal  instruments  (if  silver- 
mounted  or  otherwise  Taluable);  entreated  iiim,  from  that 
moment,  to  consider  >iiTO«ft1f  one  of  the  fEonily ;  oomplimented 
kim  highly  on  his  parents  or  guardians,  as  the  case  might 
be;  and  toined  him  loose  in  a  spacious  room  on  the  two-pair 
front;  where,  in  the  company  of  certain  drawing-boards, 
paraUdL  rulers,  Yery  stiff-legged  compasses,  and  two,  or 
perhaps  three,  otiier  young  gentlemen,  he  improTcd  himself, 
fixr  three  or  fi^e  years,  according  to  his  articles,  in  making 
elevations  of  SaJisbmy  Cathedral  from  ereiy  possible  point  of 
sight;  and  in  constructing  in  liie  air  a  yast  quantity  of 
Castles,  Houses  of  Paiiisment,  and  other  Public  Buildings. 
Perhaps  in  no  place  in  the  world  were  so  many  gorgeous 
edifices  of  this  daas  erected  as  under  Mr.  Pecksniff's  auspices ; 
and  if  but  one  twentieth  part  o£  the  churches  which  were  built 
in  iha;t  front  room,  with  one  or  other  of  tiie  Miss  Pecksniffs 
at  the  altar  in  ike  act  of  marrying  the  architect,  conkL  only  be 
made  ayailable  by  the  parliamentary  commissioners,  no  more 
churches  would  be  wanted  for  at  least  fire  centuries. 

"  Eyen  the  worldly  goods  of  which  we  haye  just  disposed," 
said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  glancing  round  the  table  when  he  had 
finished,  **  even  cream,  sugar,  tea,  toast,  ham, —  " 

**  And  eggs,"  snggested  Chanty  in  a  low  iroice. 

''Azkd  eggs,'*  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  ''eyen  they  haye  their 
moral.  See  how  ictuey  come  and  go!  Eyery  pleasure  is 
transitory.  We  can't  eyen  eat,  long.  If  we  indulge  in 
bamdess  ffuids,  we  get  the  dropsy ;  if  in  exciting  liquids,  we 
get  drunk.     What  a  soothing  reflection  is  that!'' 

"Don't  say  we  get  drunk  Pa,"  urged  the  eldest  Miss 
Pecksniff 

**  When  I  say,  we,  my  dear,"  returned  her  &6i.er,  "  I  mean 
iiianldnd  in  general ;  the  human  race,  considered  as  a  body, 
andnotasiadiidduaiB.  There  is  nothing  pOTsonal  in  morality, 
niy  loye.  Even  such  a  tiling  as  this,"  said  Mr.  Peeksmff, 
laying  the  Snefiagear  of  Jns  left  liand  upon  ihe  brown  paper 
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patch  on  the  top  of  his  head,  <' slight  casual  baldness  though 
it  be,  reminds  us  that  we  are  but'' — ^he  was  going  to  say 
"worms,"  but  recollecting  that  worms  were  not  remarkable 
for  heads  of  hair,  he  substituted  "  flesh  and  blood." 

"  Which,"  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff  after  a  pause,  during  which 
he  seemed  to  have  been  casting  about  for  a  new  moral,  and 
not  quite  successfully,  "which  is  aJso  very  soothing.  Mercy, 
my  dear,  stir  the  fire  and  throw  up  the  cinders." 

The  young  lady  obeyed,  and  having  done  so,  resumed  her 
stool,  reposed  one  arm  upon  her  father's  knee,  and  laid  her 
blooming  cheek  upon  it.  Miss  Charity  drew  her  chair  nearer 
the  fire,  as  one  prepared  for  conversation,  and  looked  towards 
her  father. 

"Yes,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  after  a  short  pause,  during 
which  he  had  been  silently  smiling,  and  shaking  his  head  at 
the  fire — "  I  have  again  been  fbrtunate  in  the  attainment  of 
my  object.     A  new  inmate  will  very  shortly  come  among  us." 

"A  youth,  papa?"  asked  Chari^, 

"Ye-es,  a  youth,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff.  "He  will  avail 
himself  of  the  eligible  opportunity  which  now  offers,  for 
uniting  the  advantages  of  the  best  practical  architectural 
education,  with  the  comforts  of  a  home,  and  the  constant 
association  with  some  who  (however  humble  their  sphere,  and 
limited  their  capacity)  are  not  immindful  of  their  moral 
responsibilities. ' ' 

"Oh  Pa!"  cried  Mercy,  holding  up  her  finger  archly. 
"  See  advertisement ! " 

"  PlayM — playM  warbler,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff.  It  may 
be  observed  in  connexion  with  his  calling  his  daughter  "  a 
warbler,"  that  she  was  not  at  all  vocal,  but  that  Mr,  Pecksniff 
was  in  the  frequent  habit  of  using  any  word  that  occurred  to 
him  as  having  a  good  sound,  and  rounding  a  sentence  well, 
without  much  care  for  its  meaning.  And  he  did  this  so 
boldly,  and  in  such  an  imposing  manner,  that  he  would 
sometimes  stagger  the  wisest  people  with  his  eloquence,  and 
make  them  gasp  again. 

His  enemies  asserted,  by  the  way,  that  a  strong  trustftilnese 
in  sounds  and  forms,  was  the  master-key  to  Mr.  Pecksniff's 
character. 

" Is  he  handsome.  Pa?"  inquired  the  younger  daughter. 

"Silly  Merry!"  said  the  eldest:  Merry  being  fond  for 
Mercy.     "  What  is  the  premium,  Pa  ?  teU  us.that." 
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'*0h  good  gracious,  Cherry!"  cried  Miss  Mercy,  holding 
np  her  hands  with  the  most  winning  giggle  in  the  world, 
''  what  a  mercenaiy  girl  you  are !  oh  you  naughty,  thoughtfiil, 
prudent  thing ! " 

It  was  perfectly  charming,  and  worthy  of  the  Pastoral  age, 
to  see  how  the  two  Miss  Pecksnifis  slapped  each  other  after 
this,  and  then  subsided  into  an  embrace  expressive  of  their 
different  dispositions. 

''He  is  well-looking,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  slowly  and 
dLstinctly :  **  well-looking  enough.  I  do  not  positively  expect 
any  immediate  premium  with  him." 

Notwithstanding  their  different  natures,  both  Charity  and 
Mercy  concurred  in  opening  their  eyes 'uncommonly  wide  at 
this  annoimcement,  and  in  looking  for  the  moment  as  blank 
as  if  their  thoughts  had  actually  had  a.  direct  bearing  on  the 
main-chance. 

''But  what  of  that!"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  still  smiling  at 
the  £re.  "There  is  disinterestedness  in  the  world,  I  hope? 
We  are  not  all  arrayed  in  two  opposite  ranks :  the  offensive 
and  the  defensive.  Some  few  there  are  who  walk  between ; 
who  help  the  needy  as  they  go ;  and  take  no  part  with  either 
side?     Umph?" 

There  was  something  in  these  morsels  of  philanthropy 
which  reassured  the  sisters.  They  exchanged  glances,  and 
brightened  very  much. 

"  Oh !  let  us  not  be  for  ever  calculating,  devising,  and 
plotting  for  the  i^ture,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  smiling  more  and 
more,  and  looking  at  the  fire  as  a  man  might,  who  was 
cracking  a  joke  with  it :  "I  am  weary  of  such  arts.  If  our 
inclinations  are  but  good  and  open-hearted,  let  us  gratify 
ihem  boldly,  thougji  they  bring  upon  us,  Loss  instead  of 
Profit.     Eh,  Charily?" 

Glancing  towards  his  daughters  for  the  first  time  since  he 
had  beg^un  these  reflections,  and  seeing  that  they  both  smiled, 
Mr.  Pecksniff  eyed  them  for  an  instant  so  jocosely  (though  still 
with  a  kind  of  saintly  waggishness)  that  the  younger  one  was 
moved  to  sit  upon  his  knee  forthwith,  put  her  fair  arms  round 
his  neck,  and  kiss  him  twenty  times.  During  the  whole  of 
this  affectionate  display  she  laughed  to  a  most  immoderate 
extent:  in  which  hilarious  indulgence  even  the  prudent 
Cherry  joined. 

"Tut,  tut,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  pushing  his  latest-born 
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avaj,  and  naming  Ms  fingers  throngli  bis  hsai,  a«  he  resumed 
his  tranquil  fiEioe.  '^  Whst  folly  is  this !  Left  vs  take  heed 
how  we  laiigh  without  reason,  lest  we  cry  wii&  it.  What  is 
the  domestic  news  since  yesterday  ?  John  Wesdock  is  gone, 
I  hope?" 

Indeed  iio,**  said  Cfaorxty, 

And  why  not?"  returned  her  father.  ''His  terns 
expired  yesterday.  And  his  box  was  padced,  I  know;  for 
I  saw  it,  in  the  morning,  standing  in  the  haU/' 

''  He  slept  last  night  at  the  Dragon,^  retnmed  the  yotmg 
lady,  ''and  had  Mr.  Pinch  to  dine  with  him.  They  ef>ent 
the  erening  together,  and  Mr.  iPinch  was  not  hcnae  tin  very 
late  » 

**  And  when  I  saw  him  on  the  stairs  tins  morning,  Pa,^ 
said  Mercy  with  her  nsoal  sprightliness,  ''he  looked,  oh 
goodness,  siLch  a  monster !  with  his  face  all  mamier  of  eoionrsy 
and  his  eyes  as  doll  as  if  they  had  been  boiled,  and  his  head 
^selling  dreadfolly,  I  am  sure  £rom  the  look  of  it,  and  his 
dothes  smelling,  oh  it 's  impossible  to  say  how  strong,  of" — 
here  the  young  lady  shuddered — ''  of  nooke  and  punch." 

"Now  I  think,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff  with  his  aecnsiomed 
gentleness,  though  still  with  the  air  of  one  who  sulTered  imder 
injury  without  complaint,  "  I  think  Mr.  Pinch  might  have 
done  better  than  choose  for  his  eompaoion  one  who,  at  the 
close  of  a  long  intercourse,  had  endeavoured,  as  he  knew,  to 
wound  my  feelings.  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  this  was  delicate 
in  Mr.  linch.  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  this  was  kind  in 
Mr.  Pinch,  i  wiB  go  further  and  say,  I  am  not  quite 
sure  that  this  was  eveu  oordinarily  grateful  in  Mr.  Pindbi." 

"But  what  can  any  one  expect  fiwm  Mr.  Pinch!"  cried 
Oitmty,  with  M  strong  and  scornM  «ai  ei^ads  on  the  naiae 
as  if  it  would  have  given  her  unspeakable  pleasure  to  express 
it,  in  on  acted  (Parade,  on  ^e  calf  of  that  gentleman's  leg. 

"Ay,  ay,"  returned  her  father,  rairang  his  hand  mildly: 
"it  «  y«y  wen  to  eay  irliat  eaa  we  expect  from  Mr.  Pincb, 
but  Mr.  Pinch  is  a  felkw-creatiire,  my  dear ;  Mr.  Pinch  is  an 
it^n  in  the  vast  total  of  humanity,  my  lore  \  and  we  hare  a 
right,  it  is  our  duty,  to  expect  in  Mr.  Pinch  some  development 
oi  iiiose  better  qualities,  the  possession  of  which  in  oar  own 
persons  inspires  our  humble  self-respect.  No,"  continued 
Mr.  Pecksniff.  "No!  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  say, 
xtorhing  can  be  expected  £rom  Mr.  Pinch;  or  that  I  should 
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saj,  Bothiag  cm  be  expected  'from  aaj  man  alive  (eren  the 
most  d^raded,  whicli  Mr.  Pineh  is  not,  no  really);  hvt 
Mr.  Pincli  has  disappointed  me:  he  has  hurt  me:  I  think 
a  little  the  worse  of  him  on  this  account,  bat  not  of  human 
nature.     Oh  no,  no!" 

''Hark!"  said  Miss  Charity,  holding  up  her  finger,  as  a 
gentle  rap  was  heard  at  the  street-door.  ''There  is  the 
creature!  Now  mark  my  words,  he  has  come  back  with 
John  Wesdock  for  his  box,  and  is  going  to  help  him  to  take 
it  to  the  mail.  Only  mark  my  words,  if  that  isn't  his 
iotentieii ! " 

Even  as  she  spoke,  the  box  appeared  to  be  in  progress  of 
conveyance  &om  the  house,  but  after  a  brief  murmuring  of 
question  and  answer,  it  was  put  down  again,  and  somebody 
knocked  at  the  parlour  door. 

**Come  in!"  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff — ^not  severely;  only 
Tirtnouflily.     **  Come  in  T" 

An  ungainly,  awkward-looking  man,  extremely  short- 
flighted,  and  prematurely  bald,  ayailed  himself  oi  this 
permission;  and  seeing  that  Mr.  Pecksniff  sat  with  his  back 
towards  him,  gazing  at  Hie  fire,  stood  ftiesitating,  with  the 
door  in  his  hand.  He  was  lar  from  handsome  certainly ;  and 
was  drest  in  a  snuff-coloured  suit,  of  an  uncouth  make  at  the 
best,  whidb,  being  idirunken  with  long  wear,  was  twisted  and 
tortured  into  all  kinds  ai  odd  shapes;  but  notwithstanding 
his  attire,  and  his  dumsj  figure,  which  a  great  stoop  in  his 
shoulders,  and  a  ludicrous  habit  he  had  of  thrusting  his  head 
forward,  by  no  means  redeemed,  one  would  not  have  been 
disposed  (unless  Mr.  Pecksniff  said  so)  to  consider  him  a  bad 
fellow  by  any  means.  He  was  perhaps  about  thirty,  but  he 
might  have  been  almost  any  age  between  sixteen  and  sixty : 
being  one  of  those  strange  creatures  who  never  decline  into 
an  ancient  appearance,  but  look  their  eldest  when  tiiey  are 
very  young,  and  get  it  over  at  once. 

Keeping  his  hand  upon  the  lock  of  the  door,  he  glanced 
fipom  Mr.  Pecksniff  to  Mercy,  from  Mercy  to  Chari^,  and 
from  Charity  to  Mr.  Pecksniff  again,  several  times ;  but  the 
young  ladies  being  as  intent  upcok  the  &re  as  their  father  was, 
and  neither  of  the  three  taking  any  notice  of  him,  he  was 
&m  to  say,  st  last, 

"Oh!  r  beg  yuur  pardon,  Mr.  Pecksniff:  I  beg  rottr 
pardon  for  intruding :  but — " 

c  2 
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''No  intrusion,  Mr,  Pinch,"  said  that  gentleman  very 
sweetly,  but  without  looking  round.  '*  Pray  be  seated,  Mr. 
Pinch.  Have  the  goodness  to  shut  the  door,  Mr.  Pinch,  if 
you  please." 

"Certainly,  sir,"  said  Pinch:  not  doing  so,  however,  but 
holding  it  rather  wider  open  than  before,  and  beckoning 
nervously  to  somebody  without:  "Mr.  Westlock,  sir,  hearing 
that  you  were  come  home  — " 

"Mr.  Pinch,  Mr.  Pinch!"  said  Pecksniff,  wheeling  his 
chair  about,  and  looking  at  him  with  an  aspect  of  the  deepest 
melancholy,  "I  did  not  expect  this  from  you.  I  have  not 
deserved  this  from  you !" 

"  No,  but  upon  my  word  sir" — urged  Pinch. 

"The  less  you  say,  Mr.  Pinch,"  interposed  the  other,  "the 
better.     I  utter  no  complaint.     Make  no  defence." 

"No,  but  do  have  the  goodness  sir,"  cried  Pinch,  with 
great  earnestness,  "if  you  please.  Mr.  Westlock,  sir,  going 
away  for  good  and  all,  wishes  to  leave  none  but  friends 
behind  him.  Mr.  Westlock  and  you,  sir,  had  a  little  difference 
the  other  day ;  you  have  had  many  little  differences." 

"  Little  differences ! "  cried  Charity. 

"  Little  differences ! "  echoed  Mercy. 

"My  loves!"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  with  the  same  serene 
upraising  of  his  hand ;  "  My  dears ! "  Affcer  a  solemn  pause 
he  meekly  bowed  to  Mr.  Pinch,  as  who  should  say,  "Proceed;" 
but  Mr.  Pinch  was  so  very  much  at  a  loss  how  to  resume,  and 
looked  so  helplessly  at  the  two  Miss  Pecksniffs,  that  the 
conversation  would  most  probably  have  terminated  there,  if  a 
good-looking  youth,  newly  arrived  at  man's  estate  had  not 
stepped  forward  from  the  doorway , and  taken  up  the  thread  of 
the  discourse. 

"  Come,  Mr.  Pecksniff,"  he  said,  with  a  smile,  "  don't  let 
there  be  any  ill-blood  between  us,  pray.  I  am  sorry  we  have 
ever  differed,  and  extremely  sorry  I  have  ever  given  you 
offence.     Bear  me  no  ill-will  at  parting,  sir." 

"  I  bear,"  answered  Mr.  Pecksniff,  mildly,  "  no  iU-will  to 
any  man  on  earth." 

"I  told  you  he  didn't,"  said  Pinch  in  an  tinder  tone;  "I 
knew  he  didn't !     He  always  says  he  don't." 

"Then  you  will  shake  hands,  sir?"  cried  Westlock, 
advancing  a  step  or  two,  and  bespeaking  Mr.  Pinch's  close 
attention  by  a  glance. 
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"  Umph !"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  in  his  most  winning-  tone. 

"  You  will  shake  hands,  sir." 

"No,  John,*'  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  with  a  calmness  quite 
ethereal ;  '^  no,  I  will  not  shake  hands,  John.  I  have  forgiven 
you.  I  had  already  forgiven  you,  even  before  you  ceased  to 
reproach  and  taunt  me.  I  have  embraced  you  in  the  spirit, 
John,  which  is  better  than  shaking  hands." 

"Pinch,"  said  the  youth,  turning  towards  him,  with  a 
hearty  disgust  of  his  late  master,  "  what  did  I  tell  you  ?" 

Poor  Pinch  looked  down  uneasily  at  Mr.  PecksniflP,  whose 
eye  was  fixed  upon  him  as  it  had  been  from  the  first :  and 
looking  up  at  the  ceiling  again,  made  no  reply. 

"  As  to  your  forgiveness,  Mr.  Pecksniff,"  said  the  youth, 
"I'U  not  have  it  upon  such  terms.     I  won't  be  forgiven." 

"  Won't  you,  John  ?  "  retorted  Mr.  Pecksniff,  with  a  smile. 
"You  must.  You  can't  help  it.  Forgiveness  is  a  high 
quality ;  an  exalted  virtue ;  far  above  your  control  or  influence, 
John.  I  mU  forgive  you.  You  cannot  move  me  to  remember 
any  wrong  you  have  ever  done  me,  John." 

"  Wrong !  "  cried  the  other,  with  all  the  heat  and  impetu- 
osity of  his  age.  "  Here 's  a  pretty  fellow !  Wrong !  Wrong 
I  have  done  him !  He  '11  not  even  remember  the  five  hundred 
pounds  he  had  with  me  imder  false  pretences ;  or  the  seventy 
pounds  a-year  for  board  and  lodging  that  would  have  been 
dear  at  seventeen !     Here 's  a  martyr  !  " 

"  Money,  John,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  is  the  root  of  all  evil. 
I  grieve  to  see  that  it  is  already  bearing  evil  fruit  in  you. 
But  I  will  not  remember  its  existence.  I  will  not  even 
remember  the  conduct  of  that  misguided  person  " — and  here, 
although  he  spoke  like  one  af  peace  with  all  the  world,  he 
used  an  emphasis  that  plainly  said  *  I  have  my  eye  upon  the 
rascal  now' — "  that  misguided  person  who  has  brought  you 
here  to-night,  seeking  to  disturb  (it  is  a  happiness  to  say,  in 
vain)  the  heart's  repose  and  peace  of  one  who  would  have  shed 
his  dearest  blood  to  serve  him." 

The  voice  of  Mr.  Pecksniff  trembled  as  he  spoke,  and  sobs 
were  heard  jfrom  his  daughters.  Soimds  floated  on  the  air, 
moreover,  as  if  two  spirit  voices  had  exclaimed:  one, 
"  Beast !  "  the  other  "  Savage !  " 

"  Forgiveness,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  entire  and  pure  for- 
giveness is  not  incompatible  with  a  wounded  heart ;  perchance 
when  the  heart  is  woimded,  it  becomes  a  greater  virtue.     With 
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my  breast  still  wrung  and  grievecL  to  its  inmost  core  by  the 
ingratitude  of  that  person,  I  am  proud  and  glad  to  say,  that  I 
forgive  him.  Nay !  I  beg,"  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff,  raising  his 
Toioe,  as  Pindi  appeared  about  to  i^peak,  '*  I  beg  that  indi- 
vidual not  to  offer  a  remark  :  he  will  truly  oblige  me  by  not 
uttering  one  word  :  just  now.  I  am  not  sure  that  I  am  equal 
to  the  trial.  In  a  very  short  space  of  time,  I  shall  have  suffi- 
cient fortitude,  I  trust,  to  converse  wi^  him  as  if  these  events 
had  never  happened.  But  not,"  said  Mr.  Pecbmiff,  turning 
round  again  towards  the  £re,  and  waving  his  hand  in  the 
direction  of  the  door,  "  not  now." 

''  Bah  !  "  cried  John  Wes^^ock,  with  the  utmost  disgust  and 
disdain  the  monosyllable  is  capable  of  ezpxessing.  **  Ladies, 
good  ev^iing.  Come,  Pinch,  it 's  not  w(»th  thinking  of.  I 
was  right  and  you  were  wrong.  That's  a  small  matter; 
you  'U  be  wiser  another  time." 

So  saying,  he  clapped  that  dejected  companion  on  the 
fihoTidder,  turned  upon  his  heel,  and  walked  out  into  the 
passage,  whither  poor  Mr.  Pindb,  after  lingering  irresolutdy 
in  the  parlour  for  a  few  seooiuis,  expressing  in  his  countenance 
the  deepest  mental  misery  and  gloom,  Allowed  him.  Then 
they  took  up  the  box  between  them,  and  sallied  out  to  meet 
the  mail. 

That  iSeet  conveyajace  passed,  every  night,  tiie  oozner  of  a 
lane  at  some  distance ;  towards  which  point  they  bent  tiboir 
steps.  For  some  minutes  they  walked  along  in  silence,  until 
at  length  young  Westlock  burst  into  a  loud  laugh,  and  at 
intervals  into  another,  and  anoth^.  StiU  there  was  no 
response  from  his  companion. 

"  I  '11  tell  you  what,  Pinch !  '•  he  said,  abruptly,  after  another 
iKQLgthened  sil^ioe — "  You  haven't  half  einough  of  <ho  devil  in 
you.     Half  enough !  You  haven't  any." 

"WeU!"  said  Pinch  with  a  fflgh,  "I  dcm't  know,  I'm 
sure.  It 's  a  compliment  to  say  so*  J£  I  haven't,  I  suppose 
I  'm  all  the  better  for  it." 

"  AH  the  better!  "  repeated  his  companion  tartly :  "AH  the 
worse,  you  mean  to  say." 

"  And  yet,"  said  Pinch,  pursuing  his  own  thoughts  and  not 
this  last  remark  on  the  part  of  his  friend,  "  I  must  have  a 
good  deal  of  what  you  call  the  devil  in  me,  too,  or  how  could 
I  make  Pecksniff  so  uncomforiaHe  ?  I  wouldn't  have 
occasioned  him  so  much  distress — don't  laugh,  please — ^for  a 
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mine  of  nonej :  and  Heairan  knows  I  oould  find  good  use  ibr 
iitoo,  Jc^n.     How  grieved ke was!" 

**  H0  grieved !  "  retained  ike  other. 

''  Wkj  didn't  70a  obeerre  tiiat  the  tnn  were  almost  etaii- 
ing  out  of  his  eyes ! "  cried  Pinch.  "  Bless  my  soul,  John, 
is  it  no&iBg  to  see  a  Hian  moved  to  that  extent  and  know 
one's  self  to  he  the  csnae!  And  did  jon  hear  him  say  that  he 
oould  have  shed  his  blood  for  me  ?  " 

''Do  you  want  any  blood  shed  for  yoa?"  returned  his 
friend,  with  considerable  irritati0n.  *'  Does  he  shed  anything 
for  you  that  yoa  do  want  ?  Does  he  shed  employment  for  you, 
insdrncticm  for  yoa,  pocket-money  for  you?  Does  he  shed 
even  l^gs  of  mutton  for  you  in  any  decent  proportion  to 
potatoes  aakd  garden  stuff  ?  " 

"  I  am  afraid/'  said  Pinch,  sighing  again,  "  that  I  'm  a  great 
eater :  I  can't  diaguise  from  myself  that  I  'm  a  great  eater. 
Now  you  know  that,  John.'' 

"  You  a  great  eater !  "  retorted  his  companion,  with  no  less 
JwdigTiation  than  before.     ''  How  do  you  know  you  are  ?  " 

There  appeared  to  be  forcible  matter  in  this  inquiry,  for 
Mr.  Pinidi  only  repeated  in  an  under-tone  that  he  had  a  strong 
misgiving  on  the  subject,  and  that  he  gready  foared  he  was  : 

<<  Besides,  whether  I  am  or  no,"  he  added,  '*  that  has  little 
or  nothing  to  do  with  his  thinlring  me  ungratefril.  John, 
there  is  searoely  a  sin  in  the  world  that  is  in  my  eyes  such  a 
crying  one  as  ingratitude ;  and  when  he  taxes  me  with  that^ 
sad  belieres  bob  to  be  goilty  of  it,  he  makes  me  miserable  and 
wretched." 

'^  Do  you  ihiak  he  don't  know  that  ?  "  returned  the  other 
soomfrilly.  ''  Bat  come,  Pinch,  before  I  say  anything  more 
to  you,  just  run  OTer  the  reasons  you  have  for  being  grated 
to  him  at  all,  wiU  you?  Change  hands  first,  for  the  box  is 
heavy.     That  '11  do.     Now,  go  on." 

''  In  the  first  place,"  said  Pinch,  ''he  took  me  as  his  pupil 
for  mwdi  less  than  he  asked." 

«  Well,"  rejoined  his  friend,  perfectly  unmoved  by  this 
instance  of  generosity.     '^  What  in  the  second  place?  " 

"  What  in  the  second  place ! "  cried  Pinch,  in  a  sort  <^ 
desperation,  ''  why  everything  in  the  second  place.  My  poor 
eld  grandmo^er  died  happy  to  iMnk  that  she  had  put  me 
with  such  an  excellent  man.  I  have  grown  up  in  his  house, 
I  am  in  his  confidence,  I  am  his  aasistuit*  he  allows  in«  ft 
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salary :  wlien  his  buisiness  improves,  my  prospects  are  to 
improve  too.  All  this,  and  a  great  deal  more,  is  in  the  second 
place.  And  in  the  very  prologue  and  preface  to  the  first 
place,  John,  you  must  consider  this,  which  nobody  knows 
better  than  I :  that  I  was  bom  for  much  plainer  and  poorer 
things,  that  I  am  not  a  good  hand  at  his  kind  of  business,  and 
have  no  talent  for  it,  or  indeed  for  anything  else  but  odds  and 
ends  that  are  of  no  use  or  service  to  anybody." 

He  said  this  with  so  much  earnestness,  and  in  a  tone  so  fuU 
of  feeling,  that  his  companion  instinctively  changed  his 
manner  as  he  sat  down  on  the  box  (they  had  by  this  time 
reached  the  jBnger-post  at  the  end  of  the  lane) ;  motioned  him 
to  sit  down  beside  him  ;  and  laid  his  hand  upon  his  shoulder. 

"  I  believe  you  are  one  of  the  best  fellows  in  the  world," 
he  said,  "  Tom  Pinch." 

"  Not  at  all,"  rejoined  Tom.  "  If  you  only  knew  Pecksniff 
as  well  £is  I  do,  you  might  say  it  of  him,  indeed,  and  say 
it  truly." 

"  I  'U  say  anything  of  him,  you  like,"  returned  the  other, 
"  and  not  another  word  to  his  disparagement." 

*'  It 's  for  my  sake,  then ;  not  his,  I  am  afraid,"  said  Pinch, 
shaking  his  head  gravely. 

*'  For  whose  you  please,  Tom,  so  that  it  does  please  you. 
Oh!  He's  a  famous  fellow!  He  never  scraped  and  clawed 
into  his  pouch  all  your  poor  grandmother's  hard  savings — she 
was  a  housekeeper,  wasn't  she,  Tom  ?  " 

*'  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Pinch,  nursing  one  of  his  large  knees,  and 
nodding  his  head :   "a  gentleman's  housekeeper." 

"  He  never  scraped  and  clawed  into  his  pouch  all  her  hara 
savings;  dazzling  her  with  prospects  of  your  happiness  and 
advancement,  which  he  knew  (and  no  man  better)  never  would 
be  realised !  He  never  speculated  and  traded  on  her  pride  in 
you,  and  her  having  educated  you,  and  on  her  desire  that  you 
at  least  shoulii  live  to  be  a  gentleman.     Not  he,  Tom  !  " 

"  No,"  said  Tom,  looking  into  his  friend's  face,  as  if  he 
were  a  little  doubtful  of  his  meaning ;  "of  course  not." 

"  So  I  say,"  returned  the  youih,  "  of  course  he  never  did. 
He  didn't  take  less  than  he  had  asked,  because  that  less  was 
all  she  had,  and  more  than  he  expected :  not  he,  Tom !  He 
doesn't  keep  you  as  his  assistant  because  you  are  of  any  use 
to  him ;  because  your  wonderful  faith  in  his  pretensions  is  of 
inestimable  service  in  all  his  mean  disputes ;  because  your 
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honesty  reflects  honesty  on  him;  because  your  wandering 
about  this  little  place  all  your  spare  hours,  reading  in  ancient 
books,  and  foreign  tongues,  gets  noised  abroad,  even  as  far  as 
Salisbury,  making  of  him,  Pecksniff  the  master,  a  man  of 
learning  and  of  vast  importance.  He  gets  no  credit  from  you, 
Tom,  not  he." 

"  Why,  of  course  he  don't,"  said  Pinch,  gazing  at  his 
Mend  with  a  more  troubled  aspect  than  before.  ''  Pecksniff 
get  credit  from  me  I    Well ! " 

''Don't  I  say  that  it's  ridiculous,"  rejoined  the  other, 
"  even  to  think  of  such  a  thing  ?" 

"  Why,  it 's  madness,"  said  Tom. 

"  Madness !  "  returned  young  Westlock.  "  Certainly,  it 's 
madness.  Who  but  a  madman  would  suppose  he  cares  to 
hear  it  said  on  Sundays,  that  the  volunteer  who  plays  the 
organ  in  the  church,  and  practises  on  summer  evenings  in  the 
dark,  is  Mr.  Pecksniff's  yoimg  man,  eh,  Tom  ?  Who  but  a 
madman  would  suppose  it  is  the  game  of  such  a  man  as  he,  to 
have  his  name  in  everybody's  mouth,  connected  with  the 
thousand  useless  odds  and  ends  you  do  (and  which,  of  course, 
he  taught  you),  eh,  Tom  ?  Who  but  a  madman  would  suppose 
you  advertise  him  hereabouts,  much  cheaper  and  much  better 
than  a  chalker  on  the  walls  could,  eh,  Tom  ?  As  well  might 
one  suppose  that  he  doesn't  on  all  occasions  pour  out  his  whole 
heart  and  soul  to  you ;  that  he  doesn't  make  you  a  very  Hberal 
and  indeed  rather  an  extravagant  allowance ;  or,  to  be  more 
wild  and  monstrous  still,  if  that  be  possible,  as  well  might  one 
suppose,"  and  here,  at  every  word,  he  struck  him  lightly  on 
the  breast,  "that  Pecksniff  traded  in  your  nature,  and  that 
your  nature  was,  to  be  timid  and  distrustfiil  of  yourself,  and 
trustful  of  all  other  men,  but  most  of  all,  of  him  who  least 
deserves  it.     There  would  be  mcuiness,  Tom !  " 

Mr.  Pinch  had  listened  to  all  this  with  looks  of  bewilder- 
ment, which  seemed  to  be  in  part  occasioned  by  the  matter  of 
his  companion's  speech,  and  in  part  by  his  rapid  and  vehement 
manner.  Now  that  he  had  come  to  a  close,  he  drew  a  very  long 
breath ;  and  gazing  wistfully  in  his  fiace  as  if  he  were  unable 
to  settie  in  his  own  mind  what  expression  it  wore,  and  were 
desirous  to  draw  from  it  as  good  a  clue  to  his  real  meaning 
as  it  was  possible  to  obtain  in  the  dark,  was  about  to  answer, 
when  the  sound  of  the  mail  guard's  horn  came  cheerily  upon 
their   ears,   putting   an  immediate   end  to  the  conference: 
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greatly  as  it  seemed  to  the  fiatbfaction  of  €ha  younger  man, 
wlio  jumped  up  briskly^  and  gave  his  hand  to  his  oompanioa. 

'^  Both  hands,  Tom.  I  shall  wiite  to  you  from  LoDdoa. 
mind!" 

''Yes,"  said  Pinch.  ''Yes.  Do,  please.  Good  bye. 
Good  bye.  I  can  hardly  believe  you  're  going.  It  seems, 
now,  but  yesterday  tiiat  you  came.  Good  bye !  my  dear  old 
fallow!" 

John  Westlock  returned  his  partang  woids  with  no  less 
heartiness  of  manner,  and  sprung  up  to  his  seat  upon  the 
roof.  Off  went  the  mail  at  a  canter  down  the  dark  road :  the 
lamps  gleaming  brightly,  and  the  horn  awakening  aJl  the 
echoes,  iea  and  wide. 

"  Go  your  ways,"  said  Finch,  apostrophising  €be  coach :  *'  I 
can  hardly  persuade  myself  but  you  're  alive,  and  are  some 
great  mosieber  who  visits  this  place  at  certain  intervals,  to  bear 
my  friends  away  into  the  world.  You're  more  exulting  and 
rampant  than  usual  to-night,  I  think:  and  you  may  well 
crow  over  your  prize ;  for  he  is  a  £ne  lad,  an  ingenuous  lad, 
and  has  but  one  fault  that  I  know  of :  he  don't  mean  it,  but 
he  is  most  cruelly  unjust  to  Pecksniif !  " 
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CHAPTER  ni. 

nr  wmoH  OEBTinr  otheb  pcrsoks  abi  nrntoDucBo;  on  the  sake 

TBUCS  A8  nr  THB  LAfiT  OBAFTEH. 

Mesttiox  Las  been  already  made  more  than  once,  c^  a 
oertain  Dra^n  who  swung  and  creaked  ccHnplainingly  before 
the  Tillage  ale-house  door.  A  fkded,  and  an  ancient  dragon 
be  was ;  and  many  a  winiay  storm  of  rain,  snow,  sleet,  and 
bail,  bad  cbanged  bis  colour  from,  a  gaudy  blue  to  a  faint 
lack  lustre  shade  of  gray.  But  there  be  luuig ;  rearing  in  a 
state  of  monstrous  imbeciHiy,  on  bis  bind  legs ;  waxing,  with 
every  month  thai  passed,  so  much  nM»:e  dim  and  shapeless; 
that  as  you  gazed  at  him  on  one  side  of  the  sign-board  it 
seemed  as  if  be  must  be  gradually  mating  through  it,  and 
coming  out  upon  the  o&er. 

He  was  a  courteous  and  considerate  dragon  too;  or  bad 
been  in  his  distinct^  days ;  for  in  the  midst  of  bis  rampant 
feebleness,  be  k^t  one  of  his  fore  paws  near  bis  nose,  as 
tbough  he  would  say,  '*  Don't  mind  me — ^it  's  only  my  fim ; '' 
while  he  held  out  the  other,  in  -polite  and  boepitable  entreaty. 
Indeed  it  must  be  conceded  to  tiie  whole  brood  of  dragons  of 
modem  times,  that  they  bare  made  a  great  adTunce  in  civilisa- 
tion and  refinement.  They  no  longer  demand  a  beautiful 
yiigin  io^  breakfast  ereiy  morning,  with  as  much  regularity 
as  any  tame  single  gentleman  expects  bis  hot  roU,  but  rest 
content  with  the  society  of  idle  bachekM*s  and  roving  married 
men :  and  they  are  now  remarkable  rather  for  holding  aloof 
&om  Hm  softer  sex  and  discouraging  their  visits  (especiaJly  csi 
Saturday  nights),  than  for  rudely  insisting  on  their  company 
without  any  reference  to  their  inclinations,  as  they  are  known 
to  have  done  in  days  of  yore. 

Nor  is  this  tribute  to  the  reclaimed  animals  in  question,  so 
wide  a  digression  into  the  realms  of  Natural  History,  as  it 
may,  ai  Brst  sight,  appear  to  be :  for  the  present  busineBS  of 
these  pages  is  with  the  dragon  who  had  his  retreat  in  Mr. 
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Pecksniff's  neighbourhood,  and  that  courteous  animal  being 
already  on  the  carpet,  there  is  nothing  in  the  way  of  its 
immediate  transaction. 

For  many  years,  then,  he  had  swung  and  creaked,  and 
flapped  himself  about,  before  the  two  windows  of  the  best 
bedroom  in  that  house  of  entertainment  to  which  he  lent  his 
name :  but  never  in  all  his  swinging,  creaking,  and  flapping, 
had  there  been  such  a  stir  within  its  dingy  precincts,  as  on  the 
evening  next  after  that  upon  which  the  incidents  detailed  in 
the  last  chapter,  occurred ;  when  there  was  such  a  hurrying 
up  and  down  stairs  of  feet,  such  a  glancing  of  lights,  such  a 
whispering  of  voices,  such  a  smoking  and  sputtering  of  wood 
newly  lighted  in  a  damp  chimney,  such  an  airing  of  linen, 
such  a  scorching  smell  of  hot  warming-pans,  such  a  domestic 
bustle  and  to-do,  in  short,  as  never  dragon,  grijQin,  unicorn, 
or  other  animal  of  that  species  presided  over,  since  they  first 
began  to  interest  themselves  in  household  affairs. 

An  old  gentleman  and  a  young  lady,  travelling,  unattended, 
in  a  rusty  old  chariot  with  post-horses ;  coming  nobody  knew 
whence,  and  going  nobody  knew  whither ;  had  turned  out  of 
the  high  road,  and  driven  unexpectedly  to  the  Blue  Dragon : 
and  here  was  the  old  gentleman,  who  had  taken  this  step  by 
reason  of  his  sudden  illness  in  the  carriage,  suffering  the 
most  horrible  cramps  and  spasms,  yet  protesting  and  vowing 
in  the  very  midst  of  his  pain,  that  he  wouldn't  have  a  doctor 
sent  for,  and  wouldn't  take  any  remedies  but  those  which  the 
young  lady  administered  from  a  small  medicine-chest,  and 
wouldn't,  in  a  word,  do  anything  but  terrify  the  landlady  out 
of  her  five  wits,  and  obstinately  reftise  compliance  with 
every  suggestion  that  was  made  to  him. 

Of  all  the  five  himdred  proposals  for  his  relief  which  the 
good  woman  poured  out  in  less  than  half-an-hour,  he  would 
entertain  but  one.  That  was,  that  he  should  go  to  bed. 
And  it  was  in  the  preparation  of  his  bed,  and  the  arrange- 
ment of  his  chamber,  that  all  the  stir  was  made  in  the  room 
behind  the  Di*agon. 

He  was,  beyond  all  question,  very  ill,  and  suffered  exceed- 
ingly: not  the  less,  perhaps,  because  he  was  a  strong  and 
vigorous  old  man,  with  a  will  of  iron,  and  a  voice  of  brass. 
But  neither  the  apprehensions  which  he  plainly  entertained, 
at  times,  for  his  life,  nor  the  great  pain  he  underwent, 
influenced,  his  resolution  in  the  least  degree.     He  would  have 
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no  person  sent  for.  The  worse  he  grew,  the  more  rigid  and 
inflexible  he  became  in  his  determination.  If  they  sent  for 
any  person  to  attend  him,  man,  woman,  or  child,  he  would 
leave  the  house  directly  (so  he  told  them),  though  he  quitted 
it  on  foot,  and  died  upon  the  threshold  of  the  door. 

Now,  i^ere  being  no  medical  practitioner  actually  resident 
in  the  village,  but  a  poor  apothecary  who  was  also  a  grocer 
and  general  dealer,  the  landlady  had,  upon  her  own  responsi- 
bility, sent  for  him,  in  the  very  first  burst  and  outset  of  the 
disaster.  Of  course  it  followed,  as  a  necessary  result  of  his 
being  wanted,  that  he  was  not  at  home.  He  had  gone  some 
miles  away,  and  was  not  expected  home  until  late  at  night ; 
so,  the  landlady  being  by  this  time  pretty  well  beside  herself, 
despatched  the  same  messenger  in  all  haste  for  Mr.  Pecksniff, 
as  a  learned  man  who  could  bear  a  deal  of  responsibility, 
and  a  moral  man  who  could  administer  a  world  of  comfort  to 
a  troubled  mind.  That  her  guest  had  need  of  some  efficient 
services  under  the  latter  head  was  obvious  enough  fix)m  the 
restless  expressions,  importing,  however,  rather  a  worldly 
than  a  spiritual  anxiety,  to  which  he  gave  frequent  utterance. 

From  this  last-mentioned  secret  errand,  the  messenger 
returned  with  no  better  news  than  from  the  first ;  Mr.  Feck- 
sniff  was  not  at  home.  However,  they  got  the  patient  into 
bed,  without  him;  and,  in  the  course  of  two  hours,  he 
gradually  became  so  far  better  that  there  were  much  longer 
intervals  than  at  first  between  his  terms  of  suffering.  By 
degrees,  he  ceased  to  suffer  at  all :  though  his  exhaustion  was 
occasionally  so  great,  that  it  su^ested  hardly  less  alarm  than 
his  actual  endurance  had  done. 

It  was  in  one  of  his  intervals  of  repose,  when,  looking 
round  with  great  caution,  and  reaching  uneasOy  out  of  his 
nest  of  pilLows,  he  endeavoured,  with  a  strange  air  of  secrecy 
and  distrust,  to  make  use  of  the  writing  materials  which  he 
had  ordered  to  be  placed  on  a  table  beside  him,  that  the 
young  lady  and  the  mistress  of  the  Blue  Dragon,  found  them- 
selves sitthig  side  by  side  before  the  Bre  in  the  sick  chamber. 

The  mistress  of  the  Blue  Dragon  was  in  outward  appearance 
just  what  a  landlady  should  be :  broad,  buxom,  comfortable, 
and  good-looking,  with  a  face  of  dear  red  and  white,  which 
by  its  jovial  aspect,  at  once  bore  testimony  to  her  hearty 
participation  in  the  good  things  of  the  larder  and  ceUar,  and 
to  their  thriving  and  healthful  influences.     She  was  a  widow, 
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but  years  ago  had  pcussed  (Qiroiigh  hst  state  o#  weeds,  and 
burst  into  flower  again ;  and  in  full  bloom  she  bad  continued 
ever  since ;  and  in  fdU  bloom  she  was  now ;  with  roses  oo 
her  ample  skirts,  and  roses  on  her  bodice,  roses  in  her  cap, 
roses  in  her  cheeks, — ay,  and  roses,  worth  the  gathering  too, 
on  her  lips,  for  that  matter.  She  had  still  a  bri^it  bladk  eye, 
and  jet  blade  hair ;  was  comdy,  dimpled,  plump^  and  tight  as 
a  gooeebervy ;  and  though  i^e  was  not  exactly  what  the  world 
caUs  young,  you  may  make  an  afSdavit,  cm  trust,  be£)re  any 
mayor  c^  magistrate  in  Christendom,  that  there  are  a  great 
many  young  ladies  in  the  w(»*ld  (blessings  on  them,  one  and 
aQ !)  whom  you  wouldn't  like  half  as  wdU,  or  admire  half  as 
mudi,  as  the  beaming  hostess  of  the  HLue  I>ragc». 

As  this  f^  matron  sat  beside  'die  fire,  i^ie  ^bneed  occa* 
sioaally,  with  all  the  pride  of  ownen^p,  about  &e  room ; 
which  was  a  large  apartment,  such  as  one  may  see  in  country 
places,  with  a  low  roc^  and  a  sunken,  flooring,  all  down-hiU 
from  the  door,  and  a  descent  of  two  steps  on  ^ke  inside, 
so  exquisitely  tmexpected,  that  strangers,  despite  the  most 
elaborate  cautioning,  usually  dived  in  head-firsi,  as  into  a 
phanging-bath.  It  was  none  of  your  fiivolons  and  preposter- 
ously bright  bedrooms,  where  noboify  can  dLose  an  eye  with 
any  kind  of  x^c^riety  or  deceit  r^ard  to  the  association  of 
ideas;  but  it  was  a  good,  dull,  leaden,  drowsy  |daee,  where 
every  article  of  fdmiture  reminded  you  that  you  came  there  to» 
sleep,  and  that  you  were  expected  to  go  to  sleep.  There  was 
no  wakeful  reflection  of  the  Are  there,  as  in  your  modem 
chambers,  which  upon  the  daikest  nights  have  a  watchful 
consciousness  of  French  polish;  the  old  Sp«mish  mahogany 
winked  at  it  now  and  then,  as  a  dozing  cat  or  dog  might, 
nothing  more.  The  very  size  and  shape,  and  hopeless 
immoTeability,  of  the  bedj^:ead,  and  wardrobe,  and  in  a  minor 
degree  of  even  the  chairs  and  tables,  provoked  sleep ;  they 
w»e  phdnly  apoplectic  and  disposed  to  snore.  There  were  no 
staring  p(»traits  to  remonstrate  with  you  for  b^ng  lazy;  no 
round-eyed  birds  upon  the  curtains,  <^sgustingiy  wide  awake, 
and  insuiferably  piying.  The  thick  neutral  hangings,  and 
the  dark  blinds,  a^  the  heavy  heap  of  bed-dothes,  were  all 
designed  to  hold  in  sleep,  and  act  as  non-conductors  to  the 
day  and  getting  up.  Even  the  cM  stuffed  ibx  upon  the  top  of 
the  wardrobe  was  devoid  of  any  s^ark  of  vigilanee,  for  his 
glass  eye  had  fallen  ovit,  and  he  shxmbered  as  he  stood. 
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The  wandering  atlention  of  the  miaii'Ois  of  the  Bhie 
Dragon  roved  to  tl^ese  things  but  twice  or  thrioe,  and  then  fi>r 
but  an  instant  at  a  time.  It  aoom  deserted  them,  and  even 
the  distant  bed  with  its  strange  burden,  for  the  yooDg 
cxeature  inunediatelj  be&»e  her,  who,  witk  htr  downcast 
eyes  int^itly  £xed  upon  the  fire,  sat  wrapped  in  siknt 
meditation. 

She  was  yery  young;  apparently  not  mox»  than  seventeen; 
timid  and  shrinkiTig  in  her  manner,  and  yet  with  a  greater 
share  of  self-possession  and  control  over  her  emotioiis  than 
nsuaUy  belongs  to  a  far  more  advanced  period  of  female  life. 
This  she  had  abundantly  shown,  but  now,  in  her  tending  of 
the  sick  gentleman.  She  was  short  in  stature;  and  her  figure 
was  slight,  as  became  her  years ;  but  all  the  chamM  of  youth 
and  maidenhood  set  it  ofi^  and  clustered  on  her  gentle  brow. 
Her  face  was  very  palei,  in  part  no  doobt  from  recent 
agitation.  Her  dark  brown  hair,  disordered  £rom  the  same 
cause,  had  fallal  negligently  horn  its  bonds,  and  himg  upon 
her  neck:  for  which  instance  of  its  waywardness^  no  male 
observer  would  have  had  the  heart  to  blame  it. 

Her  attire  was  that  of  a  lady,  but  extremely  pkin^ 
and  in  her  manner,  even  when  she  sat  as  still  as  she  did 
then,  there  was  an  indefinable  something  whidi  appeared  to 
be  in  kindred  with  her  Bcrupulouely  unpretending  dress.  She 
had  sat  at  first  looking  anxiously  towards  the  bed;  but 
seeing  that  the  patient  r^ooLained  quiet,  and  was  busy  with 
his  writing,  she  had  softly  moved  her  chair  into  its  present 
place  :  partly,  as  it  seemed,  from  an  instinctive  consGiousnesB 
that  he  desired  to  avoid  observation;  and  partly  that  she 
might,  unseen  by  him,  give  some  vent  to  the  natural  feelings 
she  had  hitherto  suppressed. 

Of  all  this,  and  much  more,  the  rosy  landlady  of  the  Blue 
Dragon  took  as  accurate  note  and  observation  as  only  woman 
can  take  of  woman.  And  at  liKtgth  she  saidy  in  a  voice  too 
low,  she  knew,  to  reach  the  bed : 

''  You  have  seen  the  genrtleman  in  this  way  be&re,  miss  ? 
Is  he  used  to  these  attacks  ?" 

'   *'  I  have  seen  him  very  ill  before,  but  not  so  iU  as  he  has 
been  to-night." 

"  What  a  Providence !"  said  the  landlady  of  tiie  Ihragon, 
''  that  you  had  the  prescriptions  and  the  medieines  with  you, 
niisal" 
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"They  are  intended  for  such  an  emergency.  We  never 
travel  'without  them." 

*'  Oh !"  thought  the  hostess,  "  then  we  are  in  the  habit  of 
travelling,  and  of  travelling  together." 

She  was  so  conscious  of  expressing  this  in  her  face,  that 
meeting  the  young  lady's  eyes  immediately  afterwards,  and 
being  a  very  honest  hostess,  she  was  rather  confused. 

"  The  gentleman— your'  graudpapa  "—she  resumed,  after  a 
short  pause,  "  being  so  bent  on  having  no  assistance,  must 
terrify  you  very  much,  miss  ?" 

"  I  have  been  very  much  alarmed  to-night.  He — ^he  is  not 
my  grandfather." 

"  Father,  I  should  have  said,"  returned  the  hostess,  sensible 
of  having  made  an  awkward  mistake. 

"  Nor  my  father,"  said  the  yoimg  lady.  "  Nor,"  she  added, 
slightly  smiling  with  a  quick  perception  of  what  the  landlady 
was  going  to  add,  "  Nor  my  uncle.     We  are  not  related." 

"Oh  dear  me!"  returned  the  landlady,  still  more  embar- 
rassed than  before :  **  how  could  I  be  so  yeiy  much  mistaken : 
knowing,  as  anybody  in  their  proper  senses  might,  that  when 
a  gentleman  is  ilL,  he  looks  so  much  older  than  he  really  is ! 
That  I  should  have  called  you,  'Miss,'  too.  Ma'am!"  But 
when  she  had  proceeded  thus  far,  she  glanced  involimtarily  at 
the  third  finger  of  the  young  lady's  left  hand,  and  faultered 
again  :  for  there  was  no  ring  upon  it. 

"When  I  told  you  we  were  not  related,"  said  the  other 
mildly,  but  not  wiliiout  confusion  on  her  own  part,  "  I  meant 
not  in  any  way.  Not  even  by  marriage.  Did  you  call  me, 
Martin?" 

"  Call  you?"  cried  the  old  man,  looking  quickly  up,  and 
hurriedly  drawing  beneath  the  coverlet,  the  paper  on  which 
he  had  been  writing.     "  No." 

She  had  moved  a  pace  or  two  towards  the  bed,  but  stopped 
immediately,  and  went  no  farther. 

"  No,"  he  repeated,  with  a  petulant  emphasis.  "Why  do 
you  ask  me?  If  I  had  called  you,  what  need  for  such  a 
question?" 

"  It  was  the  creaking  of  the  sign  outside,  sir,  I  dare  say," 
observed  the  landlady :  a  suggestion  by  the  way  (as  she  felt  a 
moment  after  she  had  made  it),  not  at  all  complimentaiy  to 
the  voice  of  the  old  gentleman. 

"No  matter  what,  ma'am,"  he  rejoined:    "it  wasn't  I, 
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Why  liow  you  stand  there,  Maty,  as  if  I  had  the  plagae ! 
But  they  're  all  afraid  of  me/'  he  added,  leaning  hdplessly 
backward  on  his  pillow,  "  even  she !  There  is  a  cnrse  upon 
me.     What  else  have  I  to  look  for !" 

"  O  dear,  no.  Oh  no,  I  'm  sure,"  said  the  good-tempered 
landlady,  rising,  and  going  towards  him.  ''  Be  of  better  dieer, 
sir.     These  are  only  sick  fancies." 

"What  are  only  sick  fiincies?"  he  retorted.  "What  do 
you  know  about  fimcies  ?  Who  told  you  about  fimoies  ?  The 
old  story !     Fancies ! " 

"  Only  see  again  there,  how  you  take  one  up!"  said  the 
mistress  of  the  Blue  Dragon,  with  unimpaired  good  humour. 
"  Dear  heart  alive,  there  is  no  harm  in  the  word,  sir,  if  it  is 
an  old  one.  Folks  in  good  health  have  their  fimcies  too,  and 
strange  ones,  every  day." 

Harmless  as  this  speech  appeared  to  be,  it  acted  on  the 
traveller's  distrust,  like  oil  on  fire.  He  raised  his  head  up  in 
the  bed,  and,  fixing  on  her  two  dark  eyes  whose  brighiness 
was  exaggerated  by  the  paleness  of  his  hoUow  cheeks,  as  they 
in  turn,  together  with  his  straggling  locks  of  long  gray  hair, 
were  rendered  whiter  by  the  tight  black  velvet  skull-cap 
which  he  wore,  he  searched  her  face  intently. 

"  Ah !  you  begin  too  soon,"  he  said,  in  so  low  a  voice  that 
he  seemed  to  be  thinking  it,  rather  than  addressing  her. 
'*  But  you  lose  no  time.  You  do  your  errand,  and  you  earn 
your  fee.     Now,  who  may  be  your  client  ?" 

The  landlady  looked  in  great  astonishment  at  her  whom 
he  called  Mary,  and  finding  no  rejoinder  in  the  drooping 
face,  looked  back  again  at  him.  At  first  she  had  recoiled 
involuntarily,  supposing  him  disordered  in  his  mind ;  but  the 
alow  composure  of  his  manner,  and  the  settled  purpose 
announced  in  his  strong  features,  and  gathering,  most  of  all, 
about  his  puckered  mouth,  forbade  the  supposition. 

"  Come,"  he  said,  "  tell  me  who  is  it  ?  Being  here,  it  is 
not  very  hard  for  me  to  guess,  you  may  suppose." 

"  Martin,"  interposed  the  yoimg  lady,  laying  her  hand  upon 
his  arm ;  "  reflect  how  short  a  time  we  have  been  in  this  house, 
and  that  even  your  name  is  unknown  here." 

"  Unless,"  he  said,  "  you — ."  He  was  evidently  tempted 
to  express  a  suspicion  of  her  having  broken  his  confidence  in 
favour  of  the  landlady,  but  either  remembering  her  tender 
nursing,  or  being  moved  in  some  sort,  by  her  face,  he  checked 
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himirif,  and  chBxigiiig  his  loneasj  postave  hi  iihe  befl,  -wns 
silent. 

'^Thfire!"  said  Mrs.  Lupin:  for  in  I^Lftt  name  tiie  Bltie 
Dragon  was  licensed  to  iurnis'h  entecrtainment,  both,  to  m«m 
and  beEisfc.  **  Now,  you  will  be  well  again,  sir.  You  forgot, 
for  the  moment,  that  there  were  none  but  !£riendfi  h^ere." 

''Oh!''  cried  the  old  mannnoaning  inrpatientLj,  as  he 
tossed  one  restless  aim  upon  the  coverlet,  "  why  do  you  talk 
to  me  of  friends !  Can  you  or  anybody  ieedii  -me  to  know  who 
are  my  friends,  and  who  my  enemies?" 

"  At  least,"  urged  Mrs.  Lupin,  gen%,  'Hhie  young  lady  is 
your  friend,  I  'm  sure." 

''  She  has  no  temptation  to  be  otherwise,"  cried  the  tdd 
man,  like  one  whose  hope  and  confidence  were  utterly 
exhausted.  '*  I  suppose  she  is.  Heaven  knows.  Theiret 
let  me  try  to  sleep.     Leave  the  candle  wheare  it  is." 

As  they  retired  from  the  bed,  he  drew  forth  the  writing 
which  had  occupied  him  so  lac^,  and  holding  it  in  the  flame 
of  the  taper  burnt  it  to  ashes.  That  done,  he  -extinguiBhed 
the  Hght,  and  turning  hds  face  away  with  a  heavy  sigh,  drew 
the  coverlet  about  his  head,  and  lay  quite  s£iM. 

This  destruction  of  the  paper,  both  ^as  being  strangely 
inconsist^it  with  the  labour  he  h^  devoted  to  it  and  as 
involving  considerable  danger  of  Are  to  the  Dragon,  oeoasioned 
Mrs.  Lupin  not  a  little  consternation.  But  the  yomig  lady 
evincing  no  surprise,  curiosity,  or  alarm,  whispered  her,  with 
many  thanks  for  her  soHcitude  and  company,  that  she  would 
remain  there  some  time  longer ;  and  that  die  begged  her  not 
to  share  her  watch,  as  she  was  well  used  tto  being  alone,  asai 
would  pa£8  the  time  in  reading. 

Mrs.  Lupin  had  her  full  share  and  dividend  c^  that  large 
capital  of  euribsity  which  is  inheErxted  by  her  «eK,  and  at 
another  time  it  might  have  been  difficult  so  to  impress  this 
hint  upon  her  as  to  induce  her  to  take  it.  But  now,  in  sheer 
wonder  and  amazement  at  these  mysteries,  she  withdrew  at 
once,  and  repadring  straightway  to  her  own  little  parlour 
below-stairs,  sat  down  in  her  easy-dudr  with  unnatural 
composure.  At  this  very  crisis^  a  «tep  was  heard  in  the 
entry,  and  Mr.  Pecksniff*,  looking  sweetly  over  the  half-door 
of  the  bar,  and  into  the  vista  of  sxmg  privacy  beyond, 
murmured : 

**  Good  evening,  Mrs.  Lupin  1 " 
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**  Oh  dear  an,  «iri''  die  «ed»  iKdvaneisg  io  »omB  Sum, 
I  am  «o  Tery  g^  ^cm  luHre  iNme." 
And  /  am  veej  gkd  I  liaipe  leome,"  said  Mc  PaokaBmfl^ 
''iflcaabeoffleodiNu    I funiwigr s^ I Jbtftve ocmie.    Wkmi 
ifi  the  matter,  Mzb.  Ligam?" 

''A  genilemaaDt  Msrai  £D  «qp(m  Ihe  xoad,  has  beeziiao  very 
bad  upHstaiie,  eir/'  aald  the  teaKfiil  hostess. 

''  A  goitlamaA  takea  ill  upon  the  soad,  haa  been  so  'vesy 
badup-stairs,hai9he?"xerpeaiedMr.3?eclDBiiJff.    ''Well, well!" 

Now  there  'was  nothing  that  one  may  call  deddedly  onginal 
in  thk  remark,  nor  can  it  be  .eaoBctly  aaid  to  have  cantained 
any  -wise  pzeoept  theretofore  na^own  to  fnankind,  or  to  have 
opened  any  hidden  source  of  consolation :  but  Mr.  Pecksniff's 
manner  was  so  bland,  and  he  nodded  Ms  bead  so  soothingly, 
and  showed  in  evwything  such  an  affable  isenae  of  his  own 
eoEoeUenoe,  that  anybody  wenld  hanre  been,  as  Jidbs.  Impin  was, 
ecraifcrted  by  the  meve  Toioe  and  pveaenee  of  sacii  a  man; 
and,  though  he  had  merely  said  ''  a  verb  must  agvee  with  its 
neminative  ease  in  nosmber  and  pcssen,  my  good  friend,*^  or 
''«ight  times  eight  are  sixty-four,  my  iwoarthy  soul,"  mxBst  ih&ve 
felt  deeply  grateful  to  him  for  his  bimiasnty  and  wisdom. 

''And  how,'Vafiked  Mr.  PeGfantiff,  ^drawing  off  bis  gloves 
and  warming  his  hands  before  the  fire,  as  benmoiLBntly  as  if 
they  were  somebody  else's,  not  bis.:  "  and  how  is  he  nonr  ?^ 

"  He  is  bettor,  and  quite  tranqfoil,''  answered  Mrs.  Lupin. 

^He  as  better,  and  qvLte  .tranquil,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff. 
"¥eiy  wall!  Te^ry  w«ll!" 

Here  again,  though  the  statement  was  Mm.  Lupin's  and 
net  Mr.  Pecksniff's,  Mr.  Peckaniff  made  it  bis  own  and 
consoled  her  with  it.  It  ynm  nett  mneih  wben  Mrs.  Lupon  said 
it,  but  it  was  a  whole  book  when  Mr.  Pecksniff  said  it.  "i 
observe,"  he  seined  to  say,  "  and,  'fliroRigh  me,  morality  id. 
general  remarks,  iihat  he  is  bettsr  and  quite  tranquil." 

"  There  must  be  i^ei^ty  matters  on  his  mind  though," 
said  ihe  hostess,  shalsaqg  iher  bead,  "for  he  talks,  sir,  in  the 
strangest  way  you  ever  heard.  He  is  far  ^m  easy  in  bis 
thoughts,  and  wants  some  prop^  advice  firom  those  whose 
goodness  makes  id:  woctk  his  banring." 

"Then,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "be  u  -fihe  sort  of  customer 
for  me."  But  thofugh  be  said  this  in  the  plainest  language, 
he  didn't  speak  a  word.  He  only  shook  bis  bead:  <Hs- 
paxagingly  of  hm^agV^  too. 
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^'I  am  aSrsld,  sir/'  contmued  the  landlady,  first  looking 
round  to  assure  herself  that  there  was  nobody  within  hearing, 
and  then  looking  down  upon  the  floor.  "  I  am  very  much 
afraid,  sir,  that  his  conscience  is  troubled  by  his  not  being 
related— or — or  even  married  to — a  very  young  lady — " 

"Mrs.  Lupin!"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  holding  up  his  hand 
with  something  in  his  manner  as  nearly  approaching  to 
severity,  as  any  expression  of  his,  mild  being  that  he  was, 
could  ever  do.     "  Person !  young  person  ?" 

"  A  very  young  person,"said  Mrs.  Lupin,  oourtesying  and 
blushing:  "I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  but  I  have  been  so 
hurried  to-night,  that  I  don't  know  what  I  say — ^who  is  with 
him  now." 

"  Who  is  with  him  now,"  ruminated  Mr.  Pecksniff,  warming 
his  back  (as  he  had  warmed  his  hands)  as  if  it  were  a  widow's 
back,  or  an  orphan's  back,  or  an  enemy's  back,  or  a  back  that 
any  less  excellent  man  would  have  suffered  to  be  cold :  ''Oh 
dear  me,  dear  me ! " 

'^  At  the  same  time  I  am  bound  to  say,  and  I  do  say  with 
all  my  heart,"  observed  the  hostess,  earnestly,  ''  that  her  looks 
and  manner  almost  disarm  suspicion." 

"  Your  suspicion,  Mrs.  Lupin,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff  gravely, 
"  is  very  natural." 

Touching  which  remark,  let  it  be  written  down  to  their 
concision,  that  the  enemies  of  this  worthy  man  unblushingly 
maintained  that  he  always  said  of  what  was  very  bad,  that  it 
was  very  natural ;  and  that  he  unconsdously  betrayed  his  own 
nature  in  doing  so. 

"Your  suspicion,  Mrs.  Lupin,"  he  repeated,  "is  very 
natural,  and  I  have  no  doubt  correct.  I  will  wait  upon  these 
travellers." 

With  that  he  took  off  his  great-coat,  and  having  run  his 
fingers  through  his  hair,  thrust  one  hand  gently  in  the  bosom 
of  his  waistcoat  and  meekly  signed  to  her  to  lead  the  way. 

"Shall  I  knock?"  asked  Mrs.  Lupin,  when  they  reached 
the  chamber  door. 

"  No,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  enter  if  you  please." 

They  went  in  on  tiptoe :  or  rather  ike  hostess  took  that 
precaution,  for  Mr.  Pecksniff  always  walked  softly.  The  old 
gentleman  was  still  asleep,  and  his  young  companion  still  sat 
reading  by  the  fire. 

"  I  am  a&aid,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff^  pausing  at  the  door. 
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and  giving  his  head  a  melancholy  roll,  ''I  am  afraid  that 
this  looks  artful.  I  am  afraid,  Mrs.  Lupin,  do  you  know, 
that  this  looks  very  artful !" 

As  he  finished  this  whisper,  he  adyanced,  before  the 
hostess ;  and  at  the  same  time  the  young  lady,  hearing  foot- 
steps, rose.  Mr.  Pecksniff  glanced  at  the  volume  she  held, 
and  whispered  Mrs.  Lupin  again :  if  possible,  with  increased 
despondency. 

''  Yes  ma'am,"  he  said,  ''  it  is  a  good  book.  I  was  fearful 
of  that  beforehand.  I  am  apprehensive  that  this  is  a  very 
deep  thing  indeed ! " 

''What  gentlfflnan  is  this?"  inquired  the  object  of  his 
virtuous  doubts. 

''Hush!  don't  trouble  yourself,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Peck- 
sniff, as  the  landlady  was  about  to  answer.  "  This  young " 
— ^in  spite  of  himself  he  hesitated  when  '  person '  rose  to  his 
lips,  and  substituted  another  word:  "this  young  stranger, 
Mrs.  Lupin,  will  excuse  me  for  replying  briefly,  that  I  reside 
in  this  village ;  it  may  be  iu  an  influential  manner,  however 
undeserved ;  and  that  I  have  been  summoned  here,  by  you. 
I  am  here,  as  I  am  everywhere,  I  hope,  in  sympathy  for  the 
sick  and  sorry." 

With  these  impressive  words,  Mr.  Pecksniff  passed  over  to 
the  bedside,  where,  after  patting  the  counterpane  once  or 
twice  in  a  very  solemn  manner,  as  if  by  that  means  he  gained 
a  dear  insight  into  the  patient's  disorder,  he  took  his  seat  in 
a  lai^  arm-chair,  and  in  an  attitude  of  some  thoughtfulness 
and  much  comfort,  waited  for  his  waking.  Whatever  objection 
the  young  lady  urged  to  Mrs.  Lupin  went  no  frirther,  for 
nothing  more  was  said  to  Mr.  Pecksniff,  and  Mr.  Pecksniff 
said  nothing  more  to  anybody  else. 

Full  half-an-hour  elapsed  before  the  old  man  stirred,  but  at 
length  he  turned  himself  in  bed,  and,  though  not  yet  awake, 
gave  tokens  that  his  sleep  was  drawing  to  an  end.  By  little 
and  littie  he  removed  the  bed-dothes  from  about  his  head, 
and  turned  still  more  towards  the  sid^  where  Mr.  Pecksniff 
sat.  In  course  of  time  his  eyes  opened ;  and  he  lay  for  a  few 
moments  as  people  newly  roused  sometimes  will,  gazing 
indolently  at  his  visitor,  without  any  distinct  consciousness  of 
his  presence. 

There  was  nothing  remarkable  in  these  proceedings,  except 
the  influence  they  worked  on  Mr.  Pecksniff,  which  could 
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hBsdly  hxre  been  smpaaBedl  b^r  the  most  marveHloua  of  natosal 
pkenomena.  Qraduaily  Ms  haasda  became  t%iitly  clasped 
upon  the  elbows  of  the  chair^  his  eyes  dilated  with  snzpriaey 
his  moixth  opened,,  his  hair  stood  more  erect  upon  his  forehead 
than  its  eoE^m  was^  nntil,  at  leng^,  when  the  old  man  rose 
in  bed,  and  stored  at  him  with-  seaieeiy  less  emotion  than  ha 
diowed  himself,  the  Pecksniff  doubts  were  all  resolved,  and 
he  exclaimed  aloud : 

"  You  are  Martin  ChuBzlewit !" 

His  oonstemation  of  surprise  was  so  genuine,  that  the  old 
man,  with  all  the  disposition  that  he  clearly  entertained  to 
beHeTe  it  assumed,  was  convinced  of  its  reality. 

"  I  am  Martin  Chuzzlewit,"  he  said,  bitterly :  "  and  Mairtin 
ChoEzlewit  wishes  you  had  been  hanged,,  before  you  had  come 
here  to  duafturb  him  in;  his  sleep.  Why,  I  dreamed  of  this 
MLow!"  he  said,  lyin^  down  again,  and  tnaming  away  his 
fbee,  "  before  I  knew  that  he  was  near  me ! " 

^  My  good  cousin  — "  said  Mr:  Pecksmff. 

'^ There!.  HHs  Yerf  fbst  words!''  cried  the  old  man^ 
sfafl-king  his  gray  head  to  and  &o  upon  the  pillow,  and 
tfaocowing  up  his  hands.  ''In  his  very  jSrst  words  he  asserts 
his  relationship !  I  knew  he  would :  they  all  do  it !  Near  or 
distant,  blood  or  water,  it 's  all  one;  Ugh !  What  a  calendar 
of  deceit,  and  lying,  and  &lBe«'witnQBBing,  the  sound  of  any 
word  of  kindred  ap^is  befbrsp  me ! " 

''  Pray  do  not  be  hasty,  Mr.  ChnzzLewit,"  said  PecksnifP,  in 
a'  tone  that  w^us  at  once  in  the  subHmest  degree  compasnonate 
and  (Hspasfflonate ;  for  he  had  by  this  time  recovered  &om  his 
surpnse,  and  was  in  Sill  possession  of  his  virtuous.  selE 
"  You  will  regret  being  hasty,  I  know  you  will." 

'*  You  know !  "  said  Martin,  contemptuoudy. 

"  Yes,"  retorted  Mr.  'B&ckEEDdK  "Ay,  ay,  Mr.  Chuzzlewit: 
and  don't  imagine  that  I  miean  to  court  or  flatter  you :  for 
nothing  is  further  fcouL  my  intention.  Neither,  sir,  need  you 
entertain,  the  least  mi^ving^  that  I  sEiall  repeat  that  obnoxious 
word  which  has  given  youi  so  mnch  offence  already.  Why 
should  I?  What  do  I  ea^ect  or  want&om  you?  There  is 
notixing  in  yous  possession  that  I  know  of,  Mr.  ChuMewiit, 
which  is  muJEsh  to  be  coveted  fbr  the  happiness  it  brings  you. 

"  That's  true  enough,"  muttered  the  old  man. 

'^  Apart  £bom  that  conaderation,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff, 
watehful  of  the  eSteet  he  made,  "  it  must  be  plain  to  you  (I 
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mm)  hy  Una  tone,  ^uA  if  I  had  wuAied  to  inaumate 
myaclf  into  yma  good  opimaii,  I  ahoald  have  been,  of  all 
things,  caxelbl  not  to  addresB  yon  as  a  zeiatiTe:  Imowing 
jBonr  hnmour,  and  being  qpiiie  oertain  beforehand  that  I  oould 
net  ham  had  a  worse  letter  of  leoommendation.'' 

Martin  made  not  any  ferhal  answer ;  but  he  as  dearly 
implied,  tbongh  onLy  by  &  notion  of  his  legs  beneath  the 
beddothes,  that  these  waa  leaaan.  in  Ihis,  and  that  he  could 
not  dispute  it,  as  if  he  had  said  as  mudi  in  good  set  teinns. 

^  No,"  said  Mr.  Pedoanif^.  keeping  his  hand  in  his  waist- 
oaat  as  thongh  he  wexe  zeady,  on  the  shortest  notice,  to 
fsodace  his  heart  for  Martin  Chuadewifa  inspection,  '*  I  came 
here  to  ofBar  txlj  sennees  to  a  stranger.  I  make  no  ofiBsr  of 
them  to  you,  beouue  I  know  you  would  distrust  me  if  I  did. 
But  lying  on  that  bed,  sir,  I  ssgard  you  as  a  stranger,  and  I 
haive  just  that  amount  of  interest  in  you,  which  I  hope  I 
should  fed  in  any  stranger,  circumstanced  as  you  are.  Beyond 
tiiat,  I  am  <|aite  aa  indifBarent  to  you,  Mr.  Qmzdewit,  as  you 
are  to  me." 

HaTing  said,  whidi,.  Mr.  Pecksniff  threw  himself  back  in 
the  easy-chaar  i  so  radiant  with  ingenuous  honesty,  tiiat  Mrs. 
Lupin  ahnost  wondered  not  to  see  a  stained-glass  Gloiy,  such 
as  the  Saint  wore  in  the  church,  flhiTiing  dbout  his  head. 

A  long^  paose  sucoeeded.  The  old  man,  with  increased 
restLessness,  changed  his  posture  several  times.  Mrs.  Lupin 
and  the  young  lady  gaoed  in  silence  at  the  counterpane.  Mr. 
Peohsniff  toyed  abstraotedly  with  his  eye-glass,  and  kept  his 
e^yas  shut,,  that  he  might  ruminate  the  better. 

<<Eh?"  he  said  at  last:  opening  them  suddenly,  and 
looking  towards  the  bed.  **  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  thought 
yon  spoke.  Mm,  Lupin,"  he  continued,,  dowly  rising,  ''  I  am 
not  aware  that  I  eaa.  be  of  any  service  to  you  here.  The 
gentleman  is  bettev^.  and  yon  are  as  good  a  nurse  as  he  can 
hAvai     fih?" 

This  last  note  of  xntarrogatiQn  bore  reference  to  another 
change  of  posture^  on  the:  old  man's  part,  which  brought  his 
foee  towards  Mr.  Pecksniff  for  the  first  tiiiio  since  he  had 
turned  away  &om  hian. 

^'  If  you  dedre  to  speak  to  mo  before  I  go,  dr,"  continued 
that  gwitJomflffi,.  after  anoiher  pause,  ''  you  may  command  my 
leisure  ;.  but  I  must  stipulate,  in  justice  to  myself,  that  you  do 
90.  as  to  &  stranger ;  sbdctly  as  to  a  stranger." 
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Now  if  Mr.  Pecksniff  knew,  £rom  anything  Martin  Chuz- 
sdewit  liad  expressed  in  gestures,  that  he  wanted  to  speak  to 
him,  he  could  only  have  found  it  out  on  some  such  principle 
as  prevails  in  melodramas,  and  in  virtue  of  which  the  elderly 
fSamBT  with  the  comic  son  always  knows  what  the  dumb-girl 
means  when  she  takes  refage  in  his  garden,  and  relates 
her  personal  memoirs  in  incomprehensible  pantomime.  But 
without  stopping  to  make  any  inquiry  on  this  point,  Martin 
Chuzzlewit  signed  to  his  young  companion  to  withdraw, 
which  she  immediately  did,  along  with  the  landlady :  leaving 
him  and  Mr.  Pecksniff  alone  together.  For  some  time  they 
looked  at  each  other  in  silence ;  or  rather  the  old  man  looked 
at  Mr.  Pecksniff,  and  Mr.  Pecksniff,  again  closing  his  eyes  on 
all  outward  objects,  took  an  inward  survey  of  his  own  breast. 
That  it  amply  repaid  him  for  his  trouble,  and  afforded  a 
delicious  and  enchanting  prospect,  was  dear  from  the  ex- 
:presfiion  of  his  fkoe. 

*'  You  wish  me  to  speak  to  you  as  to  a  total  stranger,"  said 
ilie  old  man,  "  do  you  ?  " 

Mr.  Pecksniff  replied,  by  a  shrug  of  his  shoulders  and  an 
-apparent  turning  round  of  his  eyes  in  their  sockets  before  he 
<-opened  them,  that  he  was  stUl  reduced  to  the  necessity  of 
entertaining  that  desire. 

'*  You  shall  be  gratified,"  said  Martin.  ''  Sir,  I  am  a  rich 
vman.  Not  so  rich  as  some  suppose,  perhaps,  but  yet  wealthy. 
I  am  not  a  miser,  sir,  though  even  that  charge  is  made 
against  me,  as  I  hear,  and  currently  believed.  I  have  no 
pleasure  in  hoarding.  I  have  no  pleasure  in  the  possession  of 
'money.  The  devil  that  we  call  by  that  name  can  give  me 
^nothing  but  unhappiness." 

It  would  be  no  description  of  Mr.  Pecksniff's  gentleness  of 
-manner,  to  adopt  the  common  parlance,  and  say,  that  he 
looked  at  this  moment  as  if  butter  wouldn't  melt  in  his 
mouth.  He  rather  looked  as  if  any  quantity  of  butter  might 
tiave  been  made  out  of  him,  by  churning  the  milk  of  human 
kindness,  as  it  spouted  upwards  from  his  heart. 

**  For  the  same  reason  that  I  am  not  a  hoarder  of  money," 
said  the  old  man,  **  I  am  not  lavish  of  it.  Some  people  find 
their  gratification  in  storing  it  up ;  and  others  theirs  in 
parting  with  it ;  but  I  have  no  gratification  connected  with 
the  thkig.  Pain  and  bitterness  are  the  only  goods  it  ever 
could  procure  forme,     I  hate  it.     It  is  a  spectre  walking 
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before  me  through  the  world,  and  making  every  social  pleasure 
hideous." 

A  thought  arose  in  Mr.  Pecksniff's  mind,  which  must  have 
instantly  mounted  to  his  face,  or  Martin  Chuzzlewit  would  not 
have  resumed  as  quickly  and  as  sternly  as  he  did : 

"  You  would  advise  me,  for  my  peace  of  mind,  to  get  rid  of 
this  source  of  misery,  and  transfer  it  to  some  one  who  could 
bear  it  better.  Even  you,  perhaps,  would  rid  me  of  a  burden 
under  which  I  suffer  so  grievously.  But,  kind  stranger,"  said 
the  old  man,  whose  every  feature  darkened  as  he  spoke, 
'^  good  Christiaa  stranger,  that  is  a  main  part  of  my  trouble. 
In  other  hands,  I  have  known  money  to  do  good ;  in  other 
hands  I  have  known  it  triumphed  in,  and  boasted  of  with 
reason,  as  the  master-key  to  all  the  brazen  gates  that  close  upon 
the  paths  to  worldly  honour,  fortune,  and  enjoyment.  To 
what  man  or  woman ;  to  what  worthy,  honest,  incorruptible 
creature ;  shall  I  confide  such  a  taliRman,  either  now  or  when 
I  die  ?  Do  you  know  any  such  person  ?  Your  virtues  are  of 
course  inestimable,  but  can  you  tell  me  of  any  other  Hving 
creature  who  will  bear  the  test  of  contact  with  myself?  " 

"  Of  contact  with  yourself,  sir  ?  "  echoed  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

''Ay,"  returned  ihe  old  man,  ''the  test  of  contact  with 
me — with  me.  You  have  heard  of  hm  whose  misery  (the 
gratification  of  his  own  foolish  wish)  was,  that  he  turned 
everything  he  touched,  to  gold.  The  curse  of  my  existence, 
and  the  realisation  of  my  own  mad  desire,  is  that  by  the 
golden  standard  which  I  bear  about  me,  I  am  doomed  to  try 
tiie  metal  of  all  other  men,  and  find  it  £Edse  and  hoUow." 

Mr.  Pecksniff  shook  his  head,  and  said,  "  You  think  so." 

"  Oh  yes,"  cried  the  old  man,  "  I  think  so !  and  in  your 
telling  me  '  I  think  so,'  I  recognise  the  true  unworldly  ring  of 
your  metal.  I  tell  you,  man,"  he  added,  with  increasing 
bitterness,  ''that  I  have  gone,  a  rich  man,  among  people  of 
all  grades  and  kinds ;  relatives.  Mends,  and  strangers ; 
among  people  in  whom,  when  I  was  poor,  I  had  confidence, 
and  justily,  for  they  never  once  deceived  me  then,  or,  to  me, 
wronged  each  other.  But  I  have  never  found  one  nature,  no, 
not  one,  in  which,  being  wealthy  and  alone,  I  was  not  forced 
to  detect  the  latent  corruption  that  lay  hid  within  it,  waiting 
for  such  as  I  to  bring  it  forth.  Treachery,  deceit,  and  low 
design  ;  hatred  of  competitors  real  or  fancied,  for  my  favor ; 
meanness,  falsehood,  baseness,  and  servility ;  or,"  and  here  he 
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looked  closely  in  Ids  cdmamfa  eyes,  ^ob  aa  aaHnDBptioxL  of 
honest  independence,  almost  worse  iihan  all;  these  ore  the 
beauties  which  my  wealth  has  brought  to  l^ht.  Brother 
against  brother,  child  against  pasent.  Mends  tEeading  on  the 
fiaces  of  Mends,  thi»  is  the  aoeial  oompany  by  whoaL  my  way 
has  been  ati;ended.  These'  aze;  stories  tohi — they  may  be  true 
or  false*— of  rieh  men^  whe,.  in.  the  gaarb  of  povedy,  have 
fbond  ont  Tirtae  and.  rewarded  it.  They  wsre  dolts  and  idiots 
iox  their  pains-.  They  aiiould  have  made  the  seaxaoh  in  their 
own  characters^  They  should  have  shown  themselves  fit 
objects  to  be  robbed  and  preyed  upon  and  plotted  against, 
and  adnlatsd  by  any  knanres,  who^  but  for  joy;  wonld  ha;re 
spat  upon  Iheir  coffins  when  they  died  their  dupes  ;  and  then, 
thair  search  would  have  ended  as  mine  has  don^  and  they 
would  be  what  I  am." 

Mr.  Pedesni^^  not  at  all  knowing  what  it  might  be  best  te 
aay,.  ia  the  momeBlai>jr  pai»e  whiek  emiaed  upaa  Uuw  i«, 
marks,,  made  an  elabosate  dj»nenatDation  of  mtending  to 
deMmr  something  very  oraoular  indeed.:  trauting:  to  ihe  eer^ 
tainty  of  the  old  man  interrupting*  him,  before  he  should 
utter awosdl  Ifor  was  he  inifltiafaiiiv for  M«,Ttiin^  ChuBBsLewit 
hfmng  taken  breath,  wmit  on  to  sa^: 

'^liear  me  to  an  end;  judge  what  picxfit  you.  are.  like  te 
gpauDL.  &om.  any  repetition  of  thist  visit ;  and  leave  me;  I  have 
so>  efizmipted.  and  ehanged  the  natuze  of  all  those  whe^  hav« 
emer  att^otded  on  me^  by  breeding  avaricioiifl  plots  and  hopes 
within  themt;  I  have  eugendosed  auoh  domestic*  strife  and 
discord,  by  taxryin^^  evai  with,  members  o^  my  own  family ;.  I 
have.  been,  such  a  lighted  torch  in  peaeefhl  homes;  kindling  up 
ajll.  the:  inflammable  gases  and  vapours  in  their  moral  at- 
mosphere, which,  but  for  me,  might  have  proved  harmless  to 
the.  end;  that  I  have,  I  may  say,  fled  M>m  all  who  knew  me, 
and  taking  ss&ige  in  secret,  places,  have  lived^.  of  late,,  the  life 
o£  one  w^  is  huntadL  The  young  girl  whom  you  just  now 
sttw — what !  your  aye  lightens  when  I  talk  of  her !  Yon 
hate,  her  alres^,  do  you.! " 

'^Upen  my  word,  sir!''  said.  Mr.  Fecksni:6^  laying'  his 
hand,  upon  his  breast,  and  dsopping  his:  eyelida.. 

^I  forgot,''  aried  the  old  man,  looking  at  him.  with  a 
keennesB  which  the  other  seemed  to  feel,  aMough  he  did  weft 
rawe  hiseyes  sOi  ae  to  see  it :  ''I  atk  your  pardon.  I  fezgot 
you  w^re  a  stranger*     For  the  moment  yoa  reminded  me  of 
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yoang.  gul  whom  joa  jmt  now  saw,  is  an  osphan  daid. 
whoaiy  with  one  a^eadj  puzpoBe,  I  htffn  brad  and  edueato^ 
or,  if  you  prefes  tiie  wokI,  adopted.  For  a  yoar  or  more  she 
has  been  my  oonstaat  oompanioBy  and  she  is.  my  only  one. 
I  hsara  taken,  as  idie  knows,  a  solemn,  oath  never  to  lasrs  hear 
obipezioe  when  I  die,  but  while  I  lire,  I  nuJeo  her  an  annnai 
allowanae :  not  extoaTagant  in  its  amount  and  yet  not  stinted. 
There  is  a  oraapact  between  ns  that  no  term  of  affeodonate 
eajolezy  shall  ever  be  addressed  by  either  to  the  other,  but 
^aat  she  shall  odUL  me  always  by  my  Chiristian  name :  I  her; 
by  hers.  She  is  bound  to  me  in  lifb  by  ties  of  interest,  and 
losing  by  my  death,  and  having  no  expeetatiDn  disappointed, 
will  motun  it,  perhaps  i  though  for  that  I  osre  little.  This  is 
the*  only  kind  of  friend  I  ha^e  ov  will  have.  Judge  from  such 
premises  what  a  profitable  hens  you  have  spent  ia  coming 
hiNs^y  and!  leave  me :  te  retuim  ne  more.'' 

With  tiwse  w<nds>  the>  eld  man  fbll  slowly  back  upon  his 
pillow.     Me.  Peekanift  as.  slowly  sDse>  and,  with  a  pnsfiitQ^ 
hem,  began  as  follows : 
♦*  Mr..  ChcBElewifc." 

''  Theoe.  Go ! "  intarposed  the  (^iher;.  **  Enough  of  this. 
I  son  weary  of  you." 

"I  am  sorry  &r  that,.flar/'  rejoined  Ms;  Peeksni£^  "beeanse 
I  have  a  duiy  to  disehejgs,  from  which,  depend  upon  it,  I 
shall  not  shrink.     No,  sir,  I.  shall'  not  shsink.'* 

It  is  a  lamentable  het,  that  aa  Mr.  FecksnifP  stood  ereet 
hsfiode  the  bed^  in  all  the  dagnitjv^  of  Goodness^  and  addzessed 
hixa  tiitis^  the  old  man  eart.  an  angry  ^anoe  towards  the 
candlestick,  as  if  he  wexte  possessed  by  a  strong"  inclination  ts 
launch  it  at  his  cousin's  head.  But  he*  oonstrained  himfn^^ 
and  pointing  with  his.  finder  ta  the  door,  in&rmed  him  that 
his  Boad  lay  there. 

'  ''Thank  you,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff  " I  am  aware  of* that ;  I 
asm  going.  But  before  I  go,  I  crave  your  leave  to  speak,  and 
more  than  that,  Mr.  Chuzdewit,  I  must  and  will — yes  indeed, 
I  repeat  it,  must  and  will— be  heard.  I  am  not  sospriBed, 
sir,,  at  anything  you  have  Md  me  to-night.  It  is  natuzal, 
very  natural,  and  the  greater  part  of  it  was  known  tO'  me 
be^r^..  £  will  not  say,"  oentinued  Mr..  Pecksniff,  drawings  out 
his  pocket-handkerchiei^  and  winking  with  both  eyes  at  ones, 
as  it  were,  against  his  will^  '^I  w^  not  say  that  you  are 
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mistaken  in  me.  While  you  are  in  your  present  mood  I 
would  not  say  so  for  the  world.  I  ahnost  wish,  indeed,  that 
I  had  a  different  nature,  that  I  might  repress  even  this  slight 
confession  of  weakness :  which  I  cannot  disguise  fix)m  you : 
which  I  feel  is  humiliating :  but  which  you  wiU  have  the 
goodness  to  excuse.  We  wiU  say,  if  you  please,"  added  Mr. 
Pecksniff,  with  great  tenderness  of  manner,  ''that  it  arises 
from  a  cold  in  the  head,  or  is  attributable  to  snuff,  or 
smelling-salts,  or  onions,  or  anything  but  the  real  cause." 

Here  he  paused  for  an  instant,  and  concealed  his  face 
behind  his  pocket-handkerchief.  Then,  smiling  faintly,  aad 
holding  the  bed-fiimiture  with  one  hand,  he  resumed  : 

"  But,  Mr.  €huzzlewit,  while  I  am  forgetfol  of  myself,  I 
owe  it  to  myself,  and  to  my  character — ay,  sir,  and  I  have  a 
character  which  is  very  dear  to  me,  and  will  be  the  best 
inheritance  of  my  two  daughters — ^to  teU  you,  on  behalf  of 
another,  that  your  conduct  is  wrong,  imnatural,  indefensible, 
monstrous.  And  I  teU  you,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  towering 
on  tiptoe  among  the  curtains,  as  if  he  were  literally  rising 
above  all  worldly  considerations,  and  were  fain  to  hold  on 
tight,  to  keep  himself  firom  darting  skywards  Kke  a  rocket, 
"  I  teU  you  without  fear  or  favor,  that  it  wiU  not  do  for  you 
to  be  ommindM  of  your  grandson,  young  Martin,  who  has 
the  strongest  natural  claim  upon  you.  It  will  not  do,  sir," 
repeated  Mr.  Pecksniff,  shaking  his  head.  ''  You  may  think 
it  will  do,  but  it  won't.  You  must  provide  for  that  young 
man;  you  shall  provide  for  him;  you  fioiU  provide  for  him. 
I  believe,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  glancing  at  the  pen-and-ink, 
"that  in  secret,  you  have  already  done  so.  Bless  you  for 
doing  so.  Bless  you  for  doing  right,  sir.  Bless  you  for 
hating  me.     And  good  night !  " 

So  saying,  Mr.  Pecksniff  waved  his  right  hand  with  much 
solemnity;  and  once  more  inserting  it  in  his  waistcoat, 
departed.  There  was  emotion  in  his  manner,  but  his  step' 
was  firm.  Subject  to  human  wealmesses,  he  was  upheld 
by  conscience. 

Martin  lay  for  some  time,  with  an  expression  on  his  face  of 
silent  wonder,  not  unmixed  with,  rage:  at  length  he  mut- 
tered in  a  whisper : 

''  What  does  this  mean  ?  Can  the  false-hearted  boy  have 
chosen  such  a  tool  as  yonder  fellow  who  has  just  gone  out  ? 
Why  not !     He  has  conspired  against  me,  like  the  rest,  and 
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they  are  but  birds  of  one  feather.  A  new  plot ;  a  new  plot ! 
Oh  self,  self,  self !     At  every  torn,  nothing  but  self! " 

He  fell  to  trifling,  as  he  ceased  to  speak,  with  the  ashes  of 
the  burnt  paper  in  the  candlestick.  He  did  so,  at  first,  in 
pure  abstraction,  but  they  presently  became  the  subject  of  his 
thoughts. 

^< Another  will  made  and  destroyed,"  he  said,  ''nothing 
determined  on,  nothing  done,  and  I  might  have  died  to-night ! 
I  plainly  see  to  what  foul  uses  all  this  money  will  be  put 
at  last,"  he  cried,  almost  writhing  in  the  bed :  **  after  filling 
me  with  cares  and  miseries  all  my  life,  it  will  perpetuate 
discord  and  bad  passions  when  I  am  dead.  So  it  always  is. 
What  lawsuits  grow  out  of  the  graves  of  rich  men,  every  day : 
sowing  perjury,  hatred,  and  lies  among  near  kindred,  where 
there  should  be  nothing  but  love !  Heaven  help  us,  we  have 
much  to  answer  for!  Oh  self,  sel^  self!  Every  man  for 
himself,  and  no  creature  for  me !  " 

Universal  self !  Was  there  nothing  of  its  shadow  in  these 
reflections,  and  in  the  history  of  Martin  Chuzzlewit,  on  his 
own  showing? 
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CHAPTEE  IV, 

FBOH  WBIOB.  TF  VTXLL  APFKAB  THAT  IF  UmOK  BE  BTBEXTOTH,  AUD  7AXXLT 
ATFXCTION  BE  PTiEABA.'WT  TO  OOtfTEKPLATS,  THB  OHUZZLEWITS  WEBB 
THE  HEBONOiaST  AISCD  HOST  AGBBBABU:  IPHOBLY  IN  THE  WOBLD. 

That  wotI^  man  Mr.  F^odkatdShsmng  ttaken  leore  of  his 
ooosiQ  ju  the  fiolenm  tesms  recited  m  the  last  ehafiiter,  with- 
drew to  hifi  own  home,  aoid  remained  these,  three  whole  doj^s : 
not  H)  mudot  ea  goiog  out  for  a  walk  beyond  the  hoimdaries  of 
his  own  garden,  lest  he  should  be  hacridly  aummoned  io  the 
bedaide  of  hk  |)e]iite&t  and  xesnoraefbl  zelatiye,  whom,  in  his 
ample  benevalenGB,  he  had  made  iBsp  his  mind  to  f orgxve  un- 
conditionally, and  to  love  on  any  terms.  But,  sudh  w«s  the 
obstinacy  and  such  the  bitter  nature  of  that  stem  old  man, 
that  no  repentant  summons  came ;  and  the  fourth  day  found 
Mr.  Pecksniff  apparently  much  fEirther  from  his  Qiristian 
object  than  the  first. 

During  the  whole  of  this  interval,  he  haunted  the  Dragon 
at  all  times  and  seasons  in  the  day  and  night,  and,  returning 
good  for  evil,  evinced  the  deepest  solicitude  in  the  progress  of 
the  obdurate  invalid ;  insomuch  that  Mrs.  Lupia  was  fairly 
melted  by  his  disinterested  anxiety  (for  he  ofben  particularly 
required  her  to  take  notice  that  he  would  do  the  same  by  any 
stranger  or  pauper  in  the  like  condition),  and  shed  many  tears 
of  admiration  and  deHght. 

Meantime  old  Martin  Chuzdewit  remained  shut  up  in  his 
own  chamber,  and  saw  no  person  but  his  young  companion, 
saving  the  hostess  of  the  Blue  Dragon,  who  was,  at  certain 
times,  admitted  to  his  presence.  So  surely  as  she  came  into 
the  room,  however,  Martin  feigned  to  fall  asleep.  It  was  only 
when  he  and  the  young  lady  were  alone,  that  he  would  utter 
a  word,  even  in  answer  to  ihe  simplest  inquiry ;  though  Mr. 
Pecksniff  could  make  out,  by  hard  listening  at  the  door,  that 
they  two  being  left  together,  he  was  talkative  enough. 

It   happened    on  tiie  fourth  evenings  that  Mr.  Pecksniff 
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waOaag,  as  Hsnal,  into  ihe  hsr  ^  ihe  Dragon  miA  finding  no 
Mra.  Xiupin  HheEve,  went  Hrtraigirt  TipHrtain :  ^pwrpono^,  in  tfln 
ferfor  of  biB  affectionate  aeal,  to  applj  luB  ear  onoe  move  to 
the  'keyhole,  jond  quiet  lus  mind  hy  asmuing  bzmflelf  that  tlie 
hard-hoarted  patient  was  gaing  on  irell.  It  happened  &afc 
Mr.  Pecksnil^  coming  eoflily  upon  -the  das^  paasage  into  Tvhidh 
a  spiral  xay  o£  Hgixt  usually  darted  iihrengh  the  eame  keyhole, 
was  astonished  to  find  no  sach.  ray  visible :  and  it  happened 
that  Mr.  Pecksniff,  when  he  had  felt  his  way  to  the  chamber- 
door,  stooping  hurriedly  down  to  ascertein  by  personal 
inspectieai  whether  the  jealonsy  of  the  old  man  had  canaed 
this  keyhole  to  be  stopped  on  the  inside,  brought  his  head 
into  snchTiolent  contact  with  another  head,  that  he  could  not 
help  uttering  in  on  audible  voice  the  monosyllable  "  Oh !  ^ 
which  was,  as  it  were,  sharpfy  woeetewed  and  jerked  out  of 
him  by  very  anguish.  It  happened  then,  and  lastly,  that  Mr. 
PeolsBniff  found  himself  immediately  colbtred  by  something 
which  smelt  like  several  damp  umbieDas,  a  barrel  of  beer,  a 
oask  of  warm  brandy-and-^water,  and  a  small  x>ftrloi^-'Aill  of 
stale  tobacco  smoke,  mixed,-  and  was  straightway  led  down 
stairs  into  tihe  bav  firom  which  he  had  lately  come,  where  he 
foimd  himself  standing  opposite  to,  and  in  the  grasp  of,  a 
perfeefly  strange  gentleman  of  stOl  stranger  appearance,  who, 
with  his  disengaged  hand,  rubbed  Ids  own  head  very  hard, 
and  looked  at  him,  Peckmiff,  wiih  an  edl  countenance. 

The  gentleman  was  of  that  order  of  appearance,  whidh  is 
oiDventi.y  termed  shabby-genteel,  Ihough  in  respect  of  his 
drees  he  can  haxdly  be  said  to  have  been  in  any  extremities, 
as  his  fingers  were  a  long  way  out  of  his  gloves,  and  the  soles 
of  his  feet  were  at  an  inconvenient  distance  from  the  upper 
leather  of  his  boots.  His  nether  garments  were  of  a  blueish 
gray — ^violent  in  its  colours  onoe,  but  sobered  now  by  age  and 
dinginess— and  wei^  so  stretched  and  strained  in  a  tough 
confliot  between  his  braces  and  his  straps,  that  they  appeared 
eyeiy  moment  in  danger  of  fiying  asunder  at  the  knees.  His 
ooat,  in  colour  blue  and  of  a  miLLtary  cut,  was  buttoned  and 
i^ogged,  up  to  hk  chin.  His  cravat  was,  in  hue  and  pattern, 
like  one  of  Ihose  manHeB  which  hair-dieesera  are  accustomed 
to  wrap  about  their  clients,  daring  the  progress  of  the  pvo- 
feesional  mysteries.  His  hat  had  arrived  at  such  a  pass  that 
it  would  hove  been  hard  to  determine  whether  it  was 
originally  white  or  black.      But  he  wore  a  moustache— a 
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shaggy  mouBtaclie  too :  nothing  in  the  meek  and  merdi^ 
way,  but  quite  in  the  fierce  aad  scom&l  style :  the  regular 
Satanic  sort  of  thing — ^aud  he  wore,  besides,  a  vast  quantity 
of  unbrushed  hair,  fie  was  very  diriy  and  veiy  jaunty ;  very 
bold  and  very  mean ;  very  swaggering  and  very  sHnkiug ;  very 
much  like  a  man  who  might  have  been  something  better,  and 
unspeakably  Like  a  man  who  deserved  to  be  something  worse. 

**  You  were  eaves-dropping  at  that  door,  you  vagabond !  " 
said  this  gentleman. 

Mr.  Pecksniff  cast  him  off,  as  Saint  George  might  have 
repudiated  the  Dragon  in  that  animal's  last  moments,  and 
said: 

"Where  is  Mrs.  Lupin,  I  wonder!  can  the  good  woman 
possibly  be  aware  that  fiiere  is  a  person  here  who —  " 

"  Stay ! "  said  the  gentlemau.  "  Wait  a  bit.  She  does 
know.     What  then  ?  " 

"  What  then,  sir  ?  "  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff.  "  What  then  ? 
Do  you  know,  sir,  that  I  am  the  Mend  and  relative  of  that 
sick  gentleman?  That  I  am  his  protector,  his  guardian, 
his—" 

"  Not  his  niece's  husband,"  interposed  the  stranger,  "  I  '11 
be  sworn ;  for  he  was  there  before  you." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  with  indignant 
surprise.     "  What  do  you  teU  me,  sir  ?  " 

**  Wait  a  bit !  "  cried  the  ol^er.  "  Perhaps  you  are  a 
cousin — ^the  cousin  who  lives  in  this  place  ?  " 

"  I  am  the  cousin  who  lives  in  this  place,"  replied  the  man 
of  worth. 

"  Your  name  is  Pecksniff?  "  said  the  gentleman. 

"  It  is." 

"  I  am  proud  to  know  you,  and  I  ask  your  pardon,"  said  the 
gentleman  touching  his  hat,  and  subsequently  diving  behind 
his  cravat  for  a  shirt  collar,  which  however  he  did  not  succeed 
ia  bringing  to  the  surface.  "  You  behold  in  me,  sir,  one  who 
has  also  an  interest  in  that  gentleman  up-stairs.  Wait  a  bit." 

As  he  said  this,  he  touched  the  tip  of  his  high  nose,  by 
way  of  intimation  that  he  would  let  Mr.  Pecksniff  into  a  secret 
presently ;  and  pulling  off  his  hat,  began  to  search  inside  the 
crown  among  a  mass  of  crumpled  documents  and.  small  pieces 
of  what  may  be  called  the  bark  of  broken  cigars :  whence  he 
presently  selected  the  cover  of  an  old  letter,  begrimed  with 
dirt  and  redolent  of  tobacco. 
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*'  Bead  that/'  lie  cried,  giying  it  to  Mr.  PeoikBnifll 

''  This  is  addressed  to  Chevy  Slyme,  Esquire,"  said  that 
gentlemaji. 

''  You  know  Chevy  Slyme,  Esqiiire,  I  believe  ? "  returned 
the  stranger. 

Mr.  Pecksniff  shrugged  his  shoulders  as  though  he  would 
say  ''  I  know  there  is  such  a  person,  and  I  am  sorry  for  it." 

"Veiy  good,"  remarked  the  gentleman.  "That  is  my 
interest  and  business  here."  With  that  he  made  another  dive 
for  Hs  shirt  collar,  and  brought  up  a  string. 

"  Now  this  is  very  distressing,  my  friend,"  said  Mr.  Peck- 
sniff, flha.kiTig  his  head  and  smiling  composedly.  **  It  is  very 
distressing  to  me,  to  be  compelled  to  say  that  you  are  not  the 
person  you  claim  to  be.  I  know  Mr.  Slyme,  my  friend :  this 
will  not  do  :  honesty  is  the  best  policy :  you  had  better  not ; 
you  had  indeed."  > 

*^  Stop ! "  cried  the  gentleman,  stretching  forth  his  right 
arm,  which  was  so  tightly  wedged  into  his  threadbare  sleeve 
that  it  looked  like  a  doth  sausage.     '*  Wait  a  bit !  " 

He  paused  to  establish  himself  immediately  in  front  of  the 
fire,  with  his  back  towards  it.  Then  gathering  the  skirts  of 
his  coat  under  his  left  arm,  and  smoothing  his  moustache  with 
his  right  thumb  and  forefinger,  he  resumed : 

"  I  understand  your  mistake,  and  I  am  not  offended.  Why? 
Because  it 's  complimentary.  You  suppose  I  would  set  myself 
up  for  Chevy  Slyme.  Sir,  if.  there  is  a  man  on  earth  whom 
a  gentleman  would  feel  proud  and  honoured  to  be  mistaken 
for,  that  man  is  my  friend  Slyme.  For  he  is,  without  an 
exception,  the  highest-minded,  the  most  independent-spirited, 
most  original,  spiritual,  classical,  talented,  the  most 
thoroughly  Shaksperian,  if  not  Miltonic,  and  at  the  same  time 
the  most  disgustingly-unappreciated  dog  I  know.  But,  sir,  I 
have  not  the  vanity  to  attempt  to  pass  for  Slyme.  Any  other 
man  in  the  wide  world  I  am  equal  to ;  but  Slyme  is,  I  frankly 
confess,  a  great  many  cuts  aboTO  me.  Therefore  you  are 
wrong." 

"  I  judged  from  this,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  holding  out  the 
cover  of  the  letter. 

"  No  doubt  you  did,"  returned  the  gentleman.  "  But,  Mr. 
Pecksniff,  the  whole  thing  resolves  itself  into  an  instance  of 
the  peculiarities  of  genius.  Every  man  of  true  genius  has  his 
peculiarity.     Sir,  the  peculiarity  of  my  friend  Slyme  is,  that 
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he  is  sl'Wwpt'ifnii&Qg'  ronmd  tihs*  ooxner.  He  is  pszpetimlljr 
round  the  ooiner^  air.  He  is  roimd  tbe  comer  at  this  instant. 
Now/'  said  the  gentleman^  shaking  his  forefinger  before  hia 
iiose^  and  plantings  hia  legs  wider  apact  as  he  looked  attentively 
in  Mr.  PecksnifTs  iace,  ''that  is  a  remarkably  coarLoua  and 
intesestiag  tcait  in,  Mv.  Si^nne'a  eharactes,  and  whenever 
Slynue's  life  oomes  to  be  writen,  that  trait  must  be  thoroughly 
worked  out  by  hi»  bn^giB^faer^  or  aoede^  will  not  be  satisfied. 
Observe  m^  soeiety  will,  not  be  satisfied! " 

Mr.  Pecksniff  coughed. 

**  Blyme's  biogr»phfir,  sir,  whoever  he  may  be/'  recRuned 
the^  gentLeman,  ^'  muat  apply  tk>>  me ;  or,  if  I  am  gone  to  that 
what's-his-naane  from  which  no  thingumbob  comes  back,  he 
must  apply  to  my  easoeutois  for  leave  to  seaxeh  among  my 
papers.  I  have  taJoen  a  £aw  notes  in  my  poor  way,  of  some  of 
that  man's  proceedings — my  adopted  brother,  six, — ^which 
would  amaze  you.  He  made  use  of  an  expression,  sir,  only  on 
(the  fifbeenith  o£  last,  month  whan  he  eouldn't  meet  a  little  bOl 
and  the  other  paei^  woutda't  senew,  which  would  have  done 
honor  to  Napoleon  Bonapovte  in  addressing  the  French  army." 

''  And  pray,"  aabed  Mn.  Pecksniff,  obviously  not  quite  at 
his  ease,.  '^  what  may  bet  Mr.  Slyme's^  business  here,  if  I  may 
be  permitted  to  inqudxe^.  wh&  ana  oompelled  by  a  regard  for 
my  own  chajneter  to  doaavow  all  interest  in  his  proceedings  ?  " 

'<  In  the  first,  plaoe,."  xetnziLed  tiae  gentleman,  ''  you  wiH 
pannit  me  to  say,,  that  I  object  to  that  remark,  and  that  I 
stcongly  and  rndagnantLy '  pvotest  against  it  on  behalf  of  my 
Mend  Slyme..  In  the  next  pkce,  you  will  give  me  leave  to 
introduce  myself.  My  nama^  ab,  is  Tigg.  The  name  of 
Montague  Tigg  will  perhaps  ba  fSamiliar  to  you,  in  connection, 
with  the  most  renueriEable  events  of  the  Pemnsnlar  War  ?  " 

Mr.  Peoksni^  gBaHj  ehofsk  his  head. 

**  No  matter/'  said  the  gentieman.  '*  That  man  was  my 
fsLther,.  and  I  beoK  his  nama.  I  am  eonsequently  proud — ^proud 
as.  Lueifer.  Szcose  me-  one  nsoment.  I  desire  my  Mend  Slyme 
to  be  present  at  the  remainder  of  this  conference."  ^ 

With  thxs  aanoainiQement  he  hurried  away  to  the  outer  door 
of  the  Blue  Dragon,  and  almost  immediately  returned  with  a 
companion  shorter  than  hiansBl^  who  was  wrapped  in  an  old 
bhie  camlet  dbak  witSk  m  lining  of  fbded  scarlet.  His  idiarp 
featuzes  beingrnnich  pinohed  aaid  nipped  by  long  waiting  in  the 
odd,  and  h]&  straggling  red  whiskers^  and  fcowzy  hair  being 
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more  thaa  vsuaUj  dMheyilled  firom  ibe  save  oaiue,  he 
eertaiaaly  Icxdced  raibcr  vnwboLaBomA  and  unoomfartable  than 
Shaikspeiiaa  €«r  MUfconic. 

^^  Nov/'  said  Mr.  Tigg^  dapping  one  hand  on  tiie  ahcralder 
of  hiapiepoasaaBUig^  friend^  aad.  eaJInig  Mr.  PedcsnifiE's  atton- 
tkoi  to  him  with  the  otiier^  **yon  two  are  ralated;  and 
relatiogifl  n&ver  did  agvse^  and  never  will :  which  is  a  wise  dis- 
pensation and  azL  inevitable  thdn^,  or  thero  would  be  none  but 
funilj  portiesy  and  everybody  in  the  world  would  bore  everj- 
body  else  to  death.  II  joa  were  on  good  tenns,  I  should 
eonsider  you  a  most  ooal>undedly  unnataral  pair;  but 
standing  towards  each  other  aa  you  do,  I  look  upon  you  as  a 
eouple  of  devilish  deep-thoughted  fellows,  who  may  be 
reasoned  with  to  ai^  eztesi." 

Here  Mr.  Chevy  Slyme,  whose  great  abilities  seemed  one 
and  ail  to  point  towtttb  the  sneaking  quarter  of  the  moral 
eoanpasB^  nudged  hia  iamii  stealthily  with  his  elbow,  and 
whifipered  in  his  ear. 

^*  Chiy/'  said  Mr.  T%g  akrad,  in  the  high  tone  of  one  who 
was  not  to  be  taoxpored  with.  "  I  shiUl  come  to  that, 
presently.  I  act  upon  my  own  lespcnsibilLty,  oir  not  ai;  all. 
To  the  extent  of  such  a  tiiftatg  loan  as  a  crownpiece  to  a  man 
of  your  talents,  I  look  upon  Mr.  Pedcsniff  as  eertain :  "  and 
se^sfcg  aM  this  junctuare  that  the  expression  of  Mr.  PecksTrifFs 
&«a  by  no  meaos  betokened  that  he  shared  this  certainty, 
Mr.  Tigg  kid  his  fboger  on  his  nose  again  for  that  gentleman's 
prtvai»  and  especial  behoof :  ealling  upon  him  thereby  to  take 
notice,  that  the  reqiiisitiaiL  of  small  loans  was  another  instance 
of  the  peculiarities  q£  genius  aa  developed  in  his  Mend  Slyme ; 
that  he,  Tigg,  winked  at  the  same,  because  of  the  strong 
metaphysical  intertot  whieh  theso  weaknesses  possessed ;  and 
that  in  reference  to  his  own  personal  advocacy  of  such  small 
advaQjces,  he  merely  coasolted  the  hmnour  of  his  Mend,  with- 
out the  least  regard  to  his  own  adyantage  or  necessities. 

"  Oh,  Chiv,  Chiv !  "  added  Mr.  Tigg,  surveying  his  adopted 

lm>th^  with  an  aixc^  porofound  contemplation  after  dismissing 

this  pi«Ge  of  pantomime.     ''  You  are,  upon  my  life,  a  strange 

iastance  of  ths  little -firailties  that  beset  a  mighty  mind.     If 

there  had  never  been  a  teleseope  in  the  world,  I  should  have 

been  quite  certain  ixaok  my  observation  of  you,  CMy,  that 

titieze  were  spots  oni  the  sun. !     I  wish  I  may  die,  if  this  isn't 

the  queerest  state  ot  exiatenee  that  we  find  ourselves  fbroed 
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into,  without  knowing  why  or  wherefore,  Mr.  Pecksniff! 
Well,  neyer  mind !  Moralise  as  we  will,  the  world  goes  on. 
As  Hamlet  says,  Herctdes  may  lay  about  him  with  his  dub  in 
eveiy  possible  direction,  but  he  can't  prevent  the  cats  from 
maHng  a  most  intolerable  row  on  the  roo£9  of  the  houses,  or 
the  dogs  £rom  being  shot  in  the  hot  weather  if  they  run  about 
the  streets  unmuzzled.  Life 's  a  riddle :  a  most  infernally 
hard  riddle  to  guess,  Mr.  Pecksniff.  My  own  opinion  is,  that 
like  that  celebrated  conundrum,  '  Why 's  a  man  in  jail  like  a 
man  out  of  jail  ? '  there  *s  no  answer  to  it.  Upon  my  soul  and 
body,  it 's  iiie  queerest  sort  of  thing  altogether — but  there 's 
no  use  in  talking  about  it.     Ha !  ha ! " 

With  which  consolatory  deduction  from  the  gloomy  premises 
recited,  Mr.  Tigg  roused  himself  by  a  great  effort,  and 
proceeded  in  his  former  strain. 

"  Now  I  *11  teU  you  what  it  is.  I  'm  a  most  confoundedly 
soft-hearted  kind  of  feUow  in  my  way,  and  I  cannot  stand  by, 
and  see  you  two  blades  cutting  each  other's  throats  when 
there's  nothing  to  be  got  by  it.  Mr.  Pecksniff,  you're  the 
cousin  of  the  testator  up-stairs  and  we  're  the  nephew — I  say 
we,  meaning  Chiv.  Perhaps  in  all  essential  points,  you  are 
more  nearly  related  to  him  than  we  are.  Very  good.  If  so, 
so  be  it.  But  you  can't  get  at  him,  neither  can  we.  I  give 
you  my  brightest  word  of  honour,  sir,  that  I  've  been  looking 
through  that  keyhole,  with  short  intervals  of  rest,  ever  since 
nine  o'clock  this  morning,  in  expectation  of  receiving  an 
answer  to  one  of  the  most  moderate  and  gentlemanly  applica- 
tions for  a  little  temporary  assistance — only  fifteen  pound,  and 
my  security — ^that  the  mind  of  man  can  conceive.  In  the 
mean  time,  sir,  he  is  perpetually  closeted  with,  and  pouring 
his  whole  confidence  into  the  bosom  of,  a  stranger.  Now,  I 
say  decisively,  with  regard  to  this  state  of  circumstances,  that 
it  won't  do ;  that  it  won't  act ;  that  it  can't  be ;  and  that  it 
must  not  be  suffered  to  continue." 

"  Every  man,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  has  a  right,  an  un- 
doubted right,  (which  I,  for  one,  would  not  call  in  question  for 
any  earthly  consideration :  oh  no !)  to  reg^ulate  his  own  pro- 
ceedings by  his  own  likings  and  disHkings,  supposing  they 
are  not  immoral  and  not  irreligious.  I  may  feel  in  my  own 
breast,  that  Mr.  Chuzzlewit  does  not  regard — ^me,  for  instance : 
say  me — ^with  exactly  that  amount  of  Christian  love  which 
should  subsist  between  us ;  I  may  feel  grieved  and  hurt  at  the 
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ciicamstance ;  stUl  I  may  not  msh  to  the  oondusiozi  that  Mr. 
Chuzzlewit  is  wholly  without  a  jostificatioii  in  all  his  cold- 
nesses :  Heaven  forbid !  Besides ;  how,  Mr.  Tigg/'  continued 
Pecksniff  even  more  gravely  and  impressively  than  he  had 
spoken  yet,  ''how  could  "Mr.  Chuzdewit  be  prevented  from 
having  these  peculiar  and  most  extraordinary  confidences  of 
which  you  speak ;  the  existence  of  which  I  must  admit ;  and 
which  I  cannot  but  deplore — ^for  his  sake?  Consider,  my 
good  sir — "  and  here  Mr.  Pecksniff  eyed  him  wistMly — 
"  how  veiy  much  at  random  you  are  taUdng.'' 

"Why  as  to  that/'  rejoined  Tigg,  *'it  certainly  is  a 
difficult  question." 

**  Undoubtedly  it  is  a  difficult  question,''  Mr.  Pecksniff 
answered.  As  he  spoke  he  drew  himself  aloo^  and  seemed 
to  grow  more  mindM,  suddenly,  of  the  moral  gulf  between 
himself  and  the  creature  he  addressed.  ''  Undoubtedly  it  is  a 
veiy  difficult  question.  And  I  am  far  from  feeling  sure  that 
it  is  a  question  any  one  is  authorised  to  discuss.  Good 
evening  to  you." 

*'  You  don't  know  that  the  Spottletoes  are  here,  I  suppose  ?  " 
said  Mr.  Tigg. 

"What  do  you  mean^  sir?  what  Spottletoes?"  asked 
Pecksniff,  stopping  abruptly  on  his  way  to  the  door. 

"Mr.  and  Mrs.  Spottletoe,"  said  Chevy  Slyme,  Esquire, 
speaking  aloud  for  the  first  time,  and  speaking  veiy  sulkily : 
shambling  with  his  legs  the  while.  "  Spottletoe  married  my 
fSather's  brother's  child,  didn't  he?  And  Mrs.  Spottletoe  is 
Chuzzlewit's  own  niece,  isn't  she  ?  She  was  his  favorite  once. 
You  may  well  ask  what  Spottletoes." 

"  Now,  upon  my  sacred  word ! "  cried  iMr.  Pecksniff,  look- 
ing upwardis.  "This  is  dreadfrd.  The  rapacity  of  these 
people  is  absolutely  frightful !  " 

"It's  not  only  the  Spottletoes  either,  Tigg,"  said  Slyme, 
looking  at  that  gentleman  and  speaking  at  Mr.  Pecksniff. 
"Anthony  Chuzzlewit  and  his  son  have  got  wind  of  it,  and 
have  come  down  this  afternoon.  I  saw  'em  not  five  minutes 
ago,  when  I  was  waiting  round  the  comer." 

"  Oh,  Mammon,  Mammon ! "  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff,  smiting 
his  forehead. 

"So  there,"  said  Slyme,  regardless  of  the  interruption, 
"  are  his  brother  and  another  nephew  for  you,  already." 

"This  is  the  whole  thing,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Tigg;  "this  is 
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tlie  point  and  pmpose  at  ^pi4iioh  I  imB  graohiaJly  azming, 
when  my  fiiead  Slj^  Iheve^  wilfli  «ec  wordte,  liifc  it  Ivll.  1&. 
Pecksniff  now  that  your  cousin  (wkd  OfaiVB  tOKde)  has  tamed 
up,  some  steps  Tuust  be  taken  to  'pvei^eirt  his  disappearing 
agxdn;  and,  if  possible,  to  oomiteradt  €he  influenoe  which  is 
exercised  over  him  now,  by  this  deB^;nsng  :fevorite.  Eveiy- 
body  wiio  is  interested  feels  it,  sir.  The  wbole  fBoxnfy  itf 
pouring  down  to  this  place.  The  time  has  come  whien 
iQdividoal  jealousies  and  ixzterests  must  be  forgotten  for  a 
time,  sir,  and  union  must  be  mad»  against  the  common 
enemy.  When  the  common  enemy  is  nmitod,  yon  will  aHl  set 
up  for  yourselves  again;  every  lady  and  gentftennen  wiio  has 
a  part  in  the  game,  will  go  in  on  their  own  aooonnt  and  bowl 
away,  to  the  best  of  theiir  ability,  ait  the  testator's  wioiket ;  a&d 
nobody  will  be  in  a  worse  position  than  be(fepe.  Think  of  it. 
Don't  commit  yourself  now.  Yew  'iH  find  «s  i«t  the  Half  If  ogol 
and  Seven  Staos  in  iMs  idllage,  at  aaiy  time,  and  open  to  any 
reasonable  proposition.  Hem!  Ohiv,  my  dear  Ifellsw,  ge 
out  and  see  what  sort  of  a  night  it  is.'' 

Mr.  Bljrme  lost  no  time  in  disanDpearmg,  and,  ^  is  to  l)e 
presumed,  in  going  round  the  comer.  Mr.  Tigg  planting  ifais 
legs  as  wide  apart  as  he  could  be  Beasanabily  ^expected  by  the 
most  sanguine  man  to  keep  ^bism,  >diook  his  ihead  at  Mr. 
Pecksniff  and  smiled. 

^'  We  must  not  be  too  hasd,^  fas  said,  ^npcm  the  ifiMs 
eccentricities  of  our  friend  Sl37!mje.  You  flaw  him  wihiflpor 
me?" 

Mr.  Pecksniff  had  seen  him. 

"  You  heard  my  answer,  I  think  ?  " 

Mr.  Pecksniff  had  heard  it. 

'<  Five  shillingB,  eh  ?  "  said  Mr.  Tigg,  -thoughtMly.  *'  Ail 
what  an  extraordinary  fellow  I     Very  ooBBdesate  too !  *' 

Mr.  Pecksniff  made  no  answer. 

'' five  shOlings ! ''  pursued  Mr.  Tigg, nrasing :  ''and  to  1)6 
punctnaHy  repaid  next  week;  that's  the  best  of  it.  You 
heard  that  P  " 

Mr.  Pecksniff  had  not  heard  that. 

"No!  You  surprise  me!"  cried  Kgg,  "Hmt's  the 
cream  of  the  thing,  sir.  I  never  knew  that  man  fSotil  to 
redeem  a  promise,  in  my  life.  Yon  're  not  in  want  of  change, 
are  you  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Mr  Pecksniff,  *'  thank -you.    Not  at  all." 
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Just  so,"*  vetBHMd  Mr.  T^.  ^Ujm  haA  leen,  I'd 
httve  got  it  for  you."  WiMi  Aai;  ke  9Mgaiitoiv4iisaB^  htAm 
Acwen  fiecoDds  bad  not  elspsed  ivlMn  he  stopped  flhort,  wtd, 
lookmg  eanie0%  at  Mr.  Pedkmifl^  saidt 

''  Perhaps  yon  'd  rafter  not  lentdfilTBM  five  BfaSffings?" 
**  I  would  muoh  «a<her  not,**  Mr.  Pecfaooiff  rejomed. 
^'  Egad !  "  ocied  Tigg,  gnmfy  noddkig  has  head  as  if  soma 
gvoimd  of  objeotioa  oocuned  to  ^»^  at  that  mameDt  for  ihe 
first  tisae,  "  it  *b  ▼ary  poanhk  yoa  may  he  light.  Would  you 
^sKtertom  the  saane  floct  of  objeddoB  io  len&igifM  fiTe'sfaaHrngBy 
mm?" 

"  Yes,  I  eouldn't  do  it,  indeed,^  said  Mr.  Pecksniff. 
•**  Not  even  haJf^a-crown,  perhaps?**  urged  Mr.  Hgg. 
•"  Not  even  half-a-crown." 

"  Why  then  we  eome,"  s^d  Mr.  Hgg,  "  to  the  rifieuLoosI^ 
email  amount  of  eighteen-'peiLoe.     Ha !  ha !  ** 

''And  that,"*  smd  Mr.  Pecksn^  ''would  he  ecpuffly 
ohjectionable." 

On  receipt  of  this  aBSuranee,  Mr.  Hgg  diook  him  heartily 
hy  berth  hands,  protestiiig  with  nmoh  easnestness,  'that  he 
wfis  one  of  the  most  eonsistent  aoid  vemeikahle  men  he 
had  ever  met,  -and  that  he  desired  &e  honour  '6f  his  hotter 
aoqiiaintBiBoe.  He  moreover  observed  •that  there  were  many 
Bttle  characteristios  about  his  {Mend  Slyme.  of  whidh  he  could 
by  no  means,  as  a  man  of  stiiiet  honour,  approve ;  hut  that  he 
was  prepared  to  forgive  him  all  -&ese  -sl^ht  drawbacks,  and 
much  more,  in  consideration  of  the  great  pleasure  he  himself 
had  that  day  enjoyed  in  his  social  intercourse  with  Mr. 
Pecksniff,  which  had  given  him  a  far  higher  and  more 
enduTLDg  delight  than  the  successful  negotiation  of  any  small 
loan  on  the  part  of  his  fiiend  could  possibly  have  imparted. 
With  which  remarks  he  would  beg  leave,  he  said,  to  wish 
Mr.  Pecksniff  a  very  good  evening.  And  so  he  took  himself 
off:  as  little  abashed  by  his  reoeixt  failure  as  any  gentleman 
would  desire  to  be. 

The  meditations  of  Mr.  Pecksniff  «thfri;  evemng  at  the  bar  of 
the  Ihragon,  and  that  night  in  his  own  house,  were  ^very 
serious  and  grave  indeed ;  the  more  especiaUy  as  the  inteM- 
geiMse  he  had  received  firom  Messrs.  Tigg  and  Slyme  touching 
the  arrival  of  other  members  of  the  family,  were  fuU^ 
confirmed  on  more  padicnlar  inquiiy.  Par  the  Spotdetoes 
had  actually  gone  Btro^ht  to  the  DresgoxL,  where  they  were  at 
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that  moment  housed  and  mounting  guard,  and  where  their 
appearance  had  occasioned  such  a  vast  sensation,  that  Mrs. 
Lupin,  scenting  their  errand  before  they  had  been  under  her 
roof  half  an  hour,  carried  the  news  herself  with  all  possible 
secrecy  straight  to  Mr.  Pecksniff's  house ;  indeed  it  was  her 
great  caution  in  doing  so  which  occasioned  her  to  miss  that 
gentleman,  who  entered  at  the  front  door  of  the  Dragon,  just 
as  she  emerged  £rom  the  back  one.  Moreoyer,  Mr.  Anthony 
Ghuzadewit  and  his  son  Jonas  were  economically  quartered  at 
the  Half  Moon  and  Seven  Stars,  which  was  an  obscure  alehouse; 
and  by  the  very  next  coach  there  came  posting  to  the  scene 
of  action,  so  many  other  affectionate  members  of  the  feimily 
(who  quarrelled  with  each  other,  inside  and  out,  all  the  way 
down,  to  the  utter  distraction  of  the  coachman)  that  in  less 
than  four-and-twenty  hours  the  scanty  tavern  accommodation 
was  at  a  premium,  and  all  the  private  lodgings  in  the  place, 
amounting  to  Ml  four  beds  and  a  sofa,  rose  cent,  per  cent,  in 
the  market. 

In  a  word,  things  came  to  that  pass  that  nearly  the  whole 
family  sat  down  before  the  Blue  Dragon,  and  formally  invested 
it ;  and  Martin  Chuzadewit  was  in  a  state  of  siege.  But  he 
resisted  bravely ;  refusing  to  receive  all  letters,  messages,  and 
parcels;  obstinately  declining  to  treat  with  anybody;  and 
holding  out  no  hope  or  promise  of  capitulation.  Meantime 
the  family  forces  were  perpetually  encountering  each  other  in 
divers  parts  of  the  neighbourhood :  and,  as  no  one  branch  of 
the  Chuzzlewit  tree  had  ever  been  ^own  to  agree  with 
another  within  the  memory  of  man,  there  was  such  a 
skirmishing,  and  flouting,  and  snapping  off  of  heads,  in  the 
metaphorical  sense  of  that  expression;  such  a  bandying  of 
words  and  calling  of  names ;  such  an  upturning  of  noses  and 
wrinkling  of  brows ;  such  a  formal  interment  of  good  feelings 
and  violent  resurrection  of  ancient  grievances ;  as  had  never 
been  known  in  those  quiet  parts  since  the  earliest  record  of 
their  civilised  existence. 

At  length  in  utter  despair  and  hopelessness,  some  few  of  the 
belligerents  began  to  speak  to  each  other  in  only  moderate 
terms  of  mutual  aggravation ;  and  nearly  all  addressed  them- 
selves with  a  show  of  tolerable  decency  to  Mr.  Pecksniff,  in 
recognition  of  his  high  character  and  influential  position. 
Thus,  by  little  and  little  they  made  common  cause  of  Martin 
Ghuzzlewit's  obduracy,  until  it  was  agreed — ^if  such  a  word 
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can  be  used  in  coxmection  with  the  Ghiudewits — ^that  there 
should  be  a  general  council  and  conference  held  at  Mr. 
Peckfiaiijff's  house  upon  a  certain  day  at  noon:  which  all 
members  of  the  family  who  had  brought  themselyes  within 
reach  of  the  summons,  were  forthwith  bidden  and  iuTited, 
solemnly,  to  attend. 

If  oyer  Mr.  Pecksniff  wore  an  apostolic  look,  he  wore  it  on 
this  memorable  day.  If  ever  his  unrufEled  smile  proclaimed 
the  words,  ''I  am  a  messenger  of  peace!"  that  was  its 
mission  now.  If  ever  man  combined  within  himself  all  the 
mild  qualities  of  the  lamb  with  a  considerable  touch  of  the 
doTe,  and  not  a  dash  of  the  crocodile,  or  the  least  possible 
suggestion  of  the  very  mildest  seasoning  of  the  serpent,  that 
man  was  he.  And,  Oh,  the  two  Miss  Pecksniffs !  Oh,  the 
serene  expression  on  the  HacQ  of  Charity,  which  seemed  to  say, 
"  1  know  that  all  my  fSeunily  have  injured  me  beyond  the 
possibility  of  reparation,  but  I  forgive  them,  for  it  is  my  duly 
so  to  do ! "  And,  Oh,  the  gay  sunplicity  of  Mercy :  so  diarm- 
ing,  innocent,  and  infant-like,  that  if  she  had  gone  out  walking 
by  herself,  and  it  had  been  a  little  earlier  in  the  season,  the 
robin>redbreast  might  have  covered  her  with  leaves  against  her 
wiU,  believing  her  to  be  one  of  the  sweet  children  in  the  wood, 
come  out  of  it,  and  issuing  forth  once  more  to  look  for 
blackberries  in  the  young  freshness  of  her  heart !  What  words 
can  paint  the  Pecksniffs  in  that  trying  hour  ?  Oh,  none :  for 
words  have  naughty  company  among  them,  and  the  Pecksniff 
were  all  goodness. 

But  when  the  company  arrived!  That  was  the  time. 
When  Mr.  Pecksniff,  rising  £rom  his  seat  at  the  table's  head, 
with  a  daughter  on  either  hand,  received  his  guests  in  the 
best  parlour  and  motioned  them  to  chairs,  with  eyes  so  over- 
flowing and  countenance  so  damp  with  gracious  perspiration, 
that  he  may  be  said  to  have  been  in  a  kind  of  moist 
meekness!  And  the  company:  the  jealous,  stony-hearted, 
distrusts  company,  who  were  all  shut  up  in  themselves,  and 
had  no  faith  in  anybody,  and  wouldn't  believe  anything,  and 
would  no  more  allow  themselves  to  be  softened  or  lulled  asleep 
by  the  Pecksniffs  than  if  they  had  been  so  many  hedgehogs 
or  porcupines ! 

First,  there  was  Mr.  Spottletoe,  who  was  so  bald  and  had 
such  big  whiskers,  that  he  seemed  to  have  stopped  his  hair, 
by  the  sudden  application  of  some  powerfdl  remedy,  in  the 
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-very  acrt  of  falilsD^  off  ifaos  heed,  nod  -to  Iw^e  iitnteiied  it 
mfQYoesihly  <oii  ins  (feee.  flien  tiliese  -was  Mm.  SpotHetoe,  ^^ho 
heing  mach  too  «lim  for  lier  yeavs,  and  jof  a  ^pocitioal  <eamltatfi' 
tieiL,  waa  •aooustomed  to  oxifomi  liar  vunte  jutiiwrte  tfriaiids  ifliat 
the  said  rwihiakers  ireie  ^'  tbe  lodaator  .CNf  dker  CKiitonce ; "  aod 
who  could  now,  by  reason  of  her  strong  fldfectkm.  -fyr  bar 
uncle  €!hnzBlewst,  and  tbe  ahoek  it  ^Te  her  io  he  aiopeeted  of 
ieataznentaiy  deaigos  upon  ifaaixi,  'd®  nothing  but  '<sry~-*'eaL60pt 
saoaoL.  Then  there  were  AnthosBf  •CbnzaLetwit,  and  ftiafi  soil 
Jionas^  like  iuie  of  the  old  man  so  ishaiipened  by  #ie  wasmeas 
and  cunmng  <af  his  life,  that  iit  seesaed  ^o  oat  hian  a  passage 
through  the  crowded  iroonL,  ba  he  ^dged  owb^  behind  the 
veDBiQteat  eihairs ;  wMle  iflie  son  had  se  "weM  psiofited  ihy  Hm 
^xreoept  and  lesEeanjole  ef  Ihe  fatther  tbiat  he  looked  a  ^feaor  'Or 
iswe  the  elder  of  the  ifwaisLy  as  they  .<stood  wxixking  their  ised 'eyes, 
vide  by  aide,  and  :whifi|peria9g  to  eaeh  vother,  HSoMy.  Then  there 
was  the  widow  of  a  deoeaaed  brdther  isf  Mr.  Martin  ChusaBKe- 
wxt,  who  being  ahnost  0u^peeiiiiclnxE»ILy<disagireeeMe,  and  ha?dng 
a  d^earr  &(»  mid  a  hany-Bf^  mO.  a  inafioaKne  Tdce,  wbb, 
m  Ti^xt  of  Ihese  qnalitieB,  what  ds  (eommonly  called  a  «lBK>n^ 
minded  woman ;  and  who,  if  fihe  eoold,  would  haavetestablB^ed 
her  dabn  to  the  title,  and  ha;ve  shown  hezaedl^  tmental]^ 
epeaJku^,  a  perfect  'Baooapson,  be^  jahntting  up  her  brother-in* 
law  in  a  private  tmadhsHse,  imtil  he  proved  his  Gam|iBEto  eandibp' 
by  loving  her  very  madu  Beside  her  !sat  her  «pixiflter 
daughters,  three  in  animber,  .and  of  gentlemanlsf  deportmeDt, 
who  had  so  mortified  themselves  with  tight  eta^,  that  their 
tempere  weiiie  xedaoed  to  seoneNhiing  hm  ithan  their  waists,  and 
liharp  ladng  was  es|)»efised  in  i&aeax  weaj  tnoses.  Then  there 
was  a  yoiung  genfleman,  grand^ephew  of  Mr.  Martin  Chuzde- 
wit,  very  'daiik:  and  very  haizy,  ^and  apparently  bom  for  no 
partdenlar  inirpoee  but  to  save  lookmg^f^im^  the  trouble  4rf 
rejecting  more  than  just  the  tfirat  idea  and  sketcli^  notion  of  s. 
£ace,  which  had  nesv^er  been  oaarLed  out.  Then  there  was  « 
BoHtary  female  cousin  who  was  remai^bie  for  notlmur  but 
bem?Wdeaf,  aud  Eving  :by  haraelf ,  a.d  always  ^^ 
4rOoth->ache.  Then  there  was  George  Ghuzsdewit,  a  gay  baohe(k»r 
coufiin,  who  claimed  to  be  young  butt  had  been  younger,  and 
was  inclined  to  corpulency,  and  rather  over-fed  himself:  to 
that  extent,  indeed,  that  his  eyee  were  strained  in  '^Leir 
0O<dEetB,  as  if  with  oonetant  surprise ;  :and  he  had  such  an 
obvious  disposition  to  pimplee,  that  the  height  «poto  on  his 
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cn^sty  "VdA  tke  rich  pstteni  tm  Ids  irBistoost,  fnd  ffvuii  iub 
glittering  IziiikerfcB,  Beamed  to  lavie  bfcOboa  out  upon  Inm,  anS 
Bot  to  iuive  €ome  iiBbo  enrtenoe  cuxuAirtably.  Last  of  all, 
uMGTO  PUJPD  ptooflttt  Mr.  CliOTy  fllyuie  tffid  Ins  "frieiid  Tig^. 
And  it  is  irar&y  of  Temaa^  t9uit  a]iflioiig^  eadh.  person  'preseitt 
disliked  iihe  otihber  mainlj  beeanse  Ite  or  eftie  d  uf  belong  io  the 
fiEonil^r,  lib^  Oioe  and  aH  oooeorred  in  luridng  Mr.  Tigg  1)6081280 
he  did&H. 

Such  -was  the  pleaBant  litfle  feexniy  taxde  now  aasembled  m 
Mr.  Pecksoifrs  best  parlour,  agreeiMj  prepared  io  fall  foul 
of  Mr.  Peokszdff  or  anybody  clbe  ^v!ho  ndght  Tanittre  to  say 
asytlsing  'wbateyar  upon  any  crul^ecl;. 

^Tbm,*'  sadd  Mr.  Pec&smff  risaigy  and  looldng  round 
upon  tibom,  wi&.  folded  hasids,  ^does  me  good.  Tt  does  my 
to^bters  good.  We  thank  jaa  for  assembling  bere.  We 
aa«e  gratefnl  to  you  wx&  our  -whole  hearts.  It  is  a  blessed 
dltitinotion  -that  yon  IhaYe  eonferred  upon  ns,  and  beHeve  me*' 
--it  is  iniposnble  to  eonoem  how  he  mniled  liere— '<  we  diall 
not  easSlly  forget  it.'' 

^  I  am  florry  to  interrapt  ywi,  Pecksniff,**  rem8i!ked  Mr. 
Spattifitoe,  with  his  i;v!bkikere  in  a  Teiy  portentons  state ;  ^'Intt 
y&SL  ave  uBsmuang  too  nmch  to  yoonself,  tar.  Who  do  yon 
imagine  has  it  in  oontemplation  to  confer  a  distindaon  upon 

A  general  mnnnnr  echoed  "^aas  inqway  -and  applaiided  it. 

**!£  yoin  are  about  to  porsoe  the  course  wifliwhidi  yon' 
have  b^^un  sir/'  prmrsned  Mr.  BpotCletoe  in  a  great  heat,  and 
giving  a  violent  rap  on  the  taMe  witii  his  Obrackles,  ''the 
seoQoer  yoa  desist,  and  this  assembfy  separates/  the  better.  I 
am  no  stranger,  sir,  to  yonr  preposterous  derare  to  be  regarded 
as  the  head  of  this  family,  but  I  can  teH  you  kt — "" 

Oh  yes  indeed !  He  tell.  He  7  What !  He  -was  the  bead, 
was  he !  Prom  the  strong-minded  woman  downwards  every- 
body fell,  that  instant,  npon  Mr.  Spotfletoe,  who  after  Taaniy 
attempting  to  be  heard  in  silence  was  fain  to  int  down  again, 
folding  his  arms  and  shaking  his  head,  most  wrathfdiiy,  and 
giving  Mrs.  Spottletoe  to  understand  in  dnmb  show  that  that 
scoundrel  Pecksniff  might  go  on  for  the  present,  but  he  would 
cut  in  presently  and  annihilate  hibn. 

"  I  am  not  sorry,'*  said  Mr.  JPedbmiff  in  Tesonrption  of  has 
address,  "  I  am  really  not  sony  thaA  €his  little  incident  has 
happened.     It  is  good  to  feel  that  we  are  met  bere  withotrt 
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disguise.  It  is  good  to  know  that  we  have  no  reserre  before 
each  other,  but  are  appearing  j&eely  in  our  own  characters." 

Here,  the  eldest  daughter  of  the  strong-minded  woman  rose 
a  little  way  from  her  seat,  and  trembling  violently  from  head 
to  foot,  more  as  it  seemed  with  passion  than  timidity,  expressed 
a  general  hope  that  some  people  tootdd  appear  in  their  own 
characters,  if  it  were  only  for  such  a  proceeding  haying  the 
attraction  of  novelty  to  recommend  it ;  and  that  when  they 
(meaning  the  some  people  before  mentioned)  talked  about 
their  relations,  they  would  be  careftd  to  observe  who  was 
present  in  company  at  the  time;  otherwise  it  might  come 
round  to  those  relations'  ears,  in  a  way  they  little  expected ; 
and  as  to  red  noses  (she  observed)  she  had  yet  to  learn  that  a 
red  nose  was  any  disgrace,  inasmuch  as  people  neither  made 
nor  coloured  their  own  noses,  but  had  that  feature  provided 
for  them  without  being  first  consulted;  though,  even  upon 
that  branch  of  the  subject  she  had  great  doubts  whe^er 
certain  noses  were  redder  than  other  noses,  or  indeed  half  as 
red  as  some.  This  remark  being  received  with  a  shrill  titter 
by  the  two  sisters  of  the  speaker.  Miss  Charity  Pecksniff 
begged  with  much  politeness  to  be  informed  whether  any  of 
those  veiy  low  observations  were  leveUed  at  her ;  and  receiving 
no  more  explanatoiy  answer  than  was  conveyed  in  the  adage 
''  Those  the  cap  fits,  let  them  wear  it,"  immediately  commenced 
a  somewhat  acrimonious  and  personal  retort,  wherein  she  was 
much  comforted  and  abetted  by  her  sister  Mercy,  who  laughed 
at  the  same  with  great  heartiness :  indeed  far  more  naturally 
than  life.  And  it  being  quite  impossible  that  any  difference 
of  opinion  can  take  place  among  women  without  every  woman 
who  is  within  hearing  taking  active  part  in  it,  the  strong- 
minded  lady  and  her  two  daughters,  and  Mrs.  Spottletoe,  and 
the  deaf  cousin  (who  was  not  at  all  disqualified  from  joining 
in  the  dispute  by  reason  of  being  perfectly  unacquainted  with 
its  merits),  one  and  afl  plunged  into  the  quaird  directly. 

The  two  Miss  Pecksniffis  being  a  pretty  good  match  for  the 
three  Miss  Chuzzlewits,  and  all  five  young  ladies  having,  in 
the  figurative  language  of  the  day,  a  great  amount  of  steam 
k>  dispose  of,  the  altercation  woidd  no  doubt  have  been  a  long 
one  but  for  the  higl^  valour  and  prowess  of  the  strong-minded 
woman,  who,  in  right  of  her  reputation  for  powers  of  sarcasm, 
did  so  belabour  and  pummel  Mrs.  Spottletoe  with  taunting 
words  that  that  poor  lady,  before  the  e^gagement  was  two 
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minutes  old,  had  no  refuge  but  in  tears.  These  she  shed  so 
plentifully^  and  so  much  to  the  agitation  and  grief  of  Mr. 
Spottletoe,  that  that  gentleman,  after  holding  his  clenched 
fist  dose  to  Mr.  Pecksniff's  eyes,  as  if  it  were  some  natural 
curiosity  from  the  near  inspection  whereof  he  was  likely  to 
derive  high  gratification  and  improvement,  and  after  offering 
(for  no  particular  reason  that  anybody  coidd  discover)  to  Idd. 
Mr.  George  Chuzzlewit  for,  and  in  consideration  of,  the  trifling 
sum  of  sixpence,  took  his  wife  under  his  arm,  and  indignantly 
withdrew.  This  diversion,  by  distracting  the  attention  of  the 
combatants,  put  an  end  to  ^e  strife,  which,  after  breaking 
out  afresh  some  twice  or  thrice  in  certain  inconsiderable  spirts 
and  dashes,  died  away  in  silence. 

It  was  then  that  Mr.  Pecksniff  once  more  rose  from  his 
chair.  It  was  then  that  the  two  Miss  Pecksniff  composed 
themselves  to  look  as  if  there  were  no  such  beings — ^not  to  say 
present,  but  in  the  whole  compass  of  the  world — ^as  the  three 
Miss  Chuzzlewits :  while  the  three  Miss  Chuzdewits  became 
equally  unconscious  of  the  existence  of  the  two  Miss 
Pecksniffis. 

'^  It  is  to  be  lamented,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  with  a  forgiving 
recollection  of  Mr.  Spottletoe's  flst,  ^'that  our  friend  should 
have  withdrawn  himself  so  very  hastily,  though  we  have  cause 
for  mutual  congratulation  even  in  that,  since  we  are  assured 
that  he  is  not  distrustM  of  us  in  regard  to  anything  we  may 
say  or  do,  while  he  is  absent.  Now,  that  is  very  soothing,  is 
it  not?" 

''Pecksniff,"  said  Anthony,  who  had  been  watching  the 
whole  party  with  peculiar  keenness  from  the  first — "don't 
you  be  a  hypocrite." 

"A  what,  my  good  sir?"  demanded  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

"A  hypocrite." 

"  Chariiy,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  when  I  take  my 
chamber  candlestick  to-night,  remind  me  to  be  more  than 
usually  particular  in  pra3riQg  for  Mr.  Anthony  Chuzzlewit; 
"who  has  done  me  an  injustice." 

This  was  said  in  a  very  bland  voice,  and  aside,  as  being 
addressed  to  his  daughter's  private  ear.  With  a  cheerfrilness 
of  conscience,  prompting  almost  a  sprightly  demeanour,  he 
then  resumed : 

**  All  our  thoughts  centreing  in  our  very  dear,  but  unkind 
relative,  and  he  being  as  it  were  beyond  our  reach,  we  are 
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met  tfh^j,  iwDj  as  ^  we  "were  a  i^meral  party,  except — a 
blbssed  exo^tknci~1fEiAt  tltere  is  no  body  in  Khe  bouse.^ 

Thd  stWBg'WmAibd  laiy  was  not  at  all  sore  that  tins  waa  a 
MsBsed  flxeeptknx.     Quite  the  contrazy. 

'^  Well,  ray  dear  madam  l**^  aead  Mr.  Pecksniff.  "  Be  Kbftt 
as*  it  may,  here  we  are;  and  bexn^  here,  we  are  to  consider 
whether  ft  is  possible  by  any  jastifiable  means — " 

"'Why,  you  know  as  w^  as  I,"  said  the  stron^-mmded 
lady,  ''l^t  any  means*  aire  justifiable  in  sueh  a  ease,  don't 

"  Very  good,  my  dear  madaan,  very  good — ^whether  it  is 
possible  by  any  means ;  we  wiU  say  by  any  means ;  to  open 
the  eyes  of  our  valued  relative  to  his  present  infa,tuation. 
Wlietiiier  it  is  possible  to  make  him  acquaoited  by  any  means 
with  the  real  character  and  purpose  of  i&at  young  female 
wfieose  strange,  whose  very  strange  position,  in  reference  to 
tigaaeW^ — here  Mr.  PecIomM  sunk  his  voice  to  an  impressive 
whnper — ^^  really  easts  a  dbeodbw  ei  dltsgrace  and  shame  up<m 
iftis  family ;  and  who,  we  know** — ^here  he  raised  his  voice 
again — "  else  why  is  she  his  companion  ?  harbours  the  very 
basest  designs  upon  his  weakness  and  his  property.^' 

hx  tl»»r  atroi^&ding  on  <h»  poin^  ^^X  agreed  in 
ZBOf&mg  else,  all  concurred  as  one  mind.  Good  Heaven,  tiiat 
she  f^uM  harboor  designs  upon  his  property !  The  strong- 
raiaded  lady  was  for  poison,  her  three  dax^t^rs  were  fbr 
Bridewell  and  bread-and- water,  the  cousin  with  the  tooth-aehe 
advocated  Botany  Bay,  the  two  Miss  Pecksniffs  suggested 
jftogging.  Ifobody  but  Mr.  Ti^,.  who,  notwithstanding  his 
extreme  s^bbiness,  was  still  understood  to  be  in  some  fsort  a 
lady's-man,  in  right  of  his  upper  lip  and  his  firogs,  indicated  a 
doubt  of  the  justifiable  nature  of  these  measures;  and  he 
only  ogled  the  three  Miss  Chuzzlewits  with  the  least  admixture 
of  banter  in  his  admiration,  as  though  he  would  observe, 
"•You  are  positively  down  upon  her  to  too  great  an  extent, 
ray  sweet  creatures,  upon  my  sool  you  are !  ** 

"  Now,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  crossing  his  two  fore-fingers  iq 
a  manner  which  was  at  once  conciliatory  and  argnmentative : 
^  I  win  not,  upon  the  one  hand,  go  so  iasr  as  to  say  that  she 
deserves  all  the  iaflSetions  which  ha?e  been  so  very  fbrcibly 
and  hilariously  suggested ; ''  one  of  his  omamental  sentences ; 
**  nop  wiU  I,,  vpon  the  other,  on  any  account  compromise  my 
eoDnnon.'  undexistanding  as  a  man  by  making  the  assertion  that 


ahe  doea  not.  Wliat  I  ^vould  riiiiMwi>M»  that  I  think  fome 
ptafitiflal  loeaaamiigjjtthftdwnaaiof  inAidag  ouv  leipeeted — 
shaE  I  say  one  »veaed — 2" 

''Nal"   ntBEj^oflod  the  atraDg-minded  womaa  ia  a  loud 

''Then  I  will  not,"  nid.  Mr..  PideksaifEL  '<  You  9m&  quite 
xi^^,  my  dear  madam,  and  I  appiociate,  and  thank  you  &», 
your  di»mmi.Ti«fcnig  dbjfictioa — our  xei^peeted  selatLve,  to 
dispose  himself  to  listen  to  the  promptings  of  natara^  and,  not 
to  the—" 

Good,  pa!"  cried  Meny. 

Why,  the  troth  is,  my  «Lear,"  said  Mr.  Pecksnifi^  smiling 
upon  his  assembled  kmdved,  ''  that  1  am  at  a  loss  fbr  a  wotd. 
The  name  of  those  fabulous  anianalft  (pagan,  I  regzet  to  say) 
who  used  to  aing  in  Hut  water,  has  qjsite  escaped  me." 

Mr.  GeoigiB  Chuz^wit  aoggeated  ''  Swansk." 

''NV' scudMr.  Peckaniff,  '' Not  ssransk.  Very  like  swans^ 
too.    Thank  you." 

The  nephew  wiik  the  ouliiae  of  a  eonntRPaaca,  aqpeaking 
ibr  the  first  and  last  timA  en»  tiiat  oeeaocm,  propounded 
"Oysters." 

No/^  said  Mr.  Peckn^  with  his  own  peeuliar  urbanaity, 

nar  oysters.  But  by  no-  means  unlike  oyaters;  a  very 
ennellimt  idea ;  thank  you,  niy  dear  sur,.  tery  mueh.  Wait ! 
SisBBS.  Dear  me!  sirena,.  of  aowrse;  I  think,  I  say,  that 
means  might  be  devised  of  disposiag  oar  reeqpected  leLatiye  to 
listen  to  the  promptings  of  natuse,  and  not  to  the  siien-like 
delusions  a£  act  Now  we  mast  not  lose  sight  of  the  fact  that 
our  esteemed  Mend  has  a  g^randscm,  to  wbom.  he  was,  until 
latdy,  very  mn^  attached,  and  wk(xn  I  could  ha;7e  widbed  to 
see  here  to»^y,  fox  I  have  a  real  and  de^  r^iard  for 
i  him.  A  fme  yoong  man:  a  very  fiiu»  young  man. !  I  woxdd 
submit  to  joa,  wbethar  we  might  not  remove  Mr.  Ghuaalewif  s 
disfaMfc  of  iM,  aad  Yii^aicato  e«  own  di«iat««9tedne»  by-" 

^1£  Mr.  GecKge  Ghnasdewit  has  anythuig  to  say  to  me,** 
interposed  the  strong-minded  woman,  stBcnly,  **  I  beg  him  to 
speak  out,,  lake  a  man;  and  not  to  k»dk  at  me  and  my 
danghters.as  if  he  could  eat  us." 

"  Aa  to  looking,  I  have  haaid  it  said^  Mrs.  Ned,"  returned 
Mr.  George^  ang^y,  ^*  that  a  eat  i»  free  to  eonteoiplate  a 
monarchL;  and  lliaassfbze'  I  kope  I  have  soma  lighit;,  having 
been.  booL  a^mansbar  of  Hob  feunily,  to  look  at  a  person  wk» 
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only  came  into  it  by  mairiage.  As  to  eating,  I  beg  to  say 
whatever  bitterness  your  jealousies  and  disappointed  expecta- 
tions may  suggest  to  you,  that  I  am  not  a  cannibal,  ma'am." 

''  I  don't  know  that ! "  cried  the  strong-minded  woman. 

"  At  all  events,  if  I  was  a  cannibal,"  said  Mr.  George 
Chuzzlewit,  greatly  stimidated  by  this  retort,  "I  think  it 
would  occur  to  me  that  a  lady  who  had  outlived  three 
husbands  and  suffered  so  veiy  Httle  £rom  their  loss,  must  be 
most  uncommonly  tough." 

The  strong-minded  woman  immediately  rose. 

"And  I  will  ftirther  add,"  said  Mr.  George,  nodding  his 
head  violently  at  eveiy  second  syllable ;  ''  naming  no  names, 
and  therefore  hurting  nobody  but  those  whose  consciences  teU 
them  they  are  alluded  to,  that  I  think  it  would  be  much 
more  decent  and  becoming,  if  those  who  hooked  and  crooked 
themselves  into  this  family  by  getting  on  the  blind  side  of 
some  of  its  members  before  marriage,  and  manslaughtering 
them  afterwards  by  crowing  over  them  to  that  strong  pitch 
that  they  were  glad  to  die,  would  refrain  from  acting  the  part 
of  vultures  in  regard  to  olher  members  of  this  family  who  are 
living.  I  think  it  woidd  be  full  as  weU,  if  not  better,  if  those 
individuals  would  keep  at  home,  contenting  themselves  with 
what  they  have  got  (luckily  for  them)  already;  instead  of 
hovering  about,  and  thrusting  their  fingers  into,  a  fEuuily  pie, 
which  they  flavour  much  more  than  enough,  I  can  teU  them, 
when  they  are  fifty  miles  away." 

''  I  might  have  been  prepared  fi>r  this ! "  cried  the  strong- 
minded  woman,  looking  about  her  with  a  disdainM  snule  as 
she  moved  towards  the  door,  followed  by  her  three  daughters : 
"indeed  I  was  fuUy  prepared  for  it,  from  the  first.  What 
else  coidd  I  expect  in  such  an  atmosphere  as  this ! " 

"  Don't  direct  your  hal^ay-officer's  gaze  at  me,  ma'am,  if 
you  please,"  interposed  Miss  Charity ;  "  for  I  won't  bear  it." 

This  was  a  smart  stab  at  a  pension  enjoyed  by  the  strong- 
minded  woman,  during  her  second  widowhood  and  before  her 
last  coverture.     It  told  immensely. 

"  I  passed  from  the  memory  of  a  grateftd  country,  you  very 
miserable  minx,"  said  Mrs.  Ned,  "  when  I  entered  this  family ; 
and  I  feel  now,  though  I  did  not  feel  then,  that  it  served  me 
right,  and  that  I  lost  my  claim  upon  the  United  Kingdom  of 
Great  Britain  and  Ireland  when  I  so  degraded  myself.  Now 
my  dears,  if  you  're  quite  ready,  and  have  sufficiently  improved 
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yourselyes  by  taking  to  heart  the  genteel  example  of  these 
two  jodrig  ladies,  I  think  we'll  go.  Mr.  PecksnijOP,  we  are 
very  much  obliged  to  you,  really.  We  came  to  be  entertained, 
and  you  have  fax  surpassed  our  utmost  expectations,  in  the 
amusement  you  have  provided  for  us.  Thank  you.  Good 
bye!" 

With  such  departing  wbrds,  did  this  strong-minded  female 
paralyse  the  Pecksniffian  energies ;  and  so  she  swept  out  of 
the  room,  and  out  of  the  house,  attended  by  her  daughters, 
who,  as  with  one  accord,  elevated  their  three  noses  in  the  air, 
and  joined  in  a  contemptuous  titter.  As  they  passed  the 
parlour  window  on  the  outside,  they  were  seen  to  counterfeit  a 
perfect  transport  of  delight  among  themselves ;  and  with  this 
final  blow  and  great  discouragement  for  those  within,  they 
vanished. 

Before  Mr.  Pecksniff  or  any  of  his  remaining  visitors  coidd 
offer  a  remark,  another  figure  passed  this  window,  coming,  at 
a  great  rate,  in  the  opposite  direction :  and  immediately  after- 
wards, Mr.  Spottletoe  burst  into  the  chamber.  Compared 
with  his  present  state  of  heat,  he  had  gone  out  a  man  of  snow 
or  ice.  His  head  distilled  such  oil  upon  his  whiskers,  that 
they  were  rich  and  clogged  with  unctuous  drops;  his  face 
was  violently  inflamed,  his  limbs  trembled;  and  he  gasped 
and  strove  for  breath. 

"  My  good  sir !  "  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

**  Oh  yes  ! "  returned  the  other  :  "  Oh  yes,  certainly !  Oh 
to  be  sure !  Oh  of  course !  You  hear  him  ?  You  hear  him  ? 
aUofyou?" 

"  What 's  the  matter ! "  cried  several  voices. 

"  Oh  nothing !  "  cried  Spottletoe,  still  gasping.  "  Nothing 
at  all !    It 's  of  no  consequence  !    Ask  him  !   He  '11  teU  you ! " 

"I  do  not  Tmderstand  our  Mend,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff, 
looking  about  him  in  utter  amazement.  "  1  assure  you  that 
he  is  quite  unintelligible  to  me." 

"Unintelligible,  sir!"  cried  the  other.  "Unintelligible! 
Do  you  mean  to  say,  sir,  that  you  don't  know  what  has 
happened !  That  you  haven't  decoyed  us  here,  and  laid  a 
plot  and  a  plan  against  us !  Will  you  venture  to  say  that 
you  didn't  know  Mr.  Chuzzlewit  was  going,  sir,  and  that  you 
don't  know  he 's  gone,  sir  ?  " 

"  Gone  !  "  was  the  general  qry. 

"  Gone,"  echoed  Mr.  Spottletoe.     **  Gone  while  we  were 
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sitting  here.  Gone.  Nobody  kno^s  where  he 's  gone.  Oh 
of  course  not !  Nobody  knew  he  was  going.  Oh  of  course 
not !  The  landlady  thought  up  to  the  Tery  last  moment  that 
they  were  merely  going  for  a  ride ;  she  had  no  other  suspicion. 
Oh  of  course  not !  She 's  not  this  fellow's  creature*  Oh  of 
course  not ! " 

Adding  to  these  exclamations  a  kind  of  ironical  howl,  and 
gazing  upon  the  company  for  one  brief  instant  afterwards,  in 
a  sudden  silence,  the  irritated  gentleman  started  off  again  at 
the  same  tremendous  pace,  and  was  seen  no  more. 

It  was  in  vain  for  Mr.  Pecksniff  to  assure  them  that  this 
new  and  opportune  evasion  of  the  family  was  at  least  as  great 
a  shock  and  surprise  to  him,  as  to  anybody  else.  Of  all  the 
bullyings  and  denunciations  that  were  ever  heaped  on  one 
unlu^\ead,  none  can  ever  have  exceeded  in  Tnergy  and 
heartiness  those  with  which  he  was  complimented  by  each  of 
his  remaining  relatives,  singly,  upon  bidding  him  farewell. 

The  moral  position  taken  by  Mr.  Tigg  was  something  quite 
tremendous";  and  the  deaf  cousin,  who  had  the  complicated 
aggravation  of  seeing  all  the  proceedings  and  hearing  nothing 
but  the  catastrophe,  actually  scraped  her  shoes  upon  the 
scraper,  and  afterwards  distributed  impressions  of  them  all 
over  the  top  step,  in  token  that  she  shook  the  dust  from  her 
feet  before  quitting  that  dissembling  and  perfidious  mansion. 

Mr.  Pecksniff  had,  in  short,  but  one  comfort,  and  that  was 
the  knowledge  that  all  these  his  relations  and  fdends  had 
hated  him  to  the  veiy  utmost  extent  before ;  and  that  he,  for 
his  part,  had  not  distributed  among  them  any  more  love,  than, 
with  his  ample  capital  in  that  respect,  he  could  comfortably 
afford  to  part  with.  This  view  at  his  affairs  yielded  him 
great  consolation ;  and  the  fact  deserves  to  be  noted,  as 
lowing  with  what  ease  a  good  man  may  be  consoled  under 
circumstances  of  failure  and  disappointment. 


>i 
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CHAPTER  V. 

CONTAININQ  A  FULL  ACCOUIfT  OF  THE  INSTALLATION  07  MB.  PKOKSKIFF*S 
NEW  FtTFIL  INTO  TBE  BOSOH  OF  MB.  PECKSNIFF'S  FAMILY.  WITH  ALL 
THE  FESTIVmES  HELD  ON  THAT  OCCASION,  AND  THE  GBEAT  ENJOT- 
MINT  OF  MR.  FINCH. 

The  best  of  architects  and  land  surveyors  kept  a  horse,  in 
whom  the  enemies  already  mentioned  more  than  once  in  these 
pages,  pretended  to  detect  a  &iici^  resemblance  to  his 
master.  Not  in  his  outward  person,  for  he  was  a  raw-boned, 
haggard  horse,  always  on  a  much  shorter  allowanoe  of  com 
than  Mr.  Pecksniff;  but  in  his  moral  character,  wherein,  said 
they,  he  was  full  of  promise^  but  of  no  performance.  He 
was  alwa3^s,  in  a  manner,  going  to  go,  and  never  going. 
When  at  his  slowest  rate  of  travelling,  he  would  sometimes 
lift  up  his  legs  so  high,  and  display  such  mighty  action,  that 
it  was  difficult  to  believe  he  was  doing  less  than  fourteen 
miles  an  hour ;  and  he  was  for  ever  so  perfectly  satisfied  with 
his  own  speed,  and  so  little  disconcerted  by  opportunities  of 
comparing  himself  with  the  fastest  trotters,  that  the  illusion 
was  the  more  difficult  of  resLstance.  He  was  a  kind  of  animal 
who  incised  into  the  breasts  of  strangers  a  lively  sense  of 
h<^,  and  possessed  all  those  who  knew  him  better  with  a 
grim  despair.  In  what  respect,  having  these  points  of  cha- 
racter, he  might  be  fairly  likened  to  his  master,  that  good 
man's  slanderers  only  can  explain.  But  it  is  a  melancholy 
truth,  and  a  deplorable  instance  of  the  uncharitableness  of  the 
world,  that  they  made  the  comparison. 

In  this  horse,  and  the  hooded  vehicle,  whatever  its  proper 
name  might  be,  to  which  he  was  usually  harnessed — it  was 
more  like  a  gig  with  a  tumour,  than  anything  else — all  Mr. 
Pinch's  thoughts  and  wishes  centred,  one  bright  frosty 
morning :  for  with  this  gallant  equipage  he  was  about  to 
drive  to  Salisbury  alone,  there  to  meet  with  the  new  pupil, 

and  thence  to  bring  him  home  in  triumph. 

f2 
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Blessings  on  thy  simple  heart,  Tom  Pinch,  how  proudly 
dost  thou  button  up  that  scanty  coat,  called  by  a  sad  mis- 
nomer, for  these  many  years,  a  *'  great "  one ;  and  how 
thoroughly  as  with  thy  cheerful  voice  thou  pleasantly  adjurest 
Sam  the  hostler  "not  to  let  him  go  yet,'*  dost  thou  believe 
that  quadruped  desires  to  go,  and  would  go  if  he  might ! 
Who  could  repress  a  smile — of  love  for  thee,  Tom  Pinch,  and 
not  in  jest  at  thy  expense,  for  thou  art  poor  enough  already. 
Heaven  knows — ^to  think  that  such  a  holiday  as  lies  before 
thee,  should  awaken  that  quick  flow  and  hurry  of  the  spirits, 
in  which  thou  settest  down  again,  almost  untasted,  on  the 
kitchen  window-sill,  that  great  white  mug  (put  by,  by  thy  own 
hands  last  night,  that  breakfast  might  not  hold  thee  late),  and 
layest  yonder  crust  upon  the  seat  beside  thee  to  be  eaten  on 
the  road,  when  thou  art  calmer  in  thy  high  rejoicing !  Who, 
as  thou  drivest  off  a  happy  man,  aud  noddest  with  a  fateful 
lovingness  to  Pecksniff  in  his  nightcap  at  his  chamber-window, 
would  not  cry,  **  Heaven  speed  thee,  Tom,  and  send  that  thou 
wert  going  off  for  ever  to  some  quiet  home  where  thou  mightst 
live  at  peace,  and  sorrow  should  not  touch  thee  !  " 

What  better  time  for  driving,  riding,  walking,  moving 
through  the  air  by  any  means,  than  a  fresh,  frosty  morning, 
when  hope  runs  cheerily  through  the  veins  with  the  brisk 
blood,  and  tingles  in  the  frame  from  head  to  foot !  This  was 
the  glad  commencement  of  a  bracing  day  in  early  winter,  such 
as  may  put  the  languid  summer  season  (speaking  of  it  when 
it  can't  be  had)  to  the  blush,  and  shame  the  spring  for  being 
sometimes  cold  by  halves.  The  sheep-beUs  rang  as  clearly  in 
the  vigorous  air,  as  if  they  felt  its  wholesome  influence  like 
living  creatures ;  the  trees,  in  lieu  of  leaves  or  blossoms,  shed 
upon  the  ground  a  frosty  rime  that  sparkled  as  it  fell,  and 
might  have  been  the  dust  of  diamonds — so  it  was,  to  Tom. 
From  cottage  chimneys,  smoke  went  streaming  up  high,  high, 
as  if  the  earth  had  lost  its  grossness,  being  so  fair,  and  must 
not  be  oppressed  by  heavy  vapour.  The  crust  of  ice  on  the 
else  rippling  brook,  was  so  transparent,  and  so  thin  in  texture, 
that  the  lively  water  might,  of  its  own  free  will,  have  stopped 
— ^in  Tom's  glad  mind  it  had — ^to  look  upon  the  lovely 
morning.  And  lest  the  sun  should  break  this  charm  too 
eagerly,  there  moved  between  him  and  the  ground  a  mist  Hke 
that  which  waits  upon  the  moon  on  summer  nights — ^the  veiy 
same  to  Tom — and  wooed  him  to  dissolve  it  gently. 
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Tom  Finch,  went  on ;  not  fast,  but  with  a  sense  of  rapid 
motion,  which  did  just  as  well ;  and  as  he  went,  all  kinds  of 
things  occurred  to  keep  him  happy.  Thus  when  he  came 
within  sight  of  the  turnpike,  and  was — Oh  a  long  way  off ! — 
he  saw  the  tollman's  wife,  who  had  that  moment  checked  a 
waggon,  run  back  into  the  little  house  again  like  m^d,  to  say 
(she  knew)  that  Mr.  Pinch  was  coming  up.  And  she  was 
right,  for  when  he  drew  within  hail  of  the  gate,  forth  rushed 
the  tollman's  children,  shrieking  in  tiny  chorus,  *' Mr.  Finch!" 
— ^to  Tom's  intense  delight.  The  very  tollman,  though  an 
ugly  chap  in  general,  and  one  whom  folks  were  rather  shy  of 
handling,  came  out  himself  to  take  the  toll,  and  give  him 
rough  good  morning :  and  that  with  all  this,  and  a  glimpse 
of  the  family  breakfast  on  a  little  round  table  before  the 
£re,  the  crust  Tom  Finch  had  brought  away  with  him  ac- 
quired as  rich  a  flavour  as  though  it  had  been  cut  from,  off  a 
fairy  loaf. 

But  there  was  more  than  this.  It  was  not  only  the  married 
people  and  the  children  who  gave  Tom  Finch  a  welcome  as 
he  passed.  No,  no.  Sparkling  eyes  and  snowy  breasts  came 
hurriedly  to  many  an  upper  casement  as  he  clattered  by,  and 
gave  him  back  his  greeting :  not  stinted  either,  but  sevenfold, 
good  measure.  They  were  all  merry.  They  all  laughed. 
And  some  of  the  wickedest  among  them  even  kissed  their 
hands  as  Tom  looked  back.  For  who  minded  poor  Mr. 
Pinch  ?     There  was  no  harm  in  him. 

And  now  the  morning  grew  so  fair,  and  all  things  were  so 
wide  awake  and  gay,  that  the  sun  seeming  to  say — ^Tom  had 
no  doubt  he  said — "  I  can't  stand  it  any  longer  :  I  must  have 
a  look  " — streamed  out  in  radiant  majesty.  The  mist,  too 
shy  and  gentle  for  such  lusty  company,  fled  off,  quite  scared, 
before  it;  and  as  it  swept  away,  the  hills  and  mounds  and 
distant  pasture  lands,  teeming  with  placid  sheep  and  noisy 
crows,  came  out  as  bright  as  though  they  were  unrolled  bran 
new  for  the  occasion.  In  compliment  to  which  discovery,  the 
brook  stood  stiU  no  longer,  but  ran  briskly  off  to  bear  the 
tidings  to  the  water-mill,  three  miles  away. 

Mr.  Finch  was  jogging  along,  full  of  pleasant  thoughts  and 
cheerfiil  influences,  when  he  saw,  upon  the  path  before  him, 
going  in  the  same  direction  with  himself,  a  traveller  on  foot, 
who  walked  with  a  light,  quick  step,  and  sang  as  he  went — 
for  certain  in  a  veiy  loud  voice,  but  not  unmusically.     He 
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was  a  young  fellow  of  some  five  or  eix-and-twenty  perhaps, 
and  was  drest  in  such  a  free  and  fly-away  fashion,  that  the 
long  ends  of* his  loose  red  neckcloth  were  streaming  out 
behind  him  quite  as  often  as  before ;  and  the  bunch  of  bright 
winter  berries  in  the  buttonhole  of  his  velveteen  coat,  was  as 
visible  to  Mr.  Pinches  rearward  observation,  as  if  he  had  worn 
that  garment  wrong  side  foremost.  He  continued  to  sing 
with  so  much  energy,  that  he  did  not  hear  the  sound  of  wheels 
imtil  it  was  close  behind  him ;  when  he  turned  a  whimsical 
face  and  very  merry  pair  of  blue  eyes  on  Mr.  Pinch,  and 
diedced  himself  directly. 

"  Wkjy  Mark  !  "  said  Tom  Pinch,  stopping,  "  who  'd  have 
thought  of  seeing  you  here  ?     Well !  this  is  surprising !  " 

Mark  touched  his  hat,  and  said,  with  a  very  sudden  decrease 
of  vivacity,  that  he  was  going  to  Salisbury. 

*'  And  how  spruce  you  axe,  too ! "  said  Mr.  Pinch,  surveying 
him  with  great  pleasure.  "  Really  I  didn't  think  you  were 
half  such  a  tight-made  fellow,  Mark  ! " 

"  Thankee,  Mr.  Pinch.  Pretty  well  for  that,  I  believe. 
It 's  not  my  fault,  you  know.  With  regard  to  being  spruce, 
sir,  that's  where  it  is,  you  see."  And  here  he  looked 
particularly  gloomy. 

"  Where  what  is  ?  "  Mr.  Pinch  d^nanded. 

"  Where  the  aggravation  of  it  is.  Any  man  may  be  in 
good  spirits  and  good  temper  when  he 's  well  drest.  Hiere 
ain't  much  credit  in  that.  If  I  waa  very  ragged  and  very 
joUy,  then  I  should  begin  to  feel  I  had  gained  a  point,  Mr. 
Pinch." 

"  So  you  were  singing  just  now,  to  bear  up,  as  it  were, 
against  beiag  well  dressed,  eh,  Mark  ?  "  said  Pinch. 

"  Your  conversation 's  always  equal  to  print,  sir,"  rejoined 
Meurk,  with  a  broad  grin.     "  That  was  it." 

"  Well !  "  cried  Pinch,  "  you  are  the  strangest  young  man, 
Maik,  I  ever  knew  in  my  life.  I  always  thought  so ;  but  now 
I  am  quite  certain  of  it.  I  am  going  to  Salisbury,  too.  Will 
you  get  in  ?     I  shall  be  very  glad  of  your  company." 

The  young  fellow  made  his  acknowledgments  and  accepted 
the  offer ;  stepping  into  the  caniage  directly,  and  seating  him- 
self on  the  very  edge  of  the  seat  with  his  body  half  out  of  it, 
to  express  his  being  there  on  sufferance,  and  by  the  politeness 
of  Mr.  Pinch.  As  they  went  along,  the  conversation  pro- 
ceeded after  this  manner. 
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I  more  ihan  ha]f  believedy  just  bow,  settiig  joa  so  Tecy 
smart,"  said  Pinch,  ''  that  tou  miist  be  going  to  be  mairied, 
Mark." 

''  Well,  sir,  I  'tb  thought  of  that,  too/'  he  replied. 
''There  might  be  some  credit  in  being  joUv  with  a  wife, 
'specially  if  the  diildreo.  had  the  measles  and  that,  and  was 
very  firactioas  indeed.  But  I  'm  a'most  afraid  to  tiy  it.  I 
don't  see  my  way  dear," 

"  You  're  not  vezy  fond  of  anybody,  perhaps  ?  "  said  Pinch. 

^'  Not  particular,  sir,  I  think." 

''  But  the  way  would  be,  you  know,  Mark,  according  4o 
your  views  of  things,"  said  Mr.  Pinch,  ''  to  marry  somebody 
you  didn't  like,  and  who  was  very  disagreeable." 

''  So  it  would,  sir,  but  that  might  be  canying  out  a 
principle  a  little  too  far,  mightn't  it  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  it  might,"  said  Mr.  Pinch.  At  which  they  boQi 
laughed  gaily. 

''  Lord  bless  you,  sir,"  said  Mark,  "you  don't  half  know 
me,  though.  I  don't  believe  there  ever  was  a  man  as  could 
come  out  so  strong  under  circumstances  that  would  make 
other  men  miserable,  as  I  could,  if  I  could  only  get  a  chanoe. 
But  I  oan't  get  a  chanoe.  It's  my  opinion,  that  nobody 
never  will  know  half  of  what 's  in  me,  unless  something  very 
unexpected  turns  up.  And  I  don't  see  any  prospect  of  that. 
I  'm  a  going  to  leave  the  Dragon,  sir." 

''  Going  to  leave  the  Dragon ! "  cried  Mr.  Pinch,  looking 
at  him  with  great  astonishment.  ''  ^^'hy,  Mark,  you  take  my 
breath  away ! " 

''  Yes,  sir,"  he  rejoined,  looking  straight  before  him  and  a 
long  way  off,  as  men  do  sometimes  when  they  cogitate  pro- 
foundly. *'  What's  the  use  of  my  stopping  at  the  Dragon? 
It  an't  at  all  the  sort  of  place  for  me.  When  I  left  London 
(I'm  a  Kentish  man  by  birth,  though),  and  took  that  sitivation 
here,  I  quite  made  up  my  mind  that  it  was  the  dullest  little 
out-of-the-way  comer  in  England,  and  that  there  would  be 
some  credit  in  being  jolly  under  such  circumstances.  But, 
Lord,  there 's  no  dulness  at  the  Dragon !  Skittles,  cricket, 
quoits,  mne-pins,  comic  songs,  chorusses,  company  round  the 
chimney  comer  every  winter's  evening — any  man  could  be 
joUy  at  the  Dragon.     There 's  no  credit  in  thaty 

'^  But  if  common  report  be  true  for  once,  Mark,  as  I  think 
it  is,  being  able  to  confirm  it  by  what  I  know  myself,"  said 
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Mr.  Pinch,  ''  you  are  the  cause  of  half  this  merriment,  and 
set  it  going." 

''There  may  be  something  in  that,  too,  sir,"  answered 
Mark.     "  But  that 's  no  consolation." 

"  Well !  "  said  Mr.  Pinch,  after  a  short  silence,  his  usually 
subdued  tone  being  even  more  subdued  than  oyer.  "  I  can 
hardly  think  enough  of  what  you  tell  me.  Why,  what  will 
become  of  Mrs.  Lupin,  Mark  ?  " 

Mark  looked  more  fixedly  before  him,  and  Airther  off  still, 
as  he  answered  that  he  didn't  suppose  it  woidd  be  much  of 
an  object  to  her.  There  were  plenty  of  smart  young  fellows 
as  would  be  glad  of  the  place.     He  knew  a  dozen  himself. 

"That 's  probable  enough,"  said  Mr.  Pinch,  **  but  I  am  not 
at  all  sure  that  Mrs.  Lupin  would  be  glad  of  them.  Why,  I 
always  supposed  that  Mrs.  Lupin  and  you  woidd  make  a 
match  of  it,  Mark :  and  so  did  eyeiy  one,  as  fkr  as  I  know." 

*' I  never,"  Mark  replied,  in  some  confusion,  "said  nothing 
as  was  in  a  direct  way  courting-like  to  her,  nor  she  to  me,  but 
I  don't  know  what  I  mightn't  do  one  of  these  odd  times,  and 
what  she  mightn't  say  in  answer.  Well,  sir,  that  wouldn't 
suit." 

"Not  to  be  landlord  of  the  Dragon,  Mark?"  cried  Mr. 
Pinch. 

"No  sir,  certainly  not,"  returned  the  other,  withdrawing 
his  gaze  £rom  the  horizon,  and  looking  at  his  fellow-traveller. 
"  Why,  that  would  be  the  ruin  of  a  man  like  me.  I  go  and 
sit  down  comfortably  for  life,  and  no  man  never  finds  me  out. 
What  would  be  the  credit  of  the  landlord  of  the  Dragon*s 
being  jolly  ?  why,  he  couldn't  help  it,  if  he  tried." 

"Does  Mrs.  Lupin  know  you  are  going  to  leave  her?" 
Mr.  Pinch  inquired. 

"  I  haven't  broke  it  to  her  yet,  sir,  but  I  must.  I  'm  look- 
ing out  this  morning  for  something  new  and  suitable,"  he 
said,  nodding  towards  the  city. 

"  What  kLid  of  thing  now  ?  "  Mr.  Pinch  demanded. 

"  I  was  thinking,"  Mark  replied,  "  of  something  in  the 
grave-digging  way." 

"  Good  Gracious,  Mark ! "  cried  Mr.  Pinch. 

"  It 's  a  good  damp,  wormy  sort  of  business,  sir,"  said 
Mark,  shaking  his  head,  argumentatively,  "  and  there  might 
be  some  credit  in  being  jolly,  with  one's  mind  in  that  pursuit, 
unless  grave-diggers  is  usually  given  that  way ;  which  would 
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be  a  drawback.     You  don't  happen  to  know  bow  that  is,  in 
general,  do  you,  sir?" 

•*  No,"  said  Mr.  Finch,  "  I  don't  indeed.  I  never  thought 
upon  the  subject." 

''  In  case  of  that  not  turning  out  as  well  as  one  could  wish, 
you  know,"  said  Mark,  musing  again,  ''there's  other  busi- 
nesses. Undertaking  now.  That 's  gloomy.  There  might  be 
credit  to  be  gained  there.  A  broker's  man  in  a  poor  neigh- 
bourhood wouldn't  be  bad  perhaps.  A  jailor  sees  a  deal  of 
misery.  A  doctor's  man  is  in  the  yery  midst  of  murder.  A 
bailiff's  an't  a  liyely  office  naf rally.  Eyen  a  tax  gatherer 
must  find  his  feelings  rather  worked  upon,  at  times.  There  'b 
lots  of  trades,  in  which  I  should  have  an  opportunity,  I 
think?" 

Mr.  Finch  was  so  perfectly  oyerwhehned  by  these  remarks 
that  he  could  do  nothing  but  occasionally  exchange  a  word  or 
two  on  some  indifferent  subject,  and  cast  sidelong  glances  at 
the  bright  face  of  his  odd  Mend  (who  seemed  quite  uncon- 
scious of  his  observation),  untiL  they  reached  a  certain  comer 
of  the  road,  dose  upon  the  outskirts  of  the  city,  when  Mark 
said  he  would  jump  down  there,  if  he  pleased. 

''  But  bless  my  soul,  Mark,"  said  Mr.  Finch,  who  in  the 
progress  of  his  observation  just  then  made  the  discovery  that 
the  bosom  of  his  companion's  shirt  was  as  much  exposed  as  if 
it  were  midsummer,  and  was  ruffled  by  eveiy  breath  of  air, 
why  don't  you  wear  a  waistcoat  ?  " 

What 's  the  good  of  one,  sir  ?  "  asked  Mark. 

"Good  of  one?"  said  Mr.  Pinch.  *'Why,  to  keep  your 
2hest  warm." 

"  Lord  love  you,  sir ! "  cried  Mark,  "  you  don't  know  me. 
My  chest  don't  want  no  warming.  Even  if  it  did,  what  would 
no  waistcoat  bring  it  to  ?  Inflammation  of  the  lungs,  perhaps  ? 
Well,  there  'd  be  some  credit  in  being  joUy,  with  an  inflam- 
mation of  the  lungs." 

As  Mr.  Finch  returned  no  other  answer  than  such  as  was 
oonv^ed  in  his  drawing  his  breath  very  hard,  and  opening 
his  eyes  very  wide,  and  nodding  his  hcMEid  very  much,  Mark 
thanked  him  for  his  ride,  and  without  troubling  him  to  stop, 
jumped  lightly  down.  And  away  he  fluttered,  with  his  red 
neck-kerchief,  and  his  open  coat,  down  a  cross-lane :  turning 
back  from  time  to  time  to  nod  to  Mr.  Pinch,  and  looking  one 
of  the  most  careless,  good-humoured,  comical  fellows  in  life. 
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His  late  companion,  witli  a  thoughtful  face,  pursued  his  way 
to  Salisbury. 

Mr.  Pinch  had  a  shrewd  notion  that  Salisbury  was  a  very 
desperate  sort  of  place ;  an  exceeding  wild  and  dissipated  city ; 
and  when  he  had  put  up  the  horse,  and  given  the  hostler  to 
understand  that  he  would  look  in  again  in  the  course  of  an 
hour  or  two  to  see  him  take  his  com,  he  set  forth  on  a  stroll 
about  the  streets  with  a  vague  and  not  unpleasant  idea  that 
they  teemed  with  all  kinds  of  mystery  and  bedevilment.  To 
one  of  his  quiet  habits  this  little  delusion  was  greatly  assisted 
by  the  circumstance  of  its  being  market-day,  and  the  thorough- 
fares about  the  market-place  being  £Ued  with  carts,  horses, 
donkeys,  baskets,  waggons,  garden  stu£^  meat,  tripe,  pies, 
poultry,  and  hucksters'  wares  of  every  opposite  description 
and  possible  variety  of  character.  Then  ttiere  were  young 
farmers  and  old  faxmQTB,  with  smock  frocks,  brown  great-coats, 
drab  great-coats,  red  worsted  comforters,  leather-leggings,  won- 
der^ shaped  hats,  hunting-whips,  and  rough  sticks,  standing 
about  in  groups,  or  talking  noisily  together  on  the  tavern  steps, 
or  paying  and  receiving  huge  amounts  o£  greasy  wealth,  with 
the  assistance  of  such  bulky  pocket-books  that  when  they  were 
in  thair  pockets  it  was  apople^  to  get  them  out,  and  vrhea  they 
were  out,  it  was  spasms  to  get  them  in  again.  ALso  thare 
were  farmers*  wives  in  beaver  bonnets  and  red  cloaks,  riding 
shaggy  horses  purged  of  aU  earthly  passions,  who  went 
soberly  into  all  manner  of  places  without  desiring  to  know 
why,  and  who,  if  required,  would  have  stood  stock  stall  in  a 
china-shop,  with  a  complete  dinner-service  at  each  hoof.  Also 
a  great  many  dogs,  who  were  strongly  interested  in  the  state 
of  the  market  and  the  bargains  of  their  masters ;  and  a  great 
confusion  of  tongues,  both  brute  and  human. 

Mr.  Pinch  regarded  everything  exposed  for  sale  with  great 
delight,  and  was  particularly  struck  by  the  itinerant  cutlery, 
which  he  considered  of  the  very  keenest  kind,  insomuch  that 
he  purchased  a  pocket  knife  with  seven  blades  in  it,  and  not  a 
cut  (as  he  afterwards  found  out)  among  them.  When  he  had 
exhatLsted  the  market-place,  and  watched  the  farmers  safe  into 
the  market  dinner,  he  went  back  to  look  after  the  horse. 
Having  seen  him  eat  unto  his  heart's  content,  he  issued  forth 
again,  to  wander  round  the  town  and  regale  himself  with  the 
shop  windows :  previously  taking  a  long  stare  at  the  bank, 
and  wondering  in  what  direction  under-ground,  the  caverns 
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migbt  be,  where  they  kept  the  money ;  and  turning  to  look 
back  at  one  or  two  young  men  who  parsed  him,  whom  he  knew 
to  be  articled  to  solicitors  in  the  town ;  and  who  had  a  sort 
of  fearful  interest  in  his  eyes,  as  joUy  dogs  who  knew  a  thing 
or  two,  and  kept  it  up  tremendously. 

But  the  ^ops.  First  of  all,  there  were  the  jewellers'  shops, 
with  all  the  treasures  of  the  earth  displayed  therein,  and  such 
large  silver  watches  hanging  up  in  eveiy  pane  of  glass,  that 
if  they  were  an3rthing  but  first-rate  goers  it  certainly  was  not 
because  the  works  could  decently  complain  of  want  of  room. 
In  good  sooth  they  were  big  enough,  and  perhaps,  as  the 
saying  is,  ugiy  enough,  to  be  the  most  correct  of  all  mechan- 
ical performers;  in  Mr.  Finch's  eyes,  however,  they  were 
smaller  than  Geneva  ware ;  and  when  he  saw  one  very  bloated 
watch  announced  as  a  repeater,  gifted  with  the  uncommon 
power  of  striking  every  quarter  of  an  hour  inside  the  pocket 
of  its  happy  owner,  he  almost  wished  that  he  were  rich  enough 
to  buy  it. 

But  what  were  even  gold  and  silver,  precious  stones  and 
clockwork,  to  the  bookshops,  whence  a  pleasant  smeU  of  paper 
fr«My  pleased  came  iaauing  fi*rtli.  awakening  instant  reool- 
lections  of  some  new  grammar  had  at  school,  long  time  ago, 
with  ''Master  Pinch,  Grove  House  Academy,"  inscribed  in 
faultless  writing  on  the  fly-leaf !  That  whiff  of  russia  leather, 
too,  and  all  those  rows  on  rows  of  volumes,  neatly  ranged 
within — what  happiness  did  they  suggest !  And  in  the  win- 
dow were  the  spick-and-span  new  works  from  London,  with 
the  title-pages,  and  sometimes  even  the  first  "p&ge  of  the  first 
chapter,  laid  wide  open :  tempting  imwary  men  to  begin  to 
read  the  book,  and  then,  in  the  impossibility  of  turning  over, 
to  rush  blindly  in  and  buy  it!  Here  too  were  the  dainty 
frontispiece  and  trim  vignette,  pointing  like  hand-posts  on  the 
outskirts  of  great  cities,  to  the  rich  stock  of  incident  beyond ; 
and  store  of  books,  with  many  a  grave  portrait  and  time- 
honoured  name,  whose  matter  he  knew  well,  and  would  have 
given  mines  to  have,  in  any  form,  upon  the  narrow  shell 
beside  his  bed  at  Mr.  Pecksniff's.  What  a  heart-breaking 
shop  it  was ! 

There  was  another;  not  quite  so  bad  at  first,  but  still  a 
trying  shop;  where  children's  books  were  sold,  and  where 
poor  Bobinson  Crusoe  stood  alone  in  his  might,  with  dog  and 
hatchet,  goat-skin  cap  and  fowling-pieces;   calmly  surveyin^r 
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Fhilip  Quazil  and  the  host  of  imitators  round  liim,  and  calling 
Mr.  Pindi  to  vitneas  that  he,  of  all  the  crowd,  impieased  one 
flolitaiy  fboi-print  on  the  shore  of  hojish  memoiy,  whereof  the 
tread  of  generations  should  not  stir  the  lightest  grain  of  sand. 
And  there  too  were  the  Persian  tales,  with  ftying  diestsy  and 
students  of  enchanted  books  shut  up  for  years  in  cameras :  and 
there  too  was  Abudah,  the  merchant,  with  the  terrible  little 
old  woman  hobbling  out  of  the  box  in  his  bedroom :  and  there 
the  mighty  talisman — the  rare  Arabian  Nights — with  Cassim 
Baba,  divided  by  four,  like  the  ghost  of  a  dreadM  sum, 
hanging  up,  all  goiy,  in  the  robbers'  cave.  Which  matchless 
wonders,  coming  fast  on  Mr.  Pinch's  mind,  did  so  rub  up  and 
chafe  that  wonderful  lamp  within  him,  that  when  he  turned 
his  £aee  towards  the  busy  street,  a  crowd  of  phantoms  waited 
on  his  pleasure,  and  he  lived  again,  with  new  delight,  the 
happy  days  before  the  Pecksniff  era. 

He  had  less  interest  now  in  the  chemists'  shops,  with  their 
great  glowing  bottles  (with  smaller  repositories  of  brightness 
in  their  very  stoppers) ;  and  in  their  agreeable  compromises 
between  medicine  and  perfumery,  in  the  shape  of  toothsome 
lozenges  and  virgin  honey.  Neither  had  he  ^e  least  regard 
(but  he  never  had  much)  for  the  tailors',  where  the  newest 
metropolitan  waistcoat  patterns  were  hftngnTig  up,  which  by 
some  strange  transformation  always  looked  amazing  there,  and 
never  appeared  at  all  like  the  same  thing  anywhere  else.  But 
he  stopped  to  read  the  playbill  at  the  theatre,  and  surveyed 
the  doorway  with  a  kind  of  awe,  which  was  not  diminished 
when  a  sallow  gentleman  with  long  dark  hair  came  out,  and 
told  a  boy  to  run  home  to  his  lodgings  and  bring  down  his 
broadsword.  Mr.  Pinch  stood  rooted  to  the  spot  on  hearing 
this,  and  might  have  stood  there  until  dark,  but  that  the  old 
cathedral  bell  began  to  ring  for  vesper  service,  on  which  he 
tore  himself  away. 

Now,  the  organist's  assistant  was  a  j&iend  of  Mr.  Pinch's, 
which  was  a  good  thing,  for  he  too  was  a  very  quiet,  gentle 
soul,  and  had  been,  like  Tom,  a  kind  of  old-fashioned  boy  at 
school,  though  well  liked  by  the  noisy  fellows  too.  As  good 
luck  would  have  it  (Tom  always  said  he  had  great  good  luck) 
the  assistant  chanced  that  very  afternoon  to  be  on  duty  by 
himself,  with  no  one  in  the  dusiy  organ-lofb  but  Tom:  so 
while  he  played,  Tom  helped  him  with  the  stops ;  and  finally, 
the  service  being  just  over,  Tom  took  the  organ  himself.     It 
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was  then,  tunung  dark,  and  Ihe  jeEow  light  that  streamed  in 
through  the  ancient  windows  in  the  choir  was  mingled  with  a 
murl^  red.  As  the  grand  tones  resounded  through  the 
church,  they  seemed,  to  Tom,  to  find  an  echo  in  the  depth  of 
eveiy  ancient  tomh,  no  less  than  in  the  deep  mysteiy  of  his 
own  heart.  Great  thoughts  and  hopes  came  crowding  on  his 
mind  as  the  rich  music  rolled  upon  the  air,  and  yet  among 
them — something  more  grave  and  solemn  in  their  purpose, 
but  the  same — ^were  all  the  images  of  that  day,  down  to  its 
very  lightest  recollection  of  childhood.  The  feding  that  the 
sounds  awakened,  in  the  moment  of  their  existence,  seemed  to 
include  his  whole  life  and  being;  and  as  the  surrounding 
realities  of  stone  and  wood  and  glass  grew  dimmer  in  the 
darkness,  these  visions  grew  so  much  the  brighter  that  Tom 
might  have  forgotten  the  new  pupil  and  the  expectant  master, 
and  have  sat  there  pouring  out  his  grateful  heart  till  midnight, 
but  for  a  very  earthy  old  verger  insisting  on  locking  up  the 
cathedral  forthwith.  So  he  took  leave  of  his  j&iend,  with 
many  thanks,  groped  his  way  out,  as  well  as  he  could,  into  the 
now  lamp-lighted  streets,  and  hurried  off  to  get  his  dinner. 

AH  the  farmers  being  by  this  time  jogging  homewards, 
there  was  nobody  in  the  sanded  parlour  of  the  tavern  where 
he  had  left  the  horse ;  so  he  had  his  little  table  drawn  out  dose 
before  the  £re,  and  fell  to  work  upon  a  well-cooked  steak  and 
smoking  hot  potatoes,  with  a  strong  appredation  of  their 
excellence,  and  a  very  keen  sense  of  enjoyment.  Beside  him, 
too,  there  stood  a  jug  of  most  stupendous  Wiltshire  beer ;  and 
the  effect*of  the  whole  was  so  transcendent,  that  he  was  obliged 
every  now  and  then  to  lay  down  his  knife  and  fork,  rub  his 
hands,  and  think  about  it.  By  the  time  the  cheese  and  celery 
came,  Mr.  Pinch  had  taken  a  book  out  of  his  pocket,  and  could 
afford  to  trifle  with  the  viands ;  now  eating  a  little,  now  drink- 
ing a  little,  now  reading  a  little,  and  now  stopping  to  wonder 
what  sort  of  a  young  man  the  new  pupil  would  turn  out  to  be. 
He  had  passed  from  this  latter  theme  and  was  deep  in  hi^ 
book  again,  when  the  door  opened,  and  another  guest  came 
in,  bringing  with  him  such  a  quantity  of  cold  air,  that  he 
positively  seemed  at  first  to  put  the  fire  out. 

"  Very  hard  frost  to-night,  sir,"  said  the  new-comer,  cour- 
teously acknowledging  Mr.  Pinch's  withdrawal  of  the  little 
table,  that  he  might  have  place.  "  Don't  disturb  yourself, 
1  beg." 
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Though  he  said  this  mth  a  vast  amount  of  oonsideratioii 
fop  Mr.  Pinch's  comfort,  he  dragged  one  of  the  great  leather- 
bottomed  chairs  to  the  very  centre  of  the  hearth,  notwith- 
standing ;  and  sat  down  in  iront  of  the  fire,  with  a  foot  on 
each  hob. 

"  My  feet  are  quite  numbed.    Ah !    Bitter  cold  to  be  sure." 

''  You  hare  been  in  the  air  some  considerable  time,  I  dare 
say  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pinch. 

"  All  day.     Outside  a  coach,  too." 

"  That  accounts  for  his  making  the  room  so  cool,"  thought 
Mr.  Pinch.  "  Poor  fellow !  How  thoroughly  chilled  he  must 
be!" 

The  stranger  became  thoughtJ^,  likewise,  and  sat  for  fire 
or  ten  minutes  looking  at  the  fire  in  silence.  At  length  he 
rose  and  dirested  himself  of  his  shawl  and  great-coat,  which 
(far  diflTerent  from  Mr.  Pinch's)  was*  a  rery  warm  and  thick 
one ;  but  he  was  not  a  whit  more  conversational  out  of  his 
great-coat  than  in  it,  for  he  sat  down  again  in  the  same  place 
and  attitude,  and  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  began  to  bite  his 
nails.  He  was  young — one-and-twenty,  perhaps — ^and  hand- 
some; with  a  ke^i  dark  eye,  and  a  quickness  of  look  and 
manner  which  made  Tom  sensible  of  a  great  contrast  in  his 
own  bearing,  and  caused  him  to  feel  even  more  shy  than  usual. 

There  was  a  clock  in  the  room,  which  the  stranger  often 
turned  to  look  at.  Tom  made  frequent  reference  to  it  also  ; 
partly  from  a  nervous  sympathy  with  its  taciturn  companion  ; 
and  partly  because  the  new  pupil  was  to  inquire  for  him  at 
half  after  six,  and  the  hands  were  getting  on  towards  that 
hour.  Whenever  the  stranger  caught  him  looking  at  this 
clock,  a  kind  of  confusion  came  upon  Tom  as  if  he  had  been 
found  out  m  something ;  and  it  was  a  perception  of  his  un- 
easiness which  caused  the  younger  man  to  say,  perhaps,  with 
a  smile: 

"  We  both  appear  to  be  rather  particular  about  the  time. 
The  fact  is,  I  have  an  engagement  to  meet  a  gentleman  here." 

"  So  have  I,"  said  Mr.  Pinch. 

'*  At  half-past  six,"  said  the  stranger. 

"At  half-past  six,"  said  Tom  in  the  veiy  same  breath; 
whereupon  the  other  looked  at  him  with  some  surprise.  * 

"The  young  gentleman,  I  expect,"  remarked  Tom,  timidly, 
"  was  to  inquire  at  that  time  for  a  person  by  the  name  of 
Pinch/' 
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**  Dear  me  I "  cried  the  other,  jumping  up.  "  And  I  liave 
been  keeping  the  fire  from  you  all  this  while !  I  had  no  idea 
you  were  Mr.  Pinch.  I  am  the  Mr.  Martin  for  whom  you 
were  to  inquire.  Pray  excuse  me.  How  do  you  do  ?  Oh, 
do  draw  nearer,  pray ! " 

"Thank  you,"  said  Tom,  "thank  you.  I  am  not  at  all 
cold;  and  you  are;  and  we  have  a  cold  ride  before  us. 
Well,  if  you  wish  it,  I  will.  I — I  am  very  glad,"  said  Tom, 
fimfling  with  an  embarrassed  frankness  peculiarly  his,  and 
which  was  as  plainly  a  confession  of  his  own  imperfections, 
and  an  appeal  to  the  kindness  of  the  person  he  addressed,  as 
if  he  had  drawn  one  up  in  simple  language  and  committed  it 
to  paper:  "I  am  very  glad  indeed  that  you  turn  out  to  be  the 
party  I  expected.  I  was  thinking,  but  a  minute  ago,  that  I 
could  wish  him  to  be  like  you." 

"I  am  very  glad  to^hear  it,"  returned  Martin,  shflking 
hands  with  him  again ;  "  for  I  assure  you,  I  was  thiiilring  there 
could  be  no  such  luck  as  ^Ir.  Pinch's  turning  out  like  you,^^ 

"No,  reaUy!"  said  Tom,  with  great  pleasure.  "Are  you 
serious?" 

"Upon  my  word  I  am,"  replied  his  new  acquaintanoe. 
"  You  and  I  will  get  on  excellently  well,  I  know :  which  it  'b 
no  small  relief  to  me  to  feel,  for  to  teU  you  the  truth,  1  am 
not  at  all  the  sort  of  fellow  who  could  get  on  with  everybody, 
and  that's  the  point  on  which  I  had  the  greatest  doubts. 
But  they  're  quite  relieved  now. — ^Do  me  the  favour  to  ring 
the  ben,  wiU  you?" 

Mr.  Pinch  rose,  and  complied  with  great  alacrity — ^the 
handle  hung  just  over  Martin's  head,  as  he  warmed  himseK — 
and  listened  with  a  smiling  face  to  what  his  friend  went  on  to 
sav.     It  was : 

"If  you  Kke  punch,  you'll  allow  me  to  order  a  glass  a- 
piece,  as  hot  as  it  can  be  made,  that  we  may  usher  in  our 
friendship  in  a  becoming  manner.  To  let  you  into  a  secret, 
Mr.  Pinch,  I  never  was  so  much  in  want  of  something  warm 
and  cheering  in  my  life ;  but  I  didn't  like  to  run  the  chance 
of  being  found  drinking  it,  without  knowing  what  kind  of 
person  you  were ;  for  first  impressions,  you  know,  often  go  a 
long  way,  and  last  a  long  time." 

Mr.  Pinch  assented,  and  the  punch  was  ordered.  In  due 
course  it  came:  hot  and  strong.  After  drinking  to  each 
other  in  the  steaming  mixture^  they  became  quite  confidentiaL 
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"  I  'm  a  sort  of  relation  of  Pecksniff's,  you  know,"  said 
the  young  man. 

**  Indeed ! "  cried  Mr.  Pincli. 

**  Yes.  My  grandfather  is  his  cousin,  so  he  *s  kith  and  kin 
to  me,  somehow,  if  you  can  make  that  out.     I  can't." 

"  Then  Martin  is  your  Christian  name  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pinch, 
thoughtfully.     "Oh ! " 

*' Of  course  it  is,"  returned  his  friend :  "I  wish  it  was  my 
surname,  for  my  own  is  not  a  very  pretty  one,  and.it  takes  a 
long  time  to  sign.     Chuzzlewit  is  my  name." 

**  Dear  me  ?  "  cried  Mr.  Pinch,  with  an  involuntary  start. 

**You're  not  surprised  at  my  having  two  names,  I 
suppose?"  returned  the  other,  setting  his  glass  to  his  lips. 
*'  Most  people  have." 

**0h,  no,"  said  Mr.  Pinch,  ''not  at  all.  Oh  dear  no! 
Well ! "  And  then  remembering  that  Mr.  Pecksniff  had 
privately  cautioned  him  to  say  nothing  in  reference  to  the 
old  gentleman  of  the  same  name  who  had  lodged  at  the 
Dragon,  but  to  reserve  aU  mention  of  that  person  for  him,  he 
had  no  better  means  of  hiding  his  confusion,  than  by  raising 
his  own  glass  to  his  mouth. .  They  looked  at  each  other  out 
of  their  respective  tumblers  for  a  few  seconds,  and  then  put 
them  down  empty. 

'*  I  told  them  in  the  stable  to  be  ready  for  us  ten  minutes 
ago,"  said  Mr.  Pinch,  glancing  at  the  dock  again.  "  Shall 
we  go  ?  " 

**  If  you  please,"  returned  the  other. 

*' Would  you  like  to  drive?"  said  Mr.  Pinch;  his  whole 
face  beaming  with  a  consciousness  of  the  splendour  of  his 
offer.     "  You  shall,  if  you  wish." 

"Why,  that  depends,  Mr.  Pinch,"  said  Martin,  laughing, 
"upon  what  sort  of  horse  you  have.  Because  if  he's  a  bad 
one,  I  would  rather  keep  my  hands  warm  by  holding  them 
comfortably  in  my  great-coat  pockets." 

He  appeared  to  think  this  such  a  good  joke,  that  Mr.  Pinch 
was  quite  sure  it  must  be  a  capital  one.  Accordingly,  he 
laughed  too,  and  was  fully  persuaded  that  he  enjoyed  it  very 
much.  Then  he  settled  his  bill,  and  Mr.  Chuzzlewit  paid  for 
the  punch ;  and  having  wrapped  themselves  up,  to  the  extent 
of  their  respective  means,  they  went  out  together  to  the  front 
door,  where  Mr.  Pecksniff's  property  stopped  the  way. 

"I  won't  drive*   thank  you,  Mr.   Pinch,"   said  Martin, 
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getting  into  the  sitter's  place.  ''  By  Hie  hye,  there 's  a  box 
of  mine.     Can  we  manage  to  take  it  ?  " 

"Oh,  certainly,"  said  Tom.     **  Put  it  in,  Dick,  anywhere! " 

It  was  not  precisely  of  that  convenient  size  which  would 
admit  of  its  being  squeezed  into  any  odd  comer,  but  Dick  the 
hostler  got  it  in  somehow,  and  A&.  Chuzzlewit  helped  him. 
It  was  all  on  Mr.  Pinch's  side,  and  Mr.  Chuzzlewit  said  he 
was  very  much  a&aid  it  would  encumber  him ;  to  which  Tom 
said,  "Not  at  all;"  though  it  forced  him  into  such  an 
awkward  position,  that  he  had  much  ado  to  see  anything  but 
his  own  knees.  But  it  is  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody  any 
good;  and  the  wisdom  of  the  saying  was  verified  in  this 
instance ;  for  the  cold  air  came  from  Mr.  Pinch's  side  of  the 
carriage,  and  by  interposing  a  perfect  wall  of  box  and  man 
between  it  and  the  new  pupil,  he  shielded  that  young  gentle- 
man effectually :  which  was  a  great  comfort. 

It  was  a  clear  evening,  with  a  bright  moon.  The  whole 
landscape  was  silvered  by  its  light  and  by  the  hoar-frost ;  and 
everything  looked  exquisitely  beautiM.  At  first,  the  great 
serenity  and  peace  through  which  they  travelled,  disposed 
them  both  to  silence;  but  in  a  very  short  time  the  punch 
within  them  and  the  healthfrd  air  without,  made  them  loqua- 
cious, and  they  talked  incessantly.  When  they  were  half-way 
home,  and  stopped  to  give  the  horse  some  water,  Martin  (who 
was  very  generous  with  his  money)  ordered  another  glass  of 
punch,  which  they  drank  between  them,  and  which  had  not 
the  effect  of  making  them  less  conversational  than  before. 
Their  principal  topic  of  discourse  was  naturally  Mr.  Peck- 
sniff and  his  family ;  of  whom,  and  of  the  great  obligations 
they  had  heaped  upon  him,  Tom  Pinch,  with  the  tears  stand- 
ing in  his  eyes,  drew  such  a  picture,  as  would  have  inclined 
any  one  of  common  feeling  almost  to  revere  them :  and  of 
which  Mr.  Pecksniff  had  not  the  slightest  foresight  or  pre- 
conceived idea,  or  he  certainly  (being  very  humble)  would  not 
have  sent  Tom  Pinch  to  bring  IlLb  pupil  home. 

In  this  way  they  went  on,  and  on,  and  on — ^in  the  language 
of  the  story-books — until  at  last  the  village  lights  appeared 
before  them,  and  the  church  spire  cast  a  long  reflection  on  the 
grave-yard  grass :  as  if  it  were  a  dial  (alas,  the  truest  in  the 
world!)  marking,  whatever  light  shone  out  of  Heaven,  the 
flight  of  days  and  weeks  and  years,  by  some  new  shadow  on 
that  solemn  ground. 

70L,  I.  « 
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"  A  pretty  ehurcb. ! "  said  Martin,  observing  that  hu 
companion  dackened  the  slack  pace  of  the  horse,  as  they 
approached. 

**  Is  it  not  ?  "  cried  Tom,  with  great  pride.  "  There 's  the 
sweetest  little  organ  tiiere  you  eTer  heard,  I  play  it  for 
thena." 

"  Indeed  ?  "  said  Martin.  "  It  is  hardly  worth  the  trouble, 
I  fihotdd  think.     What  do  yon  get  for  that,  now  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  answered  Tom. 

''Well,"  returned  his  £dend,  ''you  are  a  very  strange 
fellow!" 

To  whidi  remai^  there  succeeded  a  brief  silence. 

"  When  I  say  nothing,"  observed  Mr.  Pinch,  cheerfully,  "  I 
am  wrong,  and  don't  say  what  I  mean,  because  I  get  a  great 
deal  of  pleasure  from  it,  and  the  means  of  passing  some  of 
the  happiest  hours  I  know.  It  led  to  something  else  the  otii^ 
day — ^but  you  will  not  care  to  hear  about  that,  I  dare  say  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  shall.     What  ?  " 

"  It  led  to  my  seeing,"  said  Tom,  ih'Kjower  vcace,  "  one  of 
^B  loveUest  and  most  beauti&l  faces  ycni  can  posdbly  picture 
to  yourseJf." 

**  And  yet  I  am  al^  to  picture  a  beautiful  one,"  said  his 
Mend,  thoughtfully,  "or  should  be,  if  I  have  any  memory." 

«  She  c«ae,"  said  Tom,  l»yii,g  his  hand  iqKm  the  olh^r's 
arm,  '*  for  the  first  time,  very  early  in  the  morning,  when  it 
was  hardly  light;  and  when  I  saw  her,  over  my  shoulder, 
standing  just  within  ike  pordi,  I  turned  quite  eold,  almost 
believing  her  to  be  a  spirit.  A  moment'^  reflection  got  the 
betto:  of  that  of  course,  and  fortunately  it  came  to  my  rdief 
so  soon,  that  I  didn't  leave  off  playing." 

"  Why  fortunately  ?  " 

"Why?  Because  she  stood  there,  listMiing.  I  had  my 
spectacles  on,  and  saw  her  through  the  chinks  in  the  curtains 
as  plainly  as  I  see  you ;  and  she  was  beautifiiL  After  a 
while  she  glided  off,  and  I  continued  to  play  until  she  was  oust 
of  hearing." 

^  Why  did  you  do  that  ?  " 

"  Don't  you  see  ?  "  responded  Tom.  "  Because  ;^ie  might 
suppose  I  hadn't  seen  her  *  and  might  return." 

"And  did  she?" 

"Certainly  she  did.  Next  morning,  and  next  evening  too : 
but  always  when  there  were  no  people  about,  and  always 
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alouo.  I  roee  earli^,  and  sat  there  later,  that  whoa  die 
came,  she  zuiglit  &d  the  church  door  open,  aad  the  orgaa 
playing^  and  might  Obot  be  disappomted.  She  strolled  that 
way  for  aome  days,  and  always  stayed  to  list^i.  Bat  die  ifi 
goibe  now,  oind  of  all  uiilikely  things  in  this  wide  w(»ld,  it  30 
perhaps  the  moeb  improbable  that  I  shall  ever  look  upon  her 
face  again." 

"  You  don't  know  anything  move  about  her  ?  " 

"No." 

*' And  you  never  followed  her  when  she  went  away  ?  " 

"  Why  should  I  distress  her  by  doing  that  ? "  said  Tom 
Pinch.  ''Is  it  likely  that  she  wanted  my  company?  She 
eaane  to  hear  the  oi^azi^  not  to  see  me ;  and  would  you  hAve 
had  mB  soare  her  £rom  a  place  she  seemed  to  grow  quite  fond 
of?  Now,  Heaven  bless  her!"  cried  Tom,  *'to  have  givesi 
her  but  a  minute's  pleasure  every  day,  I  would  have  gone  on 
playing  the  organ  at  those  times  until  I  was  an  old  man: 
quite  contented  if  she  scHnetimeB  thought  of  a  poor  feUow 
hke  me,  as  a  paart  of  the  mu^ic ;  and  more  than  recompensed 
if  she  ever  mixed  me  up  with  anything  she  liked  as  well  as 
she  liked  that !  " 

The  new  pupil  was  clearly  very  much  amazed  by  Mr. 
Pinch's  weakness,  and  would  probably  have  told  him  so,  and 
given  him  some  good  advice,  but  ^or  their  opportiuae  arrival 
at  Mr.  Pecksniff's  door :  the  front  door  this  time  on  aecount 
of  ihe  occasion  being  one  of  ccaremony  and  rejoiciag.  The 
mrhe  xxian  was  in  waiting  for  the  horse  who  had  been  adjured 
by  Mr.  Pinch  in  the  morning  not  to  yield  to  his  rabid  desire 
to  start ;  and  after  delivering  the  sjiimal  into  his  charge,  and 
beseeching  Mr.  Chuzzlewit  in  a  whisper  never  to  reveal  a 
syllable  of  what  he  had  just  told  him  in  the  fulnesfi  of  his 
heart,  Tom  led  the  pupil  in,  for  instant  presentation. 

Mr.  Pecksniff  had  clearly  not  expected  them  for  hours  to 
come :  for  he  was  surrounded  by  open  books,  and  was  glancing 
from  volume  to  volume,  with  a  black-lead  pencil  in  his  mouth, 
and  a  pair  of  compasses  in  his  hand,  at  a  vast  number  of 
mathematical  diagrams,  of  such  extraordinary  shapes  that 
they  looked  like  designs  for  fireworks.  Neither  had  Miss 
Chariiy  expected  them,  for  she  was  busied,  with  a  capacious 
wicker  basket  before  her,  in  making  impracticable  nightcaps 
for  the  poor.     Neither  had  Miss  Mercy  expected  them,  for  she 

vas  sitting  upon  her  stool,  tying  on  the — oh  good  gracious  !-~r- 
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the  petticoat  of  a  large  doll  that  she  was  dressing  for  a  neigh- 
bour's child:  really,  quite  a  grown-up  doll,  which  made  it 
more  confusing:  and  had  its  little  bonnet  dangling  by  the 
ribbon  from  one  of  her  fair  curls,  to  which  she  had  fastened 
it,  lest  it  should  be  lost,  or  sat  upon.  It  would  be  difficult,  if 
not  impossible,  to  conceive  a  family  so  thoroughly  taken  by 
surprise  as  the  Pecksniffs  were,  on  tills  occasion. 

"Bless  my  life!"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  looking  up,  and 
gradually  exchanging  his  abstracted  fiaxje  for  one  of  joyful 
recognition.  "  Here  already !  Martin,  my  dear  boy,  I  am 
delighted  to  welcome  you  to  my  poor  house  ! " 

With  this  kind  greeting,  Mr.  Pecksniff  fairly  to6k  him  to 
his  arms,  and  patted  him  several  times  upon  the  ba<)k  with 
his  right  hand  the  while,  as  if  to  express  that  his  feelings 
during  the  embrace  were  too  much  for  utterance. 

"  But  here,"  he  said,  recovering,  *'  are  my  daughters, 
Martin :  my  two  only  children,  whom  (if  you  ever  saw  them) 
you  have  not  beheld — ^ah,  these  sad  family  divisions ! — since 
you  were  infants  together.  Nay,  my  dears,  why  blush  at 
being  detected  in  your  every-day  pursuits?  We  h£id  prepared 
to  give  you  the  reception  of  a  visitor,  Martin,  in  our  little 
room  of  state,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  smiling,  **  but  I  like  this 
better — I  like  this  better ! " 

Oh  blessed  star  of  Innocence,  wherever  you  may  be,  how 
did  you  gHtter  in  your  home  of  ether,  when  the  two  Miss 
Pecksniffs  put  forth,  each  her  lily  hand,  and  gave  the  same, 
with  mantling  cheeks,  to  Martin !  How  did  you  twinkle,  as 
if  fluttering  with  sympathy,  when  Mercy  reminded  of  the 
bonnet  in  her  hair,  hid  her  fair  face  and  turned  her  head 
aside :  the  while  her  gentle  sister  plucked  it  out,  and  smote 
her,  with  a  sister's  soft  reproof,  upon  her  buxom  shoulder ! 

"And  how,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  turning  round  after  the 
contemplation  of  these  passages,  and  taking  Mr.  Pinch  in  a 
friendly  manner  by  the  elbow,  "  how  has  our  friend  here  used 
you,  Martin?" 

"Very  well  indeed,  sir.  We  are  on  the  best  terms,  I 
assure  you." 

"  Old  Tom  Pinch ! "  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  looking  on  him 
with  affectionate  sadness.  "Ah!  It  seems  but  yesterday 
that  Thomas  was  a  boy,  fresh  from  a  scholastic  course.  Yet 
years  have  passed,  I  think,  since  Thomas  Pinch  and  I  first 
walked  the  world  together ! " 
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Mr.  Pinch  could  say  nothing.  He  was  too  much  moved* 
But  he  pressed  his  master's  hand,  and  tried  to  thank  him. 

''And  Thomas  Pinch  and  I/'  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  in  a 
deeper  yoice,  ''will  walk  it  yet,  in  mutual  faithfulness  and 
friendship !  And  if  it  comes  to  pass  that  either  of  us  be  run 
oyer,  in  any  of  those  busy  crossings  which  diyide  the  streets 
of  life,  the  other  will  convey  him  to  the  hospital  in  Hope,  and 
sit  beside  his  bed  in  Bounty ! " 

"Well,  well,  welir'  he  added  in  a  happier  tone,  as  he 
shook  Mr.  Pinch's  elbow,  hard.  "  No  more  of  this !  Martin, 
my  dear  friend,  that  you  may  be  at  home  within  these  walls, 
let  me  show  you  how  we  live,  and  where.     Come !  " 

With  that  he  took  up  a  lighted  candle,  and,  attended  by 
his  young  relative,  prepared  to  leave  the  room.  At  the  door, 
he  stopped. 

"  You  '11  bear  us  company,  Tom  Piach  ?  " 

Ay,  cheerfully,  though  it  had  been  to  death,  would  Tom 
have  followed  him:  glad  to  lay  down  his  life  for  such  a  man ! 

"  This,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  opening  the  door  of  an  opposite 
parlour,  "  is  the  little  room  of  state,  I  mentioned  to  you.  My 
girls  have  pride  in  it,  Martin  !  This,"  opening  another  door^ 
"  is  the  little  chamber  in  which  my  works  (slight  things  at 
best)  have  been  concocted.  Portrait  of  myself  by  Spiller. 
Bust  by  Spoker.  The  latter  is  considered  a  good  likeness. 
I  seem  to  recognise  something  about  the  left-hand  comer  of 
the  nose,  myself." 

Martin  thought  it  was  very  like,  but  scarcely  intellectual 
enough.  Mr.  Pecksniff  observed  that  the  same  fault  had 
been  found  with  it  before.  It  was  remarkable  it  should  have 
struck  his  young  relation  too.  He  was  glad  to  see  he  had 
an  eye  for  art. 

"  Various  books  you  observe,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  waving 
his  hand  towards  the  wall,  "  connected  with  our  pursuit. 
I  have  scribbled  myself,  but  have  not  yet  published.  Be 
careful  how  you  come  up  stairs.  This,"  opening  another 
door,  "  is  my  chamber.  I  read  here  when  the  family  suppose 
I  have  retired  to  rest.  Sometimes  I  injure  my  health,  rather 
more  than  I  can  quite  justify  to  myself,  by  doing  so ;  but  art 
is  long  and  time  is  short.  Every  ^ility  you  see  for  jotting 
down  crude  notions,  even  here." 

These  latter  words  were  explained  by  his  pointing  to  a 
small  round  table  on  which  were  a  lamp,  divers  sheets  of 
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paper,  a  piece  of  India  rubber,  and  a  ease  of  instruments :  all 
put  ready,  in  case  an  architectural  idea  should  come  into 
Mr.  Pecksniff's  head  in  the  night ;  in  which  erent  he  would 
instantly  leap  out  of  bed,  and  fix  it  for  ever. 

Mr.  Pecksniff  opened  another  door  on  the  same  floor,  and 
shut  it  again,  all  at  once,  as  if  it  were  a  Blue  Chamber.  But 
before  he  had  well  done  so,  he  looked  smilingly  round,  and 
said  "  Why  not  ?  " 

Martin  couldn't  say  why  not,  because  he  didn't  know  any- 
thing at  all  about  it.  So  Mr.  Pecksniff  answered  himself,  by 
throwing  open  the  door,  and  saying  : 

"  My  daughters'  room.  A  poor  first-floor  to  us,  but  a 
bower  ix>  them.  Very  neat.  Veiy  airy.  Plants  you  observe ; 
hyacinths;  books  again;  birds."  These  birds,  by  the  bye, 
comprised  in  all  one  staggering  old  sparrow  without  a  tail, 
which  had  been  bbrrowed  expressly  from  the  kitchen.  *'  Such 
trifles  as  girls  love  are  here.  Nothing  more.  Those  who 
seek  heartless  splendour,  would  seek  here  in  vain." 

With  that  he  led  them  to  the  floor  above. 

'*  This,"  said  Mr.  Peeksniflf,  throwing  wide  the  door  of  the 
meiHorable  two-pair  front ;  "  is  a  room  where  some  talent  has 
been  developed,  I  beHeve.  This  is  a  room  in  which  an  idea 
for  a  steeple  occurred  to  me,  that  I  may  one  day  give  to  the 
world.  We  work  here,  my  dear  Martin.  Some  architects 
have  been  bred  in  this  room  :  a  few,  I  think,  Mr.  Pinch  ?  " 

Tom  fully  assented ;  and,  what  is  more,  fully  believed  it. 

"  Yoftt  see,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  passing  the  candle  rapidly 
from  roll  to  roll  of  paper,  **  some  traces  of  our  doings  here. 
Salisbury  Cathedral  from  the  north.  From  the  south.  From 
the  east.  From  the  west.  From  the  south-east.  From  the 
nor' -west.  A  bridge.  An  alms-house.  A  jail.  A  church. 
A  powder-magazine.  A  wine-ceUar.  A  portico.  A  summer- 
house.  An  ice-house.  Plans,  elevations,  sections,  every  kind 
of  tiling.  And  this,"  he  added,  having  by  this  time  reached 
another  large  chamber  on  the  same  story,  with  four  little  beds 
in  it,  "  this  is  your  room,  of  which  Mr.  Pinch  here,  is  the 
quiet  sharer.  A  southern  aspect ;  a  charming  prospect ;  Mr. 
Pinch's  little  library,  you  perceive  ;  everything  agreeable  and 
appropriate.  If  there  is  any  additional  comfort  you  would 
desire  to  have  here  at  any  time,  pray  mention  it.  Even  to 
strangers — far  less  to  you,  my  dear  Martin — there  is  no 
restriction  on  that  point." 
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It  was  imdoubtedly  true,  and  may  be  stated  in  oorrobora- 
tion  of  Mr.  PecksnifP,  that  any  pupil  had  the  most  liberal 
permission  to  mention  anything  in  this  way  that  suggested 
itself  to  his  fancy.  Some  young  gentlemen  had  gone  on 
mentioning  the  very  same  thing  for  five  years  without  ever 
being  stopped. 

''The  domestic  assistants/'  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  ''sleep 
abore;  and  that  is  all."  After  which,  and  listening  com- 
placently as  he  went,  to  the  encomiums  passed  by  his  young 
friend  on  the  arrangements  generafly,  he  led  the  way  to  the 
parlour  again. 

Here  a  great  change  had  taken  place ;  for  festiye  prepara- 
tions on  a  rather  extensive  scale  were  already  completed,  and 
the  two  Miss  PecksnifQs  were  awaiting  their  return  with 
hospitable  looks.  There  were  two  bottles  of  currant  wine— =- 
white  and  red;  a  dish  of  sandwiches  (very  long  and  very 
slim)  ;  another  of  apples ;  another  of  captain's  biscuits  (which 
are  always  a  moist  and  jovial  sort  of  yiand) ;  a  plate  of 
oranges  cut  up  small  and  gritty;  with  powdered  sugar,  and 
a  highly  geological  home-made  cake.  The  magnitude  of 
these  preparations  quite  took  away  Tom  Pinch's  breaith :  for 
though  tie  new  pupils  were  usually  let  down  sofkly,  as  one 
may  Say,  particularly  in  the  wine  department,  which  had  so 
many  stages  of  declension,  that  sometimes  a  young  gentleman 
was  a  whole  fortnight  iu  getting  to  the  pump ;  still  this  was 
a  banquet :  a  sort  of  Lord  Mayor's  feast  in  private  life :  a 
something  to  think  of,  and  hold  on  by,  afterwards. 

To  this  entertainment,  which,  apart  jfrom  its  own  intrinsic 
merits,  had  the  additional  choice  quality  that  it  was  in  strict 
keepiDg  with  the  night,  berog  both  light  and  cool,  Mr.  Peck- 
sniff besought  the  company  to  do  full  justice. 

"  Martin,"  he  said,  *'  will  seat  himself  between  you  two,  my 
dears,  and  Mr.  Pinch  will  come  by  me.  Let  us  drink  to  our 
new  inmate,  and  may  we  be  happy  together!  Martin,  my 
dear  friend,  my  love  to  you !  Mr.  Pinch,  if  you  spare  the 
bottle  we  shall  quarrel." 

And  trying  (in  his  regard  for  the  feelings  of  the  rest)  to 
look  as  if  the  wine  were  not  acid  and  didn't  make  him  wink, 
Mr.  Pecksniff  did  honour  to  his  own  toast. 

"  This,"  he  said,  in  allusion  to  the  party,  not  the  wine,  "  is 
a  mingling  that  repays  one  for  much  disappointment  and 
vexation.      Let  us  be  merry."      Here  he  took  a  captain's 
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biscuit.  ''It  is  a  poor  heart  that  never  rejoices;  and  onr 
hearts  are  not  poor  ?     No !  " 

With  such  stimulants  to  merriment  did  he  beguile  the 
time,  and  do  the  honours  of  the  table;  while  Mr.  Pinch, 
perhaps  to  assure  himself  that  what  he  saw  and  heard  was 
holiday  reality,  and  not  a  charming  dream,  ate  of  everything, 
and  in  particular  disposed  of  the  slim  sandwiches  to  a  sur- 
prising extent.  Nor  was  he  stinted  in  his  draughts  of  wine ; 
but  on  the  contrary,  remembering  Mr.  Pecksniff's  speech, 
attacked  the  bottle  with  such  vigour,  that  every  time  he  filled 
his  glass  anew.  Miss  Charity,  despite  her  amiable  resolves, 
could  not  repress  a  fixed  and  stony  glare,  as  if  her  eyes  had 
rested  on  a  ghost.  Mr.  Pecksniff  also  became  thoughtful  at 
those  moments,  not  to  say  dejected :  but,  as  he  knew  the 
vintage,  it  is  very  likely  he  may  have  been  speculating  on  the 
probable  condition  of  Mr.  Pinch  upon  the  morrow,  and  dis- 
cussing within  himself  the  best  remedies  for  colic. 

Martin  and  the  yoimg  ladies  were  excellent  Mends  already, 
and  compared  recollections  of  their  childish  days,  to  their 
mutual  liveliness  and  'entertainment.  Miss  Mercy  laughed 
immensely  at  everything  that  was  said ;  and  sometimes,  after 
glancing  at  the  happy  face  of  Mr.  Pinch,  was  seized  with  such 
fits  of  mirth  as  brought  her  to  the  very  confines  of  hysterics. 
But,  for  these  bursts  of  gaiety,  her  sister,  in  her  better  sense, 
reproved  her ;  observing,  in  an  angry  whisper,  that  it  was 
far  from  being  a  theme  for  jest ;  and  that  she  had  no  patience 
with  the  creature ;  though  it  generally  ended  in  her  laughing 
too — ^but  much  more  moderately — and  saying,  that  indeed  it 
was  a  little  too  ridiculous  and  intolerable  to  be  serious  about. 

At  length  it  became  high  time  to  remember  the  first  clause 
of  that  great  discovery  made  by  the  ancient  philosopher,  for 
securing  health,  riches,  and  wisdom ;  the  infallibility  of  which 
has  been  for  generations  verified  by  the  enormous  fortunes, 
constantly  amassed  by  chimney-sweepers  and  other  persons 
who  get  up  early  and  go  to  bed  betimes.  The  young  ladies 
accordingly  rose,  and  having  taken  leave  of  Mr.  Chuzzlewit 
with  much  sweetness,  and  of  their  father  with  much  duly, 
and  of  Mr.  Pinch  with  much  condescension,  retired  to  their 
bower.  Mr.  Pecksniff  insisted  on  accompanying  his  young 
Mend  up-stairs,  for  personal  superintendence  of  his  comforts ; 
and  taking  him  by  the  arm,  conducted  him  once  more  to  his 
bedroom,  followed  by  Mr.  Pinch,  who  bore  the  light. 
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**  Mr.  Pinch,"  said  Pecksniff,  seating  himself  with  folded 
arms  on  one  of  the  spare  beds.  ''  I  don't  see  any  snuffers  in 
that  candlestick.  Will  you  oblige  me  by  going  down,  and 
asking  for  a  pair  ?  " 

Mr.  Pinch,  only  too  happy  to  be  useful,  went  off  directly. 

"  You  will  excuse  Thomas  Pinch's  want  of  polish,  Martin," 
said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  with  a  smile  of  patronage  and  pity,  as  soon 
as  he  had  left  the  room.     '^  He  means  well." 

"  He  is  a  very  good  fellow,  sir." 

"Oh,  yes,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff.  "Yes.  Thomas  Pinch 
means  well.  He  is  very  grateful.  I  have  never  regretted 
having  befriended  Thomas  Pinch." 

'*  I  should  think  you  never  would,  sir." 

"No,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff.  "No.  I  hope  not.  Poor 
fellow,  he  is  always  disposed  to  do  his  best ;  but  he  is  not 
gifted.  You  will  make  him  use^  to  you,  Martin,  if  you 
please.  If  Thomas  has  a  fault,  it  is  that  he  is  sometimes 
a  little  apt  to  forget  his  position.  But  that  is  soon  checked. 
Worthy  soul!  You  wiU  find  him  easy  to  manage.  Good 
night ! " 

"  Good  night,  sir." 

By  this  time  Mr.  Pinch  had  returned  with  the  snuffers. 

"And  good  night  to  you,  Mr.  Pinch,"  said  Pecksniff.  "And 
sound  sleep  to  you  both.     Bless  you !     Bless  you !  " 

Invoking  this  benediction  on  ihe  heads  of  his  yoimg  friends 
with  great  fervour,  he  withdrew  to  his  own  room ;  while  they, 
being  tired,  soon  fell  asleep.  If  Martin  dreamed  at  all,  some 
clue  to  the  matter  of  his  visions  may  possibly  be  gathered 
from  the  after-pages  of  this  history.  Those  of  Thomas  Pinch 
were  all  of  holidays,  church  organs,  and  seraphic  Pecksniffs. 
It  was  some  time  before  Mr.  Pecksniff  dreamed  at  all,  or  even 
sought  his  pillow,  as  he  sat  for  full  two  hours  before  the  fire 
in  his  own  chamber,  looking  at  the  coals  and  thinking  deeply. 
But  he,  too,  slept  and  dreamed  at  last.  Thus  in  the  quiet 
hours  of  the  night,  one  house  shuts  in  as  many  incoherent 
and  incongruous  fancies  as  a  madman's  head. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

OOXPBISES,  AMOirO  OTHER  IMPORTANT  UATTERS,  PEOKSinFFIAN  AND  ARCHI- 
TEOTURAL,  AN  EXACT  RELATION  OF  THE  PROGRESS  MADE  BY  MR. 
PINCH  IN  THE  CONFIDENCE  AND  FRIENDSHIP  OF  THE  NEW  PUPIL. 

It  was  moxnaiiig;  and  the  beautiful  Aurora,  of  wliom  so 
much  hath  been  written,  said,  and  sung,  did,  with  her  rosy 
fingers,  nip  and  tweak  Miss  Pecksniff's  nose.  It  was  the 
frolicsome  custom  of  the  Goddess,  in  her  intercourse  with  the 
fair  Cherry,  so  to  do ;  or  in  more  prosaic  phraae,  the  tip  of 
that  feature  in  the  sweet  girl's  countenance,  was  always  very 
red  at  breakfast-time.  For  the  most  part,  indeed,  it  wore,  at 
that  season  of  the  day,  a  scraped  and  frosty  look,  as  if  it  had 
been  rasped ;  while  a  similar  phenomenon  developed  itsdf  in 
her  humour,  which  was  then  observed  to  be  of  a  sharp  and 
acid  quality,  as  though  an  extra  lemon  (figuratively  speaking) 
had  been  squeezed  into  the  nectar  of  her  disposition,  and  had 
rather  damaged  its  flavour. 

This  additional  pungency  on  the  part  of  the  fair  yotmg 
creature  led,  on  ordinary  occasions,  to  such  slight  conse- 
quences as  the  copious  dilution  of  Mr.  Pinch's  tea,  or  to  his 
coming  off  uncommonly  short  in  respect  of  butter,  or  to  other 
the  like  results.  But  on  the  morning  after  the  Installation 
Banquet,  she  suffered  him  to  wander  to  and  fit)  among  the 
eatables  and  drinkables,  a  perfectly  fi*ee  and  unchecked  man ; 
so  utterly  to  Mr.  Pinch's  wonder  and  confusion,  that  like  the 
wretched  captive  who  recovered  his  liberty  in  his  old  age,  he 
could  make  but  little  use  of  his  enlargement,  and  feU  into  a 
strange  kind  of  flutter  for  want  of  some  kind  hand  to  scrape 
his  bread,  and  cut  him  off  in  the  article  of  sugar  with  a 
lump,  and  pay  him  those  other  little  attentions  to  which  he 
was  accustomed.  There  was  something  almost  awful,  too, 
about  the  self-possession  of  the  new  pupil ;  who  '*  troubled  " 
Mr.  Pecksniff  for  the  loaf,  and  helped  himself  to  a  rasher  of 
that  gentleman's  own  particular  and  private  bacon,  with  all 
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tae  coolness  in  Irfe.  He  even  seemed  to  think  that  he  was 
doing  quite  a  regular  thing,  and  to  expect  that  Mr.  Pinch 
-vronld  folloir  his  example,  since  he  took  occasion  to  obserre  of 
that  yo>ang  man  *'  that  he  didn't  get  on : "  a  speech  of  so 
tremendoois  a  character,  that  Tom  cast  down  his  eyes  involun- 
tarily, and  fblt  as  if  he  himself  had  committed  some  horrible 
deed  and  heinous  breach  of  Mr.  Pecksnifrs  confidence.  In- 
deed, the  agony  of  having  sudi  an  indiscreet  remark  addressed 
to  him  before  the  assembled  fbmily,  was  breakfast  enough  in 
itself,  and  would,  without  any  other  matter  of  reflection,  have 
settled  Mr.  Pinch's  business  and  quenched  his  appetite,  for  one 
meal,  though  he  had  been  never  so  hungry. 

The  young  ladies,  however,  and  Mr.  Pecksniff  likewise, 
remained  in  the  very  best  of  spirits  in  e^ite  of  these  severe 
trials,  though  with  something  of  a  mysterious  understanding 
among  themselves.  When  the  meal  was  nearly  over,  Mr. 
Pecksniff  smilingly  explained  the  cause  of  their  common 
satia&ictioci. 

"  It  is  not  often,"  he  said,  "  Martin,  that  my  daughters  and 
I  desert  our  quiet  home  to  pursue  the  giddy  round  of  pleasures 
that  revolves  abroad.     But  we  think  of  doing  so  to-day." 

"  Indeed,  sir  !"  cried  the  new  pupil. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  tapping  his  left  hand  with  a 
letter  which  he  held  in  his  right.  "  I  have  a  summons  here 
to  repair  to  London;  on  professional  btisiness,  my  dear 
Martin ;  strictly  on  professional  business ;  and  I  promised  my 
girls,  long  ago,  that  whenever  that  happened  again,  they 
shoidd  accompany  me.  We  shall  go  forth  to-night  by  the 
heavy  coach — ^like  the  dove  of  old,  my  dear  Martin — and  it 
will  be  a  week  before  we  again  deposit  our  olive-branches  in 
the  passage.  When  I  say  olive-branches,"  observed  Mr.  Peck- 
snifip,  in  explanation,  **  I  mean,  our  impretending  luggage." 

"  I  hope  the  young  ladies  wiU  enjoy  their  trip,"  said 
Martin. 

"  Oh  !  that  I  'm  sure  we  shall !"  cried  Mercy,  clapping  her 
hands,  ''Good  gracious.  Cherry,  my  darling,  the  idea  of 
London !" 

"Ardent  child!"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  gazing  on  her  in  a 
dreamy  way.  **  And  yet  there  is  a  melancholj'  sweetness  in 
these  youthJftil  hopes  !  It  is  pleasant  to  know  iiat  they  never 
can  be  realised.  I  remember  thinking  once  myself,  in  the 
days  of  my  childhood,  that  pickled  onions  grew  on  trees,  and 
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that  eyeiy  elephant  was  bom  with  an  impregnable  castle  on 
his  back.  I  have  not  found  the  fact  to  be  so ;  far  from  it ;  and 
yet  those  visions  have  comforted  me  under  circumstances  of 
trial.  Even  when  I  have  had  the  anguish  of  discovering  that 
I  have  nourished  in  my  breast  an  ostrich,  and  not  a  human 
pupil— even  in  that  hour  of  agony,  they  have  soothed  me." 

At  this  dread  allusion  to  John  Westlock,  Mr.  Pinch  pre- 
cipitately choked  in  his  tea;  for  he  had  that  veiy  morning 
received  a  letter  from  him,  as  Mr.  Pecksniff  very  well  knew. 

**  You  will  take  care,  my  dear  Martin,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff, 
resuming  his  former  cheerfulness,  '*  that  the  house  does  not 
run  away  in  our  absence.  We  leave  you  in  charge  of  every- 
thing. There  is  no  mystery ;  all  is  free  and  open.  Unlike 
the  young  man  in  the  Eastern  tale — ^who  is  described  as  a 
one-eyed  almanack,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  Mr.  Pinch  ?" — 

**  A  one-eyed  calender,  I  think,  sir,"  faultered  Tom. 

"  They  are  pretty  nearly  the  same  thing,  I  believe,"  said 
Mr.  Pecksniff,  smiling  compassionately ;  "  or  they  used  to  be 
in  my  time.  Unlike  that  young  man,  my  dear  Martin,  you 
are  forbidden  to  enter  no  comer  of  this  house ;  but  are  re- 
quested to  make  yourself  perfectly  at  home  in  every  part  of  it. 
You  will  be  jovial,  my  dear  Martin,  and  will  kill  the  fatted 
calf  if  you  please  !  " 

There  was  not  the  least  objection,  doubtless,  to  the  young 
man's  slaughtering  and  appropriating  to  his  own  use  any  calf, 
fat  or  lean,  that  he  might  happen  to  find  upon  the  premises ; 
but  as  no  such  animal  chanced  at  that  time  to  be  grazing  on 
Mr.  Pecksniffs  estate,  this  request  must  be  considered  rather 
as  a  polite  compliment  than  a  substantial  hospitality.  It  was 
the  finishing  ornament  of  the  conversation ;  for  when  he  had 
delivered  it,  Mr.  Pecksniff  rose,  and  led  the  way  to  that  hotbed 
of  architectural  genius,  the  two-pair  front. 

**  Let  me  see,"  he  said,  searching  among  the  papers,  ''how 
you  can  best  employ  yourself,  Martin,  while  I  am  absent. 
Suppose  you  were  to  give  me  your  idea  of  a  momunent  to  a 
Lord  Mayor  of  London;  or  a  tomb  for  a  sheriff;  or  your 
notion  of  a  cow-house  to  be  erected  in  a  nobleman's  park. 
Do  you  know,  now,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  folding  his  hands, 
and  looking  at  his  young  relation  with  an  air  of  pensive 
interest,  "  that  I  should  very  much  like  to  see  your  notion  of 
a  cow-house  ?" 

But  Martin  by  no  means  appeared  to  relish  this  suggestion. 
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**  A  pmnp/'  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  ''  is  veiy  chaste  practice. 
I  have  found  that  a  lamp-post  is  calculated  to  refine  l^e  mind 
and  give  it  a  classical  tendency.  An  ornamental  turnpike 
has  a  remarkable  effect  upon  the  imagination.  What  do  you 
say  to  beg^inning  with  an  ornamental  turnpike  ?" 

"Whatever  Mr.  Pecksniff  pleased,''  said  Martin,  doubt- 
Mly. 

*'  Stay,"  said  that  gentleman.  "  Come !  as  you  're  ambitious, 
and  are  a  very  neat  draughtsman,  you  shall — ha  ha ! — ^you 
shall  try  your  hand  on  these  proposals  for  a  grammar-school : 
regulating  your  plan,  of  course,  by  the  printed  particulars. 
Upon  my  word,  now,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  merrily,  "  I  shall  be 
very  curious  to  see  what  you  make  of  the  grammar-school. 
Who  knows  but  a  young  man  of  your  taste  might  hit  upon 
something,  impracticable  and  unlikely  in  itself,  but  which  I 
could  put  into  shape  ?  For  it  really  is,  my  dear  Martin,  it 
really  is  in  the  fiuJRhiTig  touches  alone,  that  great  experience 
and  long  study  in  these  matters  tell.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Now  it 
really  .wiU  be,"  continued  Mr.  Pecksniff,  dapping  his  young 
Mend  on  the  back  in  his  droll  humour,  "  an  amusement  to 
me,  to  see  what  you  make  of  the  grammar-school." 

Martin  readily  undertook  this  task,  and  Mr.  Pecksniff  forth- 
with proceeded  to  entrust  him  with  the  materials  necessary  for 
its  execution  :  dwelling  meanwhile  on  the  magical  effect  of  a 
few  finishing  touches  fipom  the  hand  of  a  master;  which, 
indeed,  as  some  people  said  (and  these  were  the  old  enemies 
again!)  was  unquestionably  very  surprising,  and  almost 
miraculous ;  as  there  were  cases  on  record  in  which  the  mas- 
terly introduction  of  an  additional  back  window,  or  a  kitchen 
door,  or  half-a-dozen  steps,  or  even  a  water  spout,  had  made 
the  design  of  a  pupil  Mr.  Pecksniff's  own  work,  and  had 
brought  substantial  rewards  into  that  gentleman's  pocket. 
But  such  is  the  magic  of  genius,  which  changes  aU  it  handles 
into  gold ! 

"  When  your  mind  requires  to  be  refreshed,  by  change  of 
occupation,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  Thomas  Pinch  will  instruct 
you  in  the  art  of  surveying  the  back  garden,  or  in  ascertaining 
the  dead  level  of  the  road  between  this  house  and  the  finger- 
post, or  in  any  other  practical  and  pleasing  pursuit.  There 
are  a  cart-load  of  loose  bricks,  and  a  score  or  two  of  old 
flower-pots,  in  the  back-yard.  If  you  could  pile  them  up,  my 
dear  Martin,  into  any  form  which  would  remind  me  on  my 
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return — say  of  St.  Peter's  at  Rome,  or  ihe  Mosque  of  St, 
SopMa  at  Constantinople — it  -would  be  at  once  improving  to 
you  and  agreeable  to  my  feelings.  And  now,"  said  Mr. 
Pecksniff,  in  conclusion,  ''to  drqp,  for  tlie  present,  our 
professional  relations  and  advert  to  private  matters,  I  shall  bo 
glad  to  talk  with  you  in  my  own  room,  while  I  padc  up  my 
portmanteau." 

Martin  attended  him ;  and  they  remained  in  secret  con- 
ference together  for  an  hour  or  more;  leaving  Tom  Pinch 
alone.  When  the  young  man  returned,  he  was  veiy  taciturn 
and  dull,  in  which  stat-e  he  remained  all  day ;  so  that  Tcan, 
after  trying  him  once  or  twice  with  indifferent  conversation, 
felt  a  delicacy  in  obtruding  himself  upon  his  thoughts,  and 
said  no  more. 

He  would  not  have  had  leisure  to  say  much,  had  his  new 
friend  been  ever  so  loquacious :  for  first  of  all  Mr.  Pecksniff 
called  him  down  to  stand  upon  the  top  of  his  portmanteau  and 
represent  ancient  statues  there,  until  such  time  as  it  would 
consent  to  be  l^ocked ;  and  then  Miss  Charity  called  him  to 
come  and  cord  her  trunk :  and  then  Miss  Mercy  sent  for  him 
to  come  and  mend  her  box ;  and  then  he  wTote  the  fullest 
pojBsible  cards  for  all  the  luggage ;  end  then  he  volunteered 
to  carry  it  aU  down  stairs;  and  after  that  to  see  it  safely 
carried  on  a  couple  of  barro«rs  to  the  old  finger-poet  at  the 
end  of  the  lane ;  and  then  to  mind  it  tiH  the  coach  came  up. 
In  short,  his  day's  work  would  have  been  a  prettj"  heavy  one 
for  a  porter,  but  his  thorough  good-will  made  nothing  of  it ; 
and  as  he  sat  upon  the  lug^^age  at  last,  waiting  for  the  Peck-, 
sniffis,  escorted  by  the  new  pui)il,  to  come  do^vn  the  laae,  his 
heart  was  light  with  the  hope  of  having  pleased  his  bene- 
factor. 

''  I  was  almost  afraid,"  said  Tom,  taking  a  letter  from  his 
pocket,  and  wiping  liifi  face,  for  he  was  hot  with  bustling 
about  though  it  was  a  cold  day,  "  that  I  shouldn't  have  had 
time  to  write  it,  sand  that  would  have  been  a  thousand  pities  : 
postage  fi?om  such  a  distance  being  a  serious  consideration, 
vikeu  one 's  not  rich.  She  will  be  glad  to  see  my  hand,  poor 
g33Pl,  .and  to  hear  that  Pecksniff  is  as  kind  as  ever.  I  would 
have  asked  John  Westlock  to  call  and  see  her,  and  teU  her  all 
about  me  by  woard  of  mouth,  but  I  was  «£*aid  he  might  speak 
against  Pecksniff  to  her,  and  make  her  uneasy.  Besides, 
tiaey  are  particular  people  where  she  is,  and  it  might  have 
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rendered  her  situatioii  muxnnfortable  if  she  had  had  a  visit 
&om  a  joMBg  man  like  John.     Poor  Ruih  1 " 

Tom  Pinch  seemed  a  litde  disposed  to  be  melancholy  for 
half  a  minnte  or  so,  but  he  found  comfort  veiy  soon,  and 
pursued  his  ruminations  thus  : 

'^  I  'm  a  nice  man,  I  don't  think,  as  Joha  used  to  say 
(John  was  a  kind,  merry-hearted  fellow :  I  wish  he  had  liked 
Pecksniff  better)  to  be  feeling  low,  on  account  of  the  distance 
between  us,  when  I  ought  to  be  thinking,  instead,  of  my 
extraordinary  good  luck  in  having  ever  got  here.  I  must 
have  been  bom  with  a  silver  spoon  in  my  mouth,  I  am  sure, 
to  have  ever  come  across  Pecksniff.  And  here  have  I  fallen 
again  into  my  usual  good-luck  with  the  new  pupil !  Such  an 
affable,  generous,  free  fellow,  as  he  is,  I  never  saw.  Why, 
we  were  companions  directly  !  and  he  a  relation  of  Pecksnifi''s 
too,  and  a  clever,  dashing  youth  who  might  cut  his  way 
through  the  world  as  if  it  were  a  cheese !  Here  he  cqm^s 
while  the  words  are  on  my  lips,'*  said  Tom :  *'  waDcihg  down 
the  lane  as  if  the  lane  belonged  to  him." 

In  truth,  the  new  pupil,  not  at  all  disconcerted  by  the 
honour  of  having  Miss  Mercy  Pecksniff  on  his  arm,  or  by  the 
affectionate  adieux  of  that  yoimg  lady,  approached  as  Mr. 
Pinch  spoke,  followed  by  Miss  Charity  and  Mr<  Pecksniff. 
As  the  coach  appeared  at  the  same  moment,  Tom  lost  no  time 
in  entreating  the  gentleman  last  m^itioned,  to  undertake  the 
dehvery  of  his  letter. 

'*  Oh ! "  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  glancing  at  the  superscription. 
*'  For  your  sister,  Thomas.  Yes,  oh  yes,  it  shall  be  delivered, 
Mr.  Pinch.  Make  your  mind  easy  upon  that  score.  She 
shall  certainly  have  it,  Mr.  Pinch." 

He  made  the  promise  with  so  much  condescension  and 
patronage,  that  Tom  felt  he  had  asked  a  great  deal  (this  had 
not  occurred  to  his  mind  before),  and  thanked  him  earnestly. 
The  Miss  Pecksniffs,  according  to  a  custom  they  had,  were 
amused  beyond  description,  at  the  mention  of  Mr.  Pinch's 
sister.  Oh  the  fright !  The  bare  idea  of  a  Miss  Pinch ! 
Good  heavens ! 

Toan  was  greatly  pleased  to  fiee  them  so  merry,  for  he  took 
it  as  a  token  of  their  favour,  and  good-humoured  regard. 
Therefore  he  huughed  too  and  rubbed  his  hands,  and  wished 
them  a  pleasant  journey  and  safe  return,  and  was  quite  brisk. 
Even  when  the  coach  had  rolled  away  with  the  oKve-branches 
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in  tho  boot  and  the  family  of  doves  inside,  he  stood  waving 
his  hand  and  bowing:  so  much  gratified  by  the  unusually 
courteous  demeanour  of  the  young  ladies,  that  he  was  quite 
regardless,  for  the  moment,  of  Martin  Chuzzlewit,  who  stood 
leaning  thoughtfiilly  against  the  finger-post,  and  who  after 
disposing  of  his  fair  charge  had  hardly  lifted  his  eyes  firom 
the  ^ound. 

The  perfect  silence  which  ensued  upon  the  bustle  and 
departure  of  the  coach,  together  with  tiie  sharp  air  of  the 
wintry  afternoon,  roused  them  both  at  the  same  time.  They 
turned,  as  by  mutual  consent,  and  moved  off,  arm-in-arm 

"  How  melancholy  you  are ! "  said  Tom ;  "  what  is  the 
matter  ?  " 

**  Nothing  worth  speaking  of,"  said  Mcirtin.  *'  Very  little 
more  than  was  the  matter  yesterday,  and  much  more,  I  hope, 
than  wiU  be  the  matter  to-morrow.    I  'm  out  of  spirits,  Pinch." 

"  Well,"  cried  Tom,  "now  do  you  know  I  am  in  capital 
spirits  to-day,  and  scarcely  ever  felt  more  disposed  to  be  good 
company.  It  was  a  very  kind  thing  in  your  predecessor,  John, 
to  write  to  me,  was  it  not  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes,"  said  Martin  carelessly :  **  I  should  have 
thought  he  would  have  had  enough  to  do  to  enjoy  himself, 
without  thinking  of  you,  Pinch." 

"  Just  what  I  felt  to  be  so  very  likely,"  Tom  rejoined : 
"  but  no,  he  keeps  his  word,  and  says,  *  My  dear  Pinch,  I 
often  think  of  you,'  and  all  sorts  of  kind  and  considerate  things 
of  that  description." 

*'  He  must  be  a  devilish  good-natured  feUow,"  said  ^iartin; 
somewhat  peevishly :  *'  because  he  can't  mean  that,  you 
know." 

"  I  don't  suppose  he  can,  eh  ? "  said  Tom,  looking  wist- 
fully in '  his  companion's  face.  "  He  says  so  to  please  me, 
you  think  ?  "  . 

"  Why,  is  it  likely,"  rejoined  Martin,  wilh  greater  earnest- 
ness,  "  that  a  young  man  newly  escaped  from  this  kennel  of  a 
place,  and  tre^  to  all  the  delights  of  being  his  own  master  in 
London,  can  have  much  leisure  or  inclination  to  think 
favourably  of  anything  or  anybody  he  has  left  behind  him 
here  ?     I  put  it  to  you.  Pinch,  is  it  natural  ?  " 

After  a  short  reflection,  Mr.  Pinch  replied,  in  a  more 
subdued  tone,  that  to  be  sure  it  was  unreasonable  to  expect 
any  such  thing,  and  that  he  had  no  doubt  Martin  knew  best. 


> 


MARTIN  CHUZZLBWIT.  9> 

"  Of  course  I  know  best,"  Martin  observed. 

"  Yes,  I  feel  that,"  said  Mr.  Pinch,  mildly.  "  I  said  so." 
And  when  he  had  made  this  rejoinder,  they  fell  into  a  blank 
silence  again,  which  lasted  imtil  they  reached  home :  b^  which 
time  it  was  dark. 

Now,  Miss  Chajiiy  Pecksniff,  in  consideration  of  the  in- 
convenience of  carrying  them  with  her  in  the  coach,  and  the 
impossibility  of  preserving  them  by  artificial  means  until  the 
family's  return,  had  set  forth,  in  a  couple  of  plates,  the 
fragments  of  yesterday's  feast.  In  virtue  of  which  liberal 
arrangement,  they  had  the  happiness  to  find  awaiting  them  in 
the  parlour  two  chaotic  heaps  of  the  remains  of  last  night's 
pleasure,  consisting  of  certain  filmy  bits  of  oranges,  some 
mummied  sandwiches,  various  disrupted  masses  of  the 
geological  cake,  and  several  entire  captain's  biscuits.  That 
choice  liquor  in  which  to  steep  these  dainties  might  not  be 
wanting,  the  remains  of  the  two  bottles  of  currant  wine  had 
been  poured  together  and  corked  with  a  curl-paper ;  so  that 
every  material  was  at  hand  for  making  quite  a  heavy  night 
of  it. 

Martin  Chuzzlewit  beheld  these  roystering  preparations  with 
infinite  contempt,  and  stirring  the  fire  into  a  blaze  (to  the 
great  destruction  of  Mr.  Pecksniff's  coals),  sat  moodily  down 
before  it,  in  the  most  comfortable  chair  he  could  find.  That 
he  might  the  better  squeeze  himself  into  the  small  comer  that 
was  left  for  him,  Mr.  Pinch  took  up  his  position  on  Miss 
Mercy  Pecksniff's  stool,  and  setting  his  glass  down  upon  the 
hearth-rug  and  putting  his  plate  upon  his  knees,  began  to 
enjoy  himself. 

If  Diogenes  coming  to  life  again  could  have  rolled  himself, 
tub  and  all,  into  Mr.  Pecksniff's  parlour,  and  could  have  seen 
Tom  Pinch  as  he  sat  on  Mercy  Pecksniff's  stool  with  his  plate 
and  glass  before  him,  he  could  not  have  faced  it  out,  though 
in  his  surliest  mood,  but  must  have  smiled  good-temperedly. 
The  perfect  and  entire  satisfSeiction  of  Tom;  his  surpassing 
appreciation  of  the  husl^  sandwiches,  which  crumbled  in  his 
mouth  like  sawdust;  the  imspeakable  relish  with  which  he 
swallowed  the  thin  wine  by  drops,  and  smacked  his  lips,  as 
though  it  were  so  rich  and  generous  that  to  lose  an  atom  of 
its  j&ruiiy  flavour  were  a  sin ;  the  look  with  which  he  paused 
sometimes,  with  his  glass  in  his  hand,  proposing  silent  toasts 
to  himself;    and  the  anxious    shade  that  came  upon  his 
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contented  face  when  aftsr  wandering  round  the  room,  exult- 
ing in  its  uninyaded  anugueBS,  his  glance  encountered  the  dull 
brow  of  his  companion ;  m)  cynio  in  the  world,  thoi^gh  ia  his 
hatred  ^of  its  men  a  very  gxiffin^  could  ha^e  withstood  these 
things  in  Thomas  Pinch. 

Some  men  would  have  slapped  him  on  the  back,  and 
pledged  him  in  a  bumper  of  the  currant  wina,  though  it  had 
been  the  sharpest  Tinegar — ay,  and  liked  its  flaTOur  too; 
some  would  have  seized  him  by  his  honest  hand,  and  thanked 
him  for  the  lesson  that  his  sim^  natu3?e  taught  them.  Some 
would  have  laughed  with,  and  otkeis  would  have  laughed  at 
him ;  of  which  last  clafis  was  Martin  Chussdewit,  who,  unable 
to  restrain  himself  at  last,  laughad  loud  and  long. 

*'  That 's  right,"  said  Tom,  nodding  approTingly.  **  Gheoc 
up!     That 's  capital !  " 

At  which  encouragement,  young  Martin  laughed  again: 
and  said,  as  soon  as  he  had  breath  and  gravity  enough : 

''  I  never  saw  such  a  fellow  as  you  are,  Pinch/' 

*' Didn't  you  though?"  said  Tom.  "WeU,  it's  ^peiy 
likely  you  do  find  me  strange,  because  I  have  hardly  seen 
anything  of  the  world,  and  yov.  ha^e  seen  a  good  deal  I 
dare  say  ?  " 

*'  Pretty  well  for  my  time  of  Efe,"  rejoined  Martin,  drawing 
his  chair  still  nearer  to  the  fire,  and  (Reading  his  £eiet  out  osl 
the  fender.  '*  Deuce  take  it,  I  must  talk  openly  to  0om€^hody. 
I  'E  talk  openly  to  you,  Pineh." 

''  Do ! "  said  Tom.  '^  1  shall  take  it  aa  ba?^  resy  friendlly 
of  you." 

"  I  'm  not  in  your  way,  am  I  ?  "  inquired  Martin^  gjaocong 
down  at  Mr.  Pinch,  who  was  by  this  time  kKdcistg  at  Hxb  ire 
ovOT  his  leg, 

'^Notatall!"  cried  Tom. 

''  You  must  know  then,  to  make  ahoirt  of  a  long  at(»7,"  said 
Martin,  beginning  with  a  kind  of  efiE<»t,  as  if  the  revelation 
were  not  agreeable  to  him :  **  that  I  have  been  bred  up  iroax 
childhood  with  great  expectatkiQA,  and  have  always  been  taught 
to  believe  that  I  should  be,  oae  day,  very  rieh.  So  I  shoidd 
have  been,  but  for  certain  briaf  reasons  which  I  am  godx^  ta 
tell  you,  and  which  have  led  to  my  bang  disinherited." 

'*  By  your  ik&er  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Pinch,  with  opcoi  «ye& 

*'  By  Toy  grandfather.  I  have  had  no  parents  these  mmy 
jesarn.     Scarcely  within  my  remembrance." 


XABTOT  OHVZZUCWIT.  M 

'^ Neitlkor  bave  I"  said  Tom,  toacUng  the  jwmg  sum's 
hand  with  hi»  own  and  tuaiidly  withdzawia^  it  agoiiL 
<<Dearsie!" 

« "^yiiy  as  to  that  7011  know,  PiBch,"  pnnued  tte  other, 
stirriag  the  £re  again,  and  speaking  in  hia  vapid,  off-hand 
way :  **  it 's  all  veiy  right  and  proper  to  be  fond  of  parents 
when  we  have  them,  and  to  bear  i^em.  in  vemembranoe  affcer 
they  're  dead^  if  you  haye  ever  known  air^thing  cf  them. 
Bat  as  I  never  did  know  anything  about  mine  personally,  you 
know,  why  I  can't  be  expected  to  be  Teiy  sentimental  about 
'em.     And  I  am  not :  that 's  the  truth." 

Mr.  Pinch  was  just  then  looking  thoughtfully  at  the  bars. 
But  on  his  ecmipanion  pausing  in  this  plaee,  he  started,  and 
'^Oh!   of   couzae" — and    oomrposed  himself  to  listen 


''  In  a  word,"  said  Martin,  ''  I  have  been  bred  and  reared 
all  my  life  by  this  grandfutker  of  whom  I  have  just  spoken, 
liow,  he  has  a  great  many  good  points ;  there  is  no  doubt 
about  that ;  I  '11  not  disguise  the  fact  £:<»a  you ;  but  he  has 
two  very  great  fuilts,  whiieh  are  the  staple  of  his  bad  side. 
In  the  fixst  place,  he  has  the  most  eonfirmed  obstinacy  of 
chacaater  you  ever  met  with  in  any  human  creature.  In  the 
second,  he  is  most  abominably  selfish." 

'' Is  he  indeed  ?  "  cried  Tom. 

^^  In  those  two  respeets,"  xetaxned  the  other,  *'  there  never 
was  such  a  man.  I  have  often  heard  from  those  who  know, 
liiat  they  have  been,  time  out  of  mind,  the  fulinga  of  our 
family ;  and  I  believe  there  'a  some  truth  in  it.  But  I  can't 
say  of  my  own  knowledge.  AH  I  haive  to  do,  you  know,  is  to 
be  very  thankful  that  l^tey  haven't  descended  to  me>  and  to  be 
very  careful  that  I  don't  contract  'em." 

"  To  be  sure,"  said  Mr.  Pinch.     "  Very  proper." 

«  Well,  sir,"  resumed  Madin»  stixxing  the  fire  once  more, 

and  drawing  his  chair  still  closer  to  it,  '*  his  selfishness  makes 

him  exacting,  you  see ;  and  his  obstinacy  makes  him  reeohita 

in  his  exactions.     The  consequence  is  that  he  has  always 

exacted  a  great  deal  from  me  in  the  way  oi  respect,  and 

submission,  and  self-denial  when  his  wishes  were  in  questicHi, 

and  so  forth.     I  have  borne  a  great  deal  from,  him,  because  I 

have  been  under  obligations  to  him  (if  one  can  ever  be  said  to 

be  und^  obUgations  to  one's  own  grandfintherX  and  because  I 

have  been  really  attached  to  him ;  but  we  have  had  a  great 
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many  quarrels  for  all  that,  for  I  could  not  aooommodate 
myself  to  his  ways  very  ofben — not  out  of  the  least  reference 
to  myself  you  understand,  but  becauao  "  he  stammered 
here,  and  was  rather  at  a  loss. 

Mr.  Pinch  being  about  the  worst  man  in  the  world  to  help 
anybody  out  of  a  difficulty  of  this  sort,  said  nothing. 

''  Well !  as  you  understand  me,"  resumed  Martin,  quickly, 
"  I  needn't  hunt  for  the  precise  expression  I  want.  Now,  I 
come  to  the  cream  of  my  story,  and  the  occasion  of  my  being 
here.     I  am  in  love,  Pinch." 

Mr.  Pinch  looked  up  into  his  face  with  increased  interest. 

*'  I  say  I  am  in  love.  I  am  in  love  with  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  girls  the  sun  ever  shone  upon.  But  she  is  wholly 
and  entirely  dependent  upon  the  pleasure  of  my  grandfather ; 
and  if  he  were  to  know  that  she  favoured  my  passion,  she 
would  lose  her  home  and  everything  she  possesses  in  the 
world.     There  is  nothing  very  selfish  in  tJuU  love,  I  think  ?  " 

"Selfish!"  cried  Tom.  "You  have  acted  nobly.  To 
love  her  as  I  am  sure  you  do,  and  yet  in  consideration  for  her 
state  of  dependence,  not  even  to  disclose " 

"  What  are  you  talking  about.  Pinch  ? "  said  Martin 
pettishly :  "  don't  make  yourself  ridiculous,  my  good  fellow ! 
What  do  you  mean  by  not  disclosing  ?  " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  answered  Tom.  "  I  thought  you 
meant  that,  or  I  wouldn't  have  said  it." 

"  If  I  didn't  teU  her  I  loved  her,  where  would  be  the  use 
of  my  being  in  love  ?  "  said  Martin :  **  unless  to  keep  myself 
in  a  perpetual  state  of  worry  and  vexation  ?  " 

"  That 's  true,"  Tom  answered.  "  WeU !  I  can  guess  what 
she  said  when  you  told  her,"  he  added,  glancing  at  Martin's 
handsome  face. 

"Why,  not  exactly.  Pinch,"  he  rejoined,  with  a  slight 
firown:  "because  she  has  some  girlish  notions  about  duty 
and  gratitude,  and  all  the  rest  of  it,  which  are  rather  hard  to 
fathom;  but  in  the  main  you  are  right.  Her  heart  was 
mine,  I  found." 

"  Just  what  I  supposed,"  said  Tom.  "  Quite  natural ! " 
and,  in  his  great  satisfeu^on,  he  took  a  long  sip  out  of  his 
wine-glass. 

"  Although  I  had  conducted  myself  from  the  first  with  the 
utmost  circumspection,"  pursued  Martin,  "  I  had  not  managed 
matters  so  wdl  but  that  my  grandfather,  who  is  full  of 


MAETIN  CHUZZIiS?nT.  101 

jealousy  and  distrust,  suspected  me  of  loving  her.  He  said 
nothing  to  her,  but  straightway  attacked  me  in  private,  and 
chai^^  me  with  designing  to  corrupt  the  Melily  to  himself 
(there  you  observe  his  selfishness),  of  a  young  creature  whom 
he  had  trained  and  educated  to  be  his  only  disinterested  and 
faithful  companion  when  he  should  have  disposed  of  me  in 
marriage  to  his  heart's  content.  Upon  that,  I  took  fire 
immediately,  and  told  him  that  with  his  good  leave  I  would 
dispose  of  myself  in  marriage,  and  would  rather  not  be 
knocked  down  by  him  or  any  other  auctioneer  to  any  bidder 
whomsoever." 

Mr.  Pinch  opened  his  eyes  wider  and  looked  at  the  fire 
harder  than  he  had  done  yet. 

*'  You  may  be  sure,"  said  Martin,  '^  that  this  nettled  him, 
and  that  he  began  to  be  the  very  reverse  of  complimentary  to 
myself.  Interview  succeeded  interview;  words  engendered 
words,  as  they  always  do ;  and  the  upshot  of  it  was,  that  I 
was  to  renounce  her,  or  be  renounced  by  him.  Now  you 
must  bear  in  mind,  Pinch,  that  I  am  not  only  desperately 
fond  of  her  (for  though  she  is  poor,  her  beauly  and  intellect 
would  reflect  great  credit  on  anybody,  I  don't  care  of  what 
pretensions,  who  might  become  her  husband),  but  that  a  chief 
ingredient  in  my  composition  is  a  most  determined —  " 

' 'Obstinacy,"  suggested  Tom  in  perfect  good  faith.  But 
the  suggestion  was  not  so  well  received  as  he  had  expected ; 
for  the  young  man  immediately  rejoined,  with  some  irritation, 

"  What  a  fellow  you  are,  Pinch !  " 

*'  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Tom,  "  I  thought  you  wanted  a 
word." 

"  I  didn't  want  that  word,"  he  rejoined.  "  I  told  you 
obstinacy  was  no  part  of  my  character,  did  I  not  ?  I  was 
going  to  say,  if  you  had  given  me  leave,  that  a  chief 
ingredient  in  my  composition  is  a  most  determined  firmness." 

''  Oh ! "  cried  Tom,  screwing  up  his  mouth,  and  nodding. 
*'  Yes,  yes ;  I  see ! " 

"  And  being  firm,"  pursued  Martin,  "  of  course  I  was  not 
going  to  yield  to  him,  or  give  way  by  so  much  as  the 
thousandth  part  of  an  inch." 

"  No,  no,"  said  Tom. 

**  On  the  contrary ;  the  more  he  urged,  the  more  I  was 
determined  to  oppose  him." 

"To  be  sure!"  said  Tom. 
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**  Very  well/'  rejoined  Martin,  tibrordzkg  lumself  back  in 
his  (Hair,  witk  a  oardLew  irave  of  both  hands,  am  if  the  sabjeot 
wcae  <qpiite  settled,  and  nolMng  moro  could  be  said  about  it — 
'"There  is  an  end  of  the  uratter,  and  heie  am  I !" 

Mr.  Tmeh.  sat  storing'  at  the  £re  for  some  minutes  with  a 
pnzded  look,  «aoh  as  he  might  ha^e  assomed  if  some  mieom- 
monly  diffieulfe  eonnndrom  had  been  proposed,  which  he  fonnd 
it  impoesible  to  gaess.     At  leogth  he  said : 

''  Pecksn^,  of  eouree,  you  had  known  before?" 

"  Only  by  name.  No,  I  iiad  never  seen  him,  for  my 
grandfather  kept  not  only  himself  but  me,  aloof  from  all  his 
relations.  But  our  separation  took  place  in  a  town  in  the 
adjoining  cotmty.  From  that  place  I  came  to  Salisbury,  and 
iliere  I  saw  Peaksniff's  advertisement,  which  I  answered, 
baring  always  had  some  natural  taste,  I  believe,  in  the 
matters  to  which  it  referred,  and  thinking  it  might  suit  me. 
As  soon  as  I  found  it  to  be  his,  I  was  doubly  bent  on  coming 
to  him  if  possible,  on  account  of  his  being — " 

*'  Shich  an  excellent  man,"  interposed  Tom,  rubbing  his 
haikds :  ''  BO  he  is.     You  weve  quite  right." 

u  "Why  not  so  much  on  that  account,  if  the  truth  must  be 
spc&en,"  returned  Martin,  **  as  because  my  grandfather  has 
an  inveterate  •disHke  to  him,  and  after  the  old  man's  arbitrary 
troatm^it  of  me  I  had  a  natural  desire  to  ran  as  directly 
coimter  to  all  his  opinions  as  I  oouM.  Well !  as  I  said  before, 
here  I  am.  My  engagement  with  the  young  lady  I  have  been 
teUing  you  about,  is  likely  to  be  a  tolerably  long  one;  for 
neither  her  proepeots,  nor  mine,  are  -rery  bright;  and  of 
course  I  shall  not  think  of  marrying  until  I  am  weU  able  to 
do  so.  It  would  never  do,  you  know,  for  me  to  be  plunging 
myself  into  poverty  and  shabbiness  and  love  in  one  room  up 
pnee  pair  of  stairs,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  To  say  nothiaig  of  her,"  remarked  Tom  Pinch,  in  «  low 
voice. 

"  Exactly  so,"  rejoined  Martin,  rising  to  warm  his  back, 
and  leanmg  against  the  chimney-piece.  "  To  say  nothing  of 
her.  At  the  same  time,  of  course  it 's  not  very  hard  upon  her 
to  be  obliged  to  yield  to  the  necessity  of  the  case:  first, 
because  she  loves  me  very  much;  and  secondly,  because  I 
have  sacrificed  a  great  deal  on  her  account,  and  might  have 
done  much  better,  you  know." 

It  was  a  very  long  time  before  Tom  said  "  Certainly ; "  so 
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long,  that  he  might  h«f«  taken  a  nap  in  the  interval,  but  he 
did  wa^  it  at  last. 

''Now,  there  is  one  odd  ooincidenoe  oonneetod  with  liiis 
love-stozy,"  said  Maitia,  ''which  brings  it  to  an  end.  Tou 
remember  what  you  told  me  last  night  as  we  were  coming 
here,  about  your  pretty  visitor  in  tiie  (diurch  ?" 

"  Surely  I  do,"  said  Tom,  rising  ftotn.  his  stool,  and  seating 
himself  in  the  chair  ftooL  which  the  other  had  lately  risen, 
that  he  might  see  his  fbce.     "  Undoubtedly." 

*'  That  was  she." 

'*  I  knew  what  you  were  going  to  say,"  cried  Tom,  looking 
fixedly  at  him,  and  fl|>eaking  very  soffcly.  '^  You  don't  tell 
me  so?" 

''  That  was  she,"  repeated  the  young  man.  ''  After  what  I 
hare  heard  from  Pecksniff,  I  have  no  doubt  that  she  came 
and  went  with  my  grandfather. — Don't  you  drink  too  much 
of  that  sour  wine,  or  you  'U  have  a  fit  of  some  sort.  Pinch,  I 

fSKSOm 

"  It  is  not  very  wholesome,  I  am  a&eid,"  said  Tom,  setting 
down  the  empty  glass  he  had  fbr  some  time  held.  "  So  that 
was  she,  was  it?" 

Martin  nodded  assent :  and  adding,  with  a  restless  impa- 
tience, that  if  he  had  been  a  few  days  earlier  he  would  have 
seen  her ;  and  that  now  she  might  be,  for  anything  he  knew, 
hundreds  of  miles  away;  threw  himself,  after  a  few  turns 
across  the  room,  into  a  chair,  and  chafed  like  a  spoilt  child. 

Tom  Pinch's  heart  was  very  tender,  and  he  could  not  bear 
to  see  the  most  indifferent  person  in  distress ;  stiU  less  one 
who  had  awakened  an  interest  in  him,  and  who  regarded  him 
(eilh^er  in  fSact,  or  as  he  supposed)  with  kindness,  and  in  a 
spirit  of  lenient  construction.  Whatever  his  own  thoughts 
had  been  a  few  moments  before — and  to  judge  from  his  £a^ 
they  must  have  been  pretty  serious — he  dismissed  them 
instantly,  and  gave  his  young  friend  the  best  counsel  and 
comfort  that  occurred  to  him. 

''  All  will  be  well  in  time,"  said  Tom,  "  I  have  no  doubt ; 
and  some  trial  and  adyersity  just  now  will  only  serve  to  make 
you  more  attached  to  each  other  in  better  days.  I  have  always 
read  ihat  the  truth  is  so,  and  I  have  a  feeling  within  me, 
which  tells  me  how  natural  and  right  it  is  that  it  should  be. 
What  never  ran  smooth  yet,"  said  Tom,  with  a  smile,  which 
despite  the  homeliness  of  his  face,  was  pleasanter  to  see  than 
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many  a  proud  beauty's  brightest  glance:  "what  never  ran 
smooth  yet,  can  hardly  be  expected  to  change  its  character  for 
ufl ;  so  we  must  take  it  as  we  !find  it,  and  fashion  it  into  the 
very  best  shape  we  can,  by  patience  and  good-humour.  I 
have  no  power  at  all ;  I  needn't  tell  you  that ;  but  I  have  an 
excellent  wiU ;  and  if  I  could  ever  be  of  vse  to  you,  in  any- 
way whatever,  how  very  glad  I  should  be  !'* 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Martin,  shaking  his  hand.  "  You  're 
A  good  fellow,  upon  my  word,  and  speak  very  kindly.  Of 
/conzse  you  know,"  he  added,  after  a  moment's  pause,  .as  he 

-  drew  his  chair  towards  the  fire  again,  "  I  should  not  hesitate 
'to  ,avail  myself  of  your  services  if  you  could  help  me  at  all ; 
but  mercy  on  us!" — Here  he  rumpled  his  hair  impatiently 

-  with  his  hand,  and  looked  at  Tom  as  if  he  took  it  rather  ill 
that  he  was  not  somebody  else — "  You  might  as  well  be  a 
toasting-fork  or  a  j&ying-pan.  Pinch,  for  any  help  you  can 

^render  me." 

"  Except  in  the  inclination,"  said  Tom,  gently. 

"  Oh !  to  be  sure.  I  meant  that,  of  course.  If  inclination 
-weni  for  anything,  I  shouldn't  want  help.  I  tell  you  what 
jou  may  do,  though,  if  you  wiU — at  the  present  moment  too." 
^  ^"  What  is  that  ?  "  demanded  Tom. 

'"  Read  to  me." 

"  I  shall  be  delighted,"  cried  Tom,  catching  up  the  candle, 
with  enthusiasm.  "Excuse  my  leaving  you  in  the  dark  a 
moment,  and  I  'U  fetch  a  book  directly.  What  will  you  like  ? 
Shakspeaxe?" 

"  Ay ! "  replied  his  friend,  yawning  and  stretching  himself. 

"He'll  do.     I  am  tired  with  the  busiie  of  to-day,  and  the 

novelty  of  everything  about  me ;  and  in  such  a  case,  there 's 

no  grea;ier  luxury  in  the  world,  I  think,  than  being  read  to 

-«leep.     You  won't  mind  my  going  to  sleep,  if  I  can  ?" 

-•"Wot  at  all !"  cried  Tom. 

^*  Then  begin  as  soon  as  you  like.  You  needn't  leave  off 
when  you  see  me  getting  drowsy  (unless  you  feel  tired),  for 
it's  pleasant  to  w^e  gradually  to  the  sounds  again.  Did 
you  ever  try  that  ?" 

"No,  I  never  tried  that,"  said  Tom. 

"Well!  You  can,  you  know,  one  of  these  days  when 
we're  both  in  the  right  humour.  Don't  mind  leaving  me  in 
the  dark.     Look  sharp !" 

Mr.  Pinch  lost  no  time  in  movLog  away ;  and  in  a  minute 
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or  two  returned  with  one  of  the  precious  volumes  from  the 
shelf  beside  his  bed.  Martin  had  in  the  meantime  made 
himself  as  comfortable  as  circumstanoes  would  permit,  by 
constructing  before  the  fire  a  temporary  sofa  of  three  chairs 
with  Mercy's  stool  for  a  pillow,  and  lying  down  at  full-length 
upon  it. 

''  Don't  be  too  loud,  please/'  he  said  to  Pinch. 

"  No,  no,"  said  Tom. 

**  You  're  sure  you  're  not  cold  ?" 

"Not  at  all!"  cried  Tom. 

"  I  am  quite  ready,  then." 

Mr.  Pinch  accordingly,  after  turning  over  the  leaTes  of  his 
book  with  as  much  care  as  if  they  were  Hying  and  highly 
cherished  creatures,  made  his  own  selection,  and  began  to 
read.  Before  he  had  completed  fifty  lines,  his  Mend  was 
snoring. 

"  Poor  fellow ! "  said  Tom,  sofUy,  as  he  stretched  out  his 
head  to  peep  at  him  over  the  backs  of  the  chairs.  "  H^  is 
very  young  to  have  so  much  trouble.  How  trustful  and 
generous  in  him  to  bestow  all  this  confidence  in  me.  And 
that  was  she,  was  it  ?  " 

But  suddenly  remembering  their  compact,  hb  took  up  the 
poem  at  the  place  where  he  had  left  off,  and  went  on  reading ; 
always  forgetting  to  snuff  the  candle,  imtil  its  wick  looked  like 
a  mushroom.  He  gradually  became  so  much  interested,  that 
he  quite  forgot  to  replenish  the  fire ;  and  was  only  reminded 
of  hLs  neglect  by  Martin  Chuzzlewit  starting  up  after  the  lapse 
of  an  hour  or  so,  and  crying  with  a  shiver : 

"  Why,  it 's  nearly  out,  I  declare !  No  wonder  I  dreamed 
of  beiQg  frozen.  Do  call  for  some  coals.  What  a  fellow  you 
are,  Pinch ! " 
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CHAPTER  vn. 

« 
IN  WHICH  HB.  CHEYY  SLTME  ASSEBTS  THE  INDEPENDENCE  OF  HIS  SPIBIT; 

AND  THE  BLUE  DBAGON  LOSES  A  LIMB. 

Mastin  began  to  -v^ork  at  tlie  grammar-sohool  next  morn- 
ing, with,  so  much,  vigour  and  expedition,  that  Mr.  Pinch  had 
new  reason  to  do  homage  to  the  natural  endowments  of  that 
young  gentleman,  and  to  acknowledge  his  infinite  snpericmtry 
to  himself.  The  new  pupil  received  Tom's  compliments  very 
graciously ;  and  having  by  this  time  conceived  a  real  regard 
jfor'  him,  in  his  own  pieculiar  way,  predicted  that  ihey  would 
always  be  the  very  best  of  Mends,  and  that  neither  of  th«n, 
he  was  certain  (but  particularly  Tom),  would  ever  have  reason 
to  regret  the  day  on  which  they  became  acquainted.  Mr. 
Finch  was  delighted  to  hear  him  say  this,  and  Mt  so  much 
flattered  by  his  kind '  assurances  of  fdendship  and  protection, 
that  he  was  at  a  loss  how  to  express  the  pleasure  they  afforded 
him.  And  indeed  it  may  be  observed  of  ihis  frienddbip,  such 
as  it  was,  that  it  had  within  it  more  Hkely  materials  of 
endurance  Ihan  many  a  sworn  brotherhood  ihat  has  been 
rich  in  promise ;  fbr  so  long  as  tiie  one  par<y  fovnA  a  pleasure 
in  patronising,  and  the  other  in  being  patronised  (which  was 
in  the  very  essence  of  their  respective  characters),  it  was  of 
all  possible  events  among  the  least  probable,  that  the  twin 
demons.  Envy  and  Pride,  would  ever  arise  between  them. 
So  in  very  many  cases  of  friendship,  or  what  passes  for  it,  the 
old  axiom  is  reversed,  and  like  clings  to  unlike  more  than  to 
like. 

They  were  both  very  busy  on  the  afternoon  succeeding  the 
family's  departure — Martin  with  the  grammar-school,  and 
Tom  in  balancing  certain  receipts  of  rents,  and  deducting 
Mr.  Pecksniffs  commission  from  the  same ;  in  which  abstruse 
employment  he  was  much  distracted  by  a  habit  his  new  friend 
had  of  whistling  aloud,  while  he  was  drawing — ^when  they 
were  not  a  little  startled  by  the  unexpected  obtrusion  inti) 
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that  saaetoaiy  of  geninB,  of  a  human  l&ead,  wbidi  althongh 
a  sihaggy  and  somewliat  alarming  head,  in  appearance,  smiled 
affably  upon  them  from  the  doorway,  in  a  mamier  Ihat  was 
at  onee  waggish,  oondliatoiy,  and  expressive  of  approbation. 

**  I  am  not  inditfltrioas  myself,  gents  both,"  said  the  head, 
'but  I  know  how  to  appreciate  that  qnality  in  others.  I 
wish  I  may  turn  gray  aad  ngly,  if  it  isn't,  in  my  opinion, 
next  to  genius,  one  of  the  veiy  oharmingest  qualities  of  the 
hiiman  mind.  Upon  my  soul,  I  am  grateful  to  my  Mend 
Pecksniff  for  helping  me  to  the  contemplation  of  such  a 
delicious  picture  as  you  present.  You  remind  me  of 
Whittington,  afterwards  thrice  Lord  Mayor  of  London.  I 
give  you  my  nnsollied  word  of  honour,  that  you  very  strongly 
remind  me  of  that  historical  character.  You  are  a  pair  of 
Whittingtans,  gents,  without  the  cat;  which  is  a  most 
agreeable  and  blessed  exception  to  me,  for  I  am  not  attached 
to  the  feline  spedes.     My  name  is  Tigg ;  how  do  you  do  ?  " 

Martin  looked  to  Mr.  Pinch  for  an  explanation ;  and  Tom, 
who  had  never  in  his  life  set  eyes  on  Mr.  Tigg  before,  looked 
to  l^t  gentleman  himself. 

**C9aevy  Slyme?"  said  Mr.  Tigg,  intrarogstively,  and 
)6siaatg  his  left  hand  in  token  of  friendship.  ''Ton  will 
understand  me  when  I  say  that  I  am  the  accredited  agent  of 
Chevy  Slyme — ^Ihat  I  am  the  ambassador  from  the  court  of 
Chiv?Haha!'* 

''Heyday!"  asked  Martin,  starting  at  the  mention  of  a 
name  he  knew.     "  Pray  what  does  he  want  with  me  ?  " 

"  If  your  name  is  Pinch  " — Mr.  Tigg  began. 

"It  is  not,"  said  Martin  checking  himself.  ''That  is 
Mr.  Pinch." 

"  K  that  is  Mr.  Pinch,"  cried  Tigg,  kissing  his  hand  again, 
and  beginning  to  follow  his  head  into  the  room,  "he  will 
permit  me  to  say  that  I  greatly  esteem  and  respect  his 
character,  whidh  has  been  most  highly  commended  to  me  by 
my  friend  PedcHniff;  and  that  I  deeply  appreciate  his  talent 
for  the  organ,  notwithstanding  ^at  I  do  not,  if  I  may  use  the 
expression,  grind,  myseilf.  K  this  is  Mr.  Pinch,  I  will  venture 
to  express  a  hope  that  I  see  him  well,  and  that  he  is  suffering 
no  inconvenience  fr^m  the  easterly  wind  ?  " 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Tom.     "  I  am  very  well." 

"That  is  a  comfort,"  Mr.  Tigg  rejoined.  "Then,"  he 
aUed.  shielding  his  lips  with  the  palm  of  his  hand,   amd 
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applying  them  close  to  Mr.  Pinch's  ear,  '*  I  have  come  for  the 
letter.'' 

*'  For  the  letter,"  said  Tom  aloud.     "  What  letter  ?  " 

**  The  letter/'  whispered  Tigg,  in  the  same  cautions  manner 
as  before,  "which  my  Mend  Pecksnijff  addressed  to  Chevy 
Slyme,  Esquire,  and  left  with  you." 

'*  He  didn't  leave  any  letter  with  me,"  said  Tom. 

"Hush!"  cried  the  other,  "It's  all  the  same  thing, 
though  not  so  delicately  done  by  my  Mend  Pecksniff  as  I 
could  have  wished — ^the  money." 

"  The  money ! "  cried  Tom,  quite  scared. 

"  Exactly  so,"  said  Mr.  Tigg.  With  which  he  rapped  Tom 
twice  or  thrice  upon  the  breast  and  nodded  several  times,  as 
though  he  would  say,  that  he  saw  they  understood  ea<)h  other ; 
that  it  was  tmnecessary  to  mention  the  circumstance  before  a 
third  person ;  and  that  he  would  take  it  as  a  particular  favour 
if  Tom  would  slip  the  amount  into  his  hand  as  quieily  as 
possible. 

Mr.  Pinch,  however^  was  so  very  much  astounded  by  this 
(to  him)  inexplicable  deportment,  that  he  at  once  openly 
declared  there  must  be  some  mistake,  and  that  he  had  been 
entrusted  with  no  commission  whatever  having  any  reference 
to  Mr.  Tigg  or  to  his  Mend  either. — ^Mr.  Tigg  received  this 
declaration  with  a  grave  request  that  Mr.  Pinch  would  have 
the  goodness  to  make  it  again ;  and  on  Tom's  repeating  it  in 
a  still  more  emphatic  and  unmistakeable  manner,  checked  it 
off,  sentence  for  sentence,  by  nodding  his  head  solemnly  at  the 
end  of  each.  When  it  had  come  to  a  close  for  the  second 
time,  Mr.  Tigg  sat  himself  down  in  a  chair  and  addressed  the 
young  men  as  follows  : 

"  Then  I  teU  you  what  it  is,  gents  both.  There  is  at  this 
present  moment  in  this  very  place,  a  perfect  constellation  of 
talent  and  genius,  who  is  involved,  through  what  I  cannot  but 
designate  as  the  culpable  negligence  of  my  Mend  Pecksniff,  in 
a  situation  as  tremendous,  perhaps,  as  the  social  intercourse  of 
the  ninteenth  century  wiU  readily  admit  of.  There  is  actually 
at  this  instant,  at  ilie  Blue  Dragon  in  this  village — ^an  ale- 
house observe ;  a  common,  paltry,  low-minded,  dod-hopping, 
pipe-smoking  alehouse — an  individual,  of  whom  it  may  be 
said,  in  the  language  of  the  Poet,  that  nobody  but  himself 
can  in  any  way  come  up  to  him ;  who  is  detained  there  for 
his  bill.     Ha !  ha !     For  his  bill.     I  repeat  it — ^for  his  bill* 
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Now,"  said  Mr.  Tigg,  "we  have  heard  of  Fox's  Book  of 
Marfyrs,  I  beHeve,  and'  we  have  heard  of  the  Court  of 
Bequests,  and  the  Star  Chamber;  but  I  fear  the  oontradiction 
of  no  num  alive  or  dead,  when  I  assert  that  my  Mend  Chevy 
Siyme  being  held  in  pawn  for  a  blQ,  beats  any  amount  of 
cock-fighting  with  which  I  am  acquainted." 

Martin  and  Mr.  Pinch  looked,  first  at  each  other,  -and 
afterwards  at  Mr.  Tigg,  who  witfi  his  arms  folded  on  bis 
breast  surveyed  them,  half  in  despondency  and  half  in 
bitterness. 

"  Don't  mistake  me,  gents  both,"  he  said  stretching  forth 
his  right  hand.  "  If  it  had  been  for  anything  but  a  bill,  I 
could  have  borne  it,  and  could  still  have  looked  upon  mankind 
with  some  feeling  of  respect ;  but  when  such  a  man  as  my 
friend  Slyme  is  detained  for  a  score — a  thing  in  itself 
essentially  mean;  a  low  performance  on  a  slate,  or  possibly 
chalked  upon  the  back  of  a  door— I  do  feel  that  there  is  a 
screw  of  such  magnitude  loose  somewhere,  that  the  whole 
framework  of  society  is  shaken,  and  the  vexy  first  principles 
of  things  can  no  longer  be  trusted.  In  short,  gents  both," 
said  Mr.  Tigg  with  a  passionate  flourish  of  his  hands  and 
head,  ''when  a  man  like  Slyme  is  detained  for  such  a 
thing  as  a  biU,  I  reject  the  superstitions  of  ages,  and  believe 
nothing.  I  don't  even  beHeve  that  I  don*t  believe,  curse  me 
ifldo!" 

''  I  am  very  sorry,  I  am  sure,"  said  Tom  after  a  pause, 
''but  Mr.  Pecksniff  said  nothing  to  me  about  it,  and  I 
couldn't  act  without  his  instructions.  Wouldn't  it  be  better, 
sir,  if  you  were  to  go  to— to  wherever  you  came  from. — 
yourself,  and  remit  the  money  to  your  Mend  ?  " 

"  How  can  that  be  done,  when  I  am  detained  also  ?  "  said 
Mr.  Tigg ;  "  and  when  moreover,  owing  to  the  astounding, 
and  I  must  add,  guilty  negligence  of  my  Mend  Pecksniff,  I 
have  no  money  for  coach-hire  ?  " 

Tom  thought  of  reminding  the  gentleman  (who,  no  doubt, 
m  his  agitation  had  forgotten  it)  that  there  was  a  post-office 
in  the  land ;  and  that  possibly  if  he  wrote  to  some  Mend  or 
agent  for  a  remittance  it  might  not  be  lost  upon  the  road ;  or 
at  all  events  that  the  chance,  however  desperate,  was  worth 
trusting  to.  But,  as  his  good-nature  presently  suggested  to 
him  certain  reasons  for  abstaining  from  this  Idnt,  he  paused 
again,  and  then  asked : 
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'*  Did  jaa  say,  or,  ihat  yoa  yrBte  detaiaed  also  ?  " 

'^Comie  here/'  said  Mr.  Tigg,  zifiing.  '^You  ba^»  na 
objeetion  to  my  opeDing  this  imism  tor  a  moment?  " 

** Gertamly  not"  said  Ton.. 

''Yezy  good,"  said  Mr.  Tigg,  Mmg  the  saah.  <'  Ye«  see 
a  fellow  down  i^ere  ia  a  zed  Beckeloth  aasd  no  waistooat  ?  " 

''  Of  oourse  I  do,"  cried  Tom.     ''  That's  Mark  Tapl«f ." 

''Maik  TsLpley  is  it?  "  said  the gentlemaQ.  ''Th>en  Mark 
Tapley  had  not  only  the  great  politeness  to  follow  me  to  this 
house,  but  is  waiting  now,  to  see  me  home  again.  And  £ixr 
that  act  of  attention,  sir,"  added  Mr.  Tigg,  olrokiag  his 
mousfcache,  ^'I  oaa  tell  you,  that  Mark  Tapley  had  better 
in  his  iiLfiuiey  have  been  &d  to  suffocation  by  Mm.  Ta^iey, 
than  preserved  to  this  time." 

Mr.  Pindh  was  not  so  dismayed  by  this  terrible  threat,  bat 
that  he  had  Toice  enough  to  caU  to  Mark  to  oome  in,  and  xig 
stairs ;  a  summons  which  he  so  speedily  obeyed,  that  almost  as 
socm  as  Tom  and  Mr.  ligg  had  drawn  iaitkeiar  heads  and  doaed 
the  window  f^fain,  he,  the  denounced,  appeared  before  them. 

''  Come  here,  Maik!  "  said  Mr.  Pizudi.  ^^Oood  gxacioos 
me,  what's  tha  matter  betweeci  Mrsi^  Lupin  and  this 
gentleman?" 

''What  g^ottleman,  sir?"  said  MaA.  ''I  don't  see  bo 
gentleman  heve,  sir,  eKoeptmg  yoa.  and  the  new  gentleman," 
to  whom  he  made  a  rough  kind  of  bow — ''  and  there's  nothing 
wrong  between  Mzs.  Lopin  and  either  of  yon,  Mr.  Pinch,  I 
am  sure." 

Nonsense,  Mark ! "  cried  Tom;.     "  You  see  Mr. — " 
Tigg,"   interposed  that  gesktkmaa.     ''Wait  a  b£t.     I 
shall  crush  him  soon.     All  in  good  time  I " 

"  Oh  him  / "  refined  Maik,  with  aa  air  of  careless 
defiance.  "  Yes,  I  sea  him,  I  could  see  him  a  littie  better, 
if  he  'd  shave  himself,  and  get  his  hair  cut." 

Mr.  Tigg  shook  his  head  with  a  ferocdoua  look,  aaid  amote 
himself  onoe  upon  the  breast. 

^  It 's  no  use,"  said  Mark.  "  If  joa  knock  error  so  much 
in  that  quarter,  you'U  get  no  answer.  I  know  better. 
There 's  nothing  there  but  padding :  and  a  greasy  sort  it  is." 

"  Nay,  Mark,"  urged  Mr.  Pinch,  interposing  io  prevent 
hostilities,  "  tell  me  what  I  ask  you.  You  're  not  out  of 
tamper,  I  hope  ?  " 

"  Out  of  temper,  sir ! "  cried  Mark,  with  a  grin ;  "  why  no, 
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sir.  Theie  's  a  little  credit — iMt  nmeh — m  being  joUj,  wlien 
such  fellows  as  him  ia  a  going  about  like  roaring  Hons :  if 
there  is  any  breed  of  lionB,  at  least,  as  is  all  roar  and  mane. 
What  is  iiiere  between  him  and  Mrs.  Lupin,  sir?  Why, 
^ere 's  a  Boore  between  him  and  Mrs.  Lupin.  And  I  think  Mrs. 
Lupin  lets  him  and  his  Mend  off  yefy  easy  in  not  charging  'em 
double  prices  fbr  being  a  disgrace  to  the  Dragon.  That's 
my  opinion.  I  wouldn't  haye  any  such  Peter  the  Wild  Boy 
as  him  in  my  boose,  sir,  not  if  I  was  paid  race-week  prices  for  it. 
He  's  enough  to  turn  the  very  beer  in  the  casks  sour,  with  his 
looks :  he  is  !     So  he  would,  if  it  had  judgment  enough." 

''You're  not  answering  my  question,  you  know,  Mark," 
observed  Mr.  Pinoh. 

^*  Well,  sir,"  said  Mark,  "  I  don't  know  as  there 's  mnch  to 
answer  fbriher  than  that.  Him  and  his  friend  goes  and  stops 
at  the  Moon  and  Stars  till  they've  run  a  bill  there;  and 
then  comes  and  stops  with  us  and  does  the  same.  The 
running  of  bills  is  common  enough,  Mr.  Pinch ;  it  an't  that 
as  we  object  to ;  it 's  the  ways  of  this  chap.  Nothing's  good 
enough  for  him ;  all  the  women  is  dying  for  him  he  tfainksy 
and  is  over-paid  if  he  winks  at  'em ;  and  all  the  men  was 
made  to  be  ordered  about  by  him.  This  not  being  aggrsra- 
tion  enough,  he  says  this  morning  to  me,  in  his  usual  capti- 
vating way,  'We're  going  to  night,  my  man.'  'Are  yon 
air?'  says  L  '  Perhi^  you'd  like  the  bill  got  ready,  mf 
'Oh  no,  my  man,'  he  says;  'you  needn't  mind  that.  I'll 
give  Pecksniff  orders  to  see  to  that.'  In  reply  to  whidi,  the 
Dragon  makes  answer,  '  Thankee,  sir,  you  're  very  kind  to . 
honour  va  so  ftr,  but  as  we  don't  know  any  particular  good  of 
you,  and  you  don't  travel  with  luggage,  and  Mr.  Pecksniff 
an't  at  home  (which  perhaps  you  mayn't  happen  to  be  aware 
of,  sir),  we  should  prefer  something  more  satisHactoiy ; '  and 
that 's  where  the  matter  stands.  And  I  ask,"  said  Mr.  Tapley, 
pointing,  in  conclusion,  to  Mr.  Tigg,  with  his  hat,  "  any  lady 
or  gentleman,  possessing  ordinary  strength  of  mind,  to  say, 
whether  he 's  a  disagreeable-looking  chap  or  not  ?  " 

"Let  me'xnquire,"  said  Martin,  interposing  between  this 
candid  speech  and  tiie  delivery  of  some  blighting  anathema 
by  Mr.  Tigg,  "  what  the  amount  of  this  debt  may  be." 

"In  point  of  money,  sir,  very  little,"  answered  Ma^. 
"  Only  just  tamed  of  three  pounds.  But  it  an't  that ;  it 's 
the " 
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"  Yes,  yes,  you  told  us  so  before/'  said  Martm.  *'  Pinchy 
a  word  with  you." 

''What  is  it?''  asked  Tom,  retlrmg  with  him  to  a  comer 
of  the  room. 

"  Why,  simply — I  am  ashamed  to  say — ^thatthis  Mr.  Slyme 
is  a  relation  of  mine,  of  whom  I  never  heard  anything 
pleasant;  and  that  I  don't  want  him  here  just  now,  and 
think  he  would  be  cheaply  got  rid  of,  perhaps,  for  three  or 
four  pounds.  You  haven't  enough  money  to  pay  this  biU, 
I  suppose  ?  " 

Tom  shook  his  head  to  an  extent  that  left  no  doubt  of  his 
entire  sincerity. 

''  That 's  unfortunate,  for  I  am  poor  too ;  and  in  case  you 
had  had  it,  I  'd  have  borrowed  it  of  you.  But  if  we  told  this 
landlady  we  would  see  her  paid,  I  suppose  that  would  answer 
the  same  purpose  ?  " 

'*0h  dear,  yes!"  said  Tom.  "She  knows  me,  bless 
you!" 

''Then,  let  us  go  down  at  once  and  tell  her  so;  for  the 
sooner  we  are  rid  of  their  company  the  better.  As  you  have 
conducted  the  conversation  with  this  gentleman  hitherto, 
perhaps  you  '11  tell  him  what  we  purpose  doing ;  wiU  you  ?  " 

Mr.  Pinch,  complying,  at  once  imparted  the  intelligence  to 
Mr.  Tigg,  who  shook  him  warmly  by  the  hand  in  return, 
assuring  him  that  his  faith  in  anythhig  and  everything  was 
again  restored.  It  was  not  so  much,  he  said,  for  the 
temporary  relief  of  this  assistance  that  he  prized  it,  as  for  its 
vindication  of  the  high  principle  that  Nature's  Nobs  felt  wiih 
Nature's  Nobs,  and  that  true  greatness  of  soul  sympathised 
with  true  greatness  of  soul,  all  the  world  over.  It  proved  to 
him,  he  said,  that  like  him  they  admired  genius,  even 
when  it  was  coupled  with  the  alloy  occasionally  visible  in  the 
metal  of  his  friend  Slyme ;  and  on  behalf  of  that  Mend,  he 
thanked  them;  as  warmly  and  heartily  as  if  the  cause 
were  his  own.  Being  cut  short  in  these  speeches  by  a  general 
move  towards  the  stairs,  he  took  possession  at  the  street-doot 
of  the  lapel  of  Mr.  Pindi's  coat,  as  a  security  against  further 
interruption ;  and  entertained  that  gentleman  with  some 
highly  improving  discourse  \mtil  they  reached  the  Dragon, 
whither  they  were  closely  followed  by  Mark  and  the  new  pupil. 
The  rosy  hostess  scarcely  needed  Mr.  Pinch's  word  as  a 
preliminary  to  the  release  of  her  two  visitors,  of  whom  she 
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was  glad  to  be  rid  on  any  tenns ;  indeed,  their  brief  detention 
had  originated  mainly  with  Mr.  Taplej,  wbo  entertained  a 
constitutional  dislike  to  gentlemen  out-at-elbowB  wbo  flourislied 
on  fidse  pretences ;  and  had  oonoeiyed  a  particnlar  aversion  to 
Mr.  Tigg  and  his  friend,  as  choice  specimens  of  the  species. 
The  business  in  hand  thus  easilj  settled,  BCr.  Pinch  and 
Martin  would  have  withdrawn  immediately,  but  for  the  urgent 
entreaties  of  Mr.  Tigg  that  they  would  allow  him  the  honour 
of  presenting  them  to  his  friend  Slyme,  which  were  so  yeiy 
difficult  of  resistance  that,  yielding  partly  to  these  persuasions 
and  partly  to  their  own  curiosity,  they  suffered  themselves  to 
be  ushered  into  the  presence  of  that  distroguished  gentleman. 

He  was  brooding  over  the  remains  of  yesterday's  decanter 
of  brandy,  and  was  engaged  in  the  thoughtful  occupation  of 
TnaldTig  a  chain  of  rings  on  the  top  of  the  table  with  the 
wet  foot  of  his  drinking-glass.  Wretched  and  forlorn  as  he 
looked,  Mr.  Slyme  had  once  been,  in  his  way,  the  choicest  of 
swa^erers :  putting  forth  his  pretensions,  boldly,  as  a  man 
of  infinite  taste  and  most  undoubted  promise.  The  stock-in- 
trade  requisite  to  set  up  an  amateur  in  this  department  of 
business,  is  very  slight  and  easily  got  together ;  a  trick  of  the 
nose  and  a  curl  of  the  lip  sufficient  to  compound  a  tolerable 
sneer,  being  ample  provision  for  any  exigency.  But,  in  an  evil 
hour,  this  off-shoot  of  the  Chuzzlewit  trunk,  being  lazy,  and 
ill  qualified  for  any  regular  pursuit,  and  having  dissipated 
such  means  as  he  ever  poss^sed,  had  formally  established 
himself  as  a  professor  of  Taste  for  a  livelihood ;  and  finding, 
too  late,  that  something  more  than  his  old  amount  of  qualifi- 
cations was  necessary  to  sustain  him  in  this  calling,  had 
quickly  fallen  to  his  present  level,  where  he  retained  nothing 
of  his  old  self  but  his  boastfulness  and  his  bile,  and  seemed  to 
have  no  existence  separate  or  apart  from  his  friend  Tigg. 
And  now  so  abject  and  so  pitiful  was  he — at  once  so  maudlin, 
insolent,  beggarly,  and  proud — that  even  his  friend  and 
parasite,  standing  erect  beside  him,  sweUed  into  a  Man  by 
contrast. 

"  Chiv,"  said  Mr.  Tigg,  clapping  him  on  the  back,  "  my 
Mend  Pecksniff  not  being  at  home,  I  have  arranged  our 
trifiing  piece  of  business  with  Mr.  Pinch  and  friend.  Mr. 
Pinch  and  friend,  Mr.  Chevy  Slyme — Chiv,  Mr.  Pinch  and 
friend!" 

**  These  are  agreeable  circumstances  in  which  to  be  intro- 
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daoed  to  straagers/'  said  Chevy  Slyme,  taming  his  bloodshot 
eyes  towards  Tom  Pindi.  **  I  am  the  most  miserable  man  in 
the  world,  I  believe  ! " 

Tom  begged  he  woulda't  mention  it ;  and  findiTig  him  in 
thi.  condition,  retired,  after  an  awkward  pause,  foUowed  by 
Martin.  But  Mr.  Tigg  so  urgently  conjured  them,  by  coughs 
and  signfl,  to  remain  in  the  shadow  of  the  door,  that  they 
stopped  there. 

**  I  swear/'  cried  Mr.  Slyme,  gi'^^ii^  the  table  an  imbecile 
blow  with  his  fist,  and  then  feebly  leaning  his  head  upon  his 
hand,  wbile  some  dronken  drops  oozed  from  his  eyes,  '*  that  I 
am  the  wretohedest  creature  on  record.  Society  is  in  a 
conspiracy  agaisust  me.  I  'm  the  most  literary  man  alive. 
I  'm  fall  of  sdholarBhip ;  I  'm  frill  of  genius ;  I  'm  friU  of 
information ;  I  'm  friU  of  novel  views  on  every  subject ;  yet 
look  at  my  condition !  I  'm  at  this  moment  obliged  to  two 
strangers  for  a  tavern  bill ! " 

Mr.  Tigg  replenished  his  friend's  glass,  pressed  it  into  his 
hand,  and  nodded  an  intimation  to  the  viaitoxs  that  they  would 
see  him  in  a  better  aspect  immediately. 

^'  Obliged  to  two  strangers  for  a  tavern  bill,  eh ! "  repeated 
Mr.  Slyme,  afiker  a  sulky  application  to  his  glass.  ''  Very 
pretty!  And  crowds  of  impostors,  the  while,  becoming 
franous :  men  who  are  no  more  on  a  level  with  me  than — 
Tigg,  I  take  you  to  witness  that  I  am  the  most  persecuted 
hcmnd  on  the  hoe  of  the  earth." 

With  a  whine,  not  unlike  the  cry  of  the  animal  he  named, 
in  its  lowest  state  of  humiliation,  he  raised  his  glass  to  his 
mouth  again.  He  found  some  encouragement  in  it;  for 
when  he  set  it  down,  lie  laughed  soarofuUy.  Upon  that  Mr. 
Tigg  gesticulated  to  the  viaitora  omce  more,  and  with  great 
expression :  implying  that  now  the  time  was  come  when  they 
would  see  Chiv  in  his  greatness. 

''Ha,  ha,  ha!"  laughed  Mr.  Sljme.  ''Obliged  to  two 
strangers  for  a  tavern  bill !  Yet  I  think  I  've  a  rich  unde, 
Ti^,  who  could  buy  up  the  uncles  of  fifty  strangers  ?  Have 
I,  or  have  I  not  ?  I  come  of  a  good  &mily,  I  believe  ?  Do 
I,  or  do  I  not  ?  I  'm  not  a  man  of  common  capacity  or 
aooomplishmientB,  1  think.     Am  I,  or  am  I  not  ?  " 

"  You  are  the  Amencan  aloe  of  the  human  race,  my  dear 
Chiv,"  said  Mr.  Tigg,  "  which  only  blooms  once  in  a  hundred 
years  I" 
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*<  Ha,  ba,  ha ! "  laughed  Mr.  Slyme,  again.  '*  Ooliged  to 
two  strangora  far  a  taTem  biU !  1 1  Obliged  to  two  architect's 
apprantioes — fallows  who  measure  earth  with  iron  chains,  and 
bnild  hoofles  like  bricklayers.  Give  me  the  names  of  those 
two  apprentioes.     How  dare  they  oblige  me  !  " 

Mr.  Tigg  was  quite  lost  in  admiration  of  this  noble  trait  in 
his  friend's  character;  as  he  made  known  to  Mr.  Pinch  in  a 
neat  little  ballet  of  actioOy  spontaneously  invented  for  the 
purpose. 

''I'll  let  'em  know,  and  I'll  let  all  men  know/'  cried 
Gheyy  Slyme,  *'  that  I  'm  none  of  the  mean,  grovelling,  tame 
characters  they  meet  with  commonly.  I  have  an  indei)endent 
spirit.  I  have  a  heart  that  swells  in  my  bosom.  I  have  a 
soul  that  rises  superior  to  base  considerations." 

"  Oh  Chiy,  Chiv,"  murmured  Mr.  Tigg,  "  you  have  a  nobly 
independent  nature,  Chiv !  " 

''You  go  and  do  your  duty,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Slyme,  angrily, 
''and  borrow  money  £xr  travelling  expenses;  and  whoever 
yon  boiTow  itof^  let  'em  know  that  I  possess  a  haughty 
spirit,  and  a  proud  spirit,  and  have  infernally  finely-touched 
chords  in  my  nature,  which  won't  brook  patronage.  Do  you 
hear?  Tell  'em  I  hate  'em,  and  that  that's  the  way  I 
preserve  my  self-reepect;  and  tell  'em  that  no  man  ever 
rejected  himself  nuwe  than  I  do!" 

He  might  have  added  that  he  hated  two  sorts  of  men ;  all 
those  who  did  him  favours,  and  all  those  who  were  better  off 
than  himself;  as  in  either  case  their  position  was  an  insult  to 
a  man  of  his  stupendous  merits.  But  he  did  not ;  for  with 
the  apt  closing  words  above  recited,  Mr.  Slyme— of  too 
haughty  a  stomach  to  work,  to  beg,  to  borrow,  or  to  steal; 
yet  mean  enough  to  be  worked  or  borrowed,  begged  or  stolen 
for,  by  any  catspaw  that  would  serve  his  turn ;  too  insolent  to 
lick  the  hand  that  fed  him  in  his  need,  yet  our  enough  to  bite 
and  tear  it  in  the  dark — ^with  these  apt  dosing  words,  Mr. 
Slyme  fell  forward  wit^  his  head  upon  the  table,  and  so 
declined  into  a  sodden  sleep. 

"  Was  there  ever,"  cried  Mr.  Tigg,  joining  the  young  men 

at  the  door,  and  shutting  it  carefully  behind  him,  *'  such  an 

independent  spirit  as   is  possessed    by  that    extraordinary 

creature  ?    Was  there  ever  such  a  Roman  as  our  Mend  Chiv  ? 

Was  there  ev^  a  man  of  such  a  purely  classical  turn  of 

thought,  and  of  such  a  toga<>like  simplicity  of  nature  ?    Wr^ 
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tliere  ever  a  man  with  eucli  a  flow  of  eloquence  ?  Might  he 
not,  gents  both,  I  ask,  have  sat  upon  a  tripod  in  the  ancient 
times,  and  prophesied  to  a  perfectly  unlimited  extent,  if 
previously  supplied  with  gin-and-water  at  the  public  cost  ?  " 

Mr.  Pinch  was  about  to  contest  this  latter  position  with  his 
usual  mildness,  when,  observing  that  his  companion  had 
already  gone  down-stairs,  he  prepared  to  follow  him. 

**  You  are  not  going,  Mr.  Pinch  ?  "  said  Tigg. 

"  Thank  you,"  answered  Tom.    "  Yes.    Don't  come  down." 

**  Do  you  know  that  I  should  like  one  little  word  in  private 
with  you,  Mr.  Pinch  ? "  said  Tigg,  following  him.  "  One 
minute  of  your  company  in  the  skittle-ground  would  veiy 
much  relieve  my  mind.     Might  I  beseech  that  favour  ?" 

"  Oh,  certainly,"  replied  Tom,  "  if  you  really  wish  it."  So 
he  accompanied  Mr.  Tigg  to  the  retreat  in  question:  on 
arriving  at  which  place  that  gentleman  took  from  his  hat 
what  seemed  to  be  the  fossil  remains  of  an  antediluvian 
pocket-handkerchief,  and  wiped  his  eyes  therewith. 

"  You  have  not  beheld  me  this  day,"  said  Mr.  Tigg,  "  in 
■a  favourable  light." 

"  Don't  mention  that,"  said  Tom,  "  I  beg." 

"  But  you  have  not,"  cried  Tigg.  "  I  must  persist  in  that 
•opinion.  If  you  could  have  seen  me,  Mr.  Pinch,  at  the  head 
of  my  regiment  on  the  coast  of  Africa,  charging  in  the  form  of 
a  hollow  square  with  the  women  and  children  and  the 
regimental  plate-chest  in  the  centre,  you  would  not  have 
known  me  for  the  same  man.  You  would  have  respected  me, 
sir." 

Tom  had  certain  ideas  of  his  own  upon  the  subject  of  glory ; 
and  consequently  he  was  not  quite  so  much  excited  by  this 
picture  as  Mr.  Tigg  could  have  desired. 

"  But  no  matter  !  "  said  that  gentleman.  "  The  school-boy 
writing  home  to  his  parents  and  describing  the  milk-and- 
water,  said  '  This  is  indeed  weakness.'  I  repeat  that  assertion 
in  reference  to  myself  at  the  present  moment :  and  I  ask  your 
pardon.     Sir,  you  have  seen  my  friend  Slyme  ?  " 

''  No  doubt,"  said  Mr.  Pinch. 

'*  Sir,  you  have  been  impressed  by  my  friend  Slyme  ?  " 

"  Not  very  pleasantly,  I  must  say,"  answered  Tom,  after  a 
little  hesitation. 

"  I  am  grieved  but  not  surprised,"  cried  Mr.  Tigg,  detain- 
ing him  by  both  lapels,  ''  to  hear  that  you  have  come  to  that 
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oomdiisioii ;  for  it  is  my  own.  But,  Mr.  Pinch,  though  I  am 
a  rough  and  thoughtlees  man,  I  can  honour  Mind.  I  honour 
Mind  in  following  my  friend.  To  you  of  all  men,  Mr.  Pinch, 
I  have  a  right  to  make  appeal  on  Mind's  behalf,  when  it  has 
not  the  art  to  push  its  fortune  in  the  world.  And  so,  sir — 
not  for  myself,  who  have  no  claim  upon  you,  but  for  my 
crushed,  my  sensitiye  and  independent  Mend,  who  has — I 
ask  the  loan  of  three  half-crowns.  I  ask  you  for  the  loan 
of  three  half-crowns,  distinctly,  and  without  a  bluah.  I  ask 
it,  almost  as  a  right.  And  when  I  add  that  they  will  be 
returned  by  post,  this  week,  I  feel  that  you  will  blame  me  for 
that  sordid  stipulation." 

Mr.  Pinch  took  from  his  pocket  an  old-fashioned  red-leather 
purse  with  a  steel-clasp,  which  had  probably  once  belonged  to 
his  deceased  grandmo^er.  It  held  one  half-sovereign  and  no 
more.     All  Tom's  worldly  wealth  until  next  quarter-day. 

''  Stay ! "  cried  Mr.  Tigg,  who  had  watched  this  proceeding 
keenly.  "  I  was  just  about  to  say,  that  for  the  convenience  of 
posting  you  had  better  make  it  gold.  Thank  you.  A 
general  direction,  I  suppose,  to  Mr.  Pinch,  at  Mr.  Pecksniff's 
—win  that  find  you  ?  " 

"That'll  find  me,"  said  Tom.  "You  had  better  put 
Esquire  to  Mr.  Pecksniff's  name,  if  you  please.  Direct  to 
me,  you  know,  at  Seth  Pecksniff's,  Esquire." 

"  At  Seth  Pecksniff's,  Esquire,"  repeated  Mr.  Tigg,  taking 
an  exact  note  of  it,  with  a  stump  of  pencil.  "  We  said  this 
week,  I  believe  ?  " 

"  Yes :  or  Monday  will  do,"  observed  Tom. 

"No  no,  I  beg  your  pardon.  Monday  will  not  do,"  said 
Mr.  Tigg.  "  If  we  stipulated  for  this  week,  Saturday  is  the 
latest  day.     Did  we  stipulate  for  this  week  ?  " 

"  Since  you  are  so  particular  about  it,"  said  Tom,  "  I  think 
we  did." 

Mr.  Tigg  added  this  condition  to  his  memorandum ;  read 
the  entry  over  to  himself  with  a  severe  fcown ;  and  that  the 
transaction  might  be  the  more  correct  and  business-like, 
appended  his  initials  to  the  whole.  That  done,  he  assured 
Mr.  Pinch  that  everything  was  now  perfectly  regular ;  and, 
after  squeezing  his  hand  with  great  fervour,  departed. 

Tom  entertained  enough  sus^cion  that  Martin  might 
possibly  turn  this  interview  into  a  jest,  to  render  him  desirous* 
to  avoid  the  company  of  that  yoimg  gsntleman  for  the  present 
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With,  tliis  view  lie  took  a  few  turns  up  and  down  the  skittle- 
ground,  and  did  not  re-enter  the  house  until  Mr.  Tigg  and  his 
Mend  had  quitted  it,  and  the  new  pupil  and  Mark  were 
watching  their  departure  from  one  of  the  windows. 

"  I  was  just  a  saying,  sir,  that  if  one  could  live  by  it," 
observed  Mark,  pointing  after  their  late  guests,  *^  that  would 
be  the  sort  of  service  for  me.  Waiting  on  such  individuals  a^ 
them,  would  be  better  than  grave-digging,  sir." 

"And  staying  here  would  be  better  than  either,  Mark,** 
replied  Tom.  "So  take  my  advice,  and  continue  to  swim 
easily  in  smooth  water." 

"It's  too  late  to  take  it  now,  sir,"  said  Mark.  "I  haw 
broke  it  to  her,  sir.     I  am  oflF  to-morrow  morning." 

"Off!"  cried  Mr.  Pinch,  "whereto?" 

"  I  shall  go  up  to  London,  sir." 

"  What  to  be  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Pinch. 

"Well!  I  don't  know  yet,  sir.  Nothing  turned  up  that 
day  I  opened  my  mind  to  you,  as  was  at  all  likely  to  suit  me. 
All  them  trades  I  thought  of  was  a  deal  too  jolly ;  there  was 
no  credit  at  all  to  be  got  in  any  of  'em.  I  must  look  ibr  a 
private  service  I  suppose,  sir.  I  might  be  brought  out  strong, 
perhaps,  in  a  serious  family,  Mr.  Pinch." 

"Perhaps  you  might  come  out  rather  too  strong  for  *>- 
serious  family's  taste,  Maik." 

"  That 's  possible,  sir.  K I  could  get  into  a  wicked  family, 
I  might  do  myself  .justice :  but  the  difficulty  is  to  make  sure 
of  one's  groimd,  because  a  yoimg  man  can't  very  well  advertise 
that  he  wants  a  place,  and  wages  an't  so  much  an  object  as  a 
wicked  sitivation ;  can  he,  sir  ?  " 

"  Why,  no,"  said  Mr.  Pinch,  "  I  don't  think  he  can." 

"An  envious  family,"  pursued  Mark,  with  a  thoughtful 
fece;  "or  a  quarrelsome  family,  or  a  malicious  family,  or 
even  a  good  out-and-out  mean  family,  would  open  a  field  of 
action  as  I  might  do  something  in.  The  man  as  would  have 
suited  me  of  all  other  men  was  that  old  gentleman  as  was 
took  ill  here,  for  he  really  was  a  trying  customer.  Howsever, 
I  must  wait  and  see  what  turns  up,  sir ;  and  hope  for  lihe 
worst." 

"  You  are  determined  to  go  then  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pinch. 

"My  box  is  gone  already,  sir,  by  the  waggon,  and  T'm 
going  to  walk  on  to-morrow  morning,  and  get  a  Kfb  by  'flie 
^ay  coach  when  it  overtakes  me.     So  I  w^jsh  you  good  Vyo, 
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Mr.    Pinch — and   you   too,    sir, — and   all  good  luck  and 

Lappinfiea ! " 

They  both  returned  his  greeting  laughingly,  and  walked 
home  arm-in-azm :  Mr.  Pinch  imparting  to  his  new  friend,  as 
they  went,  such  farther  particulara  of  Mark  Tapley's  whimsi- 
cal restLeasDfifls  as  the  reader  is  already  acquainted  wiih. 

In  the  mean  time  Mark,  having  a  ahrewd  notion  that  his  • 
mistress  was  in  very  low  spirits,  and  that  he  could  not  exactly 
answer  for  the  consequences  of  any  lengthened  tAe-d-tetsiD.  the 
bar,  kept  himself  obstinately  out  of  her  way  all  the  afternoon 
and  evening.  In  this  piece  of  generalship  he  was  very  much 
asfflsted  by  the  gveat  ii^ux  of  company  into  the  tap-room; 
f<»r  Hie  news  of  his  intention  having  gone  abroad,  there  was  a 
perfect  Ihrong  there  all  the  evening,  and  much  drinking  of 
healths  and  clinking  of  mugs.  M  length  the  house  was 
dosed  for  the  night;  and  there  being  now  no  help  for  it, 
Mark  put  the  best  &ce  ho  could  upon  the  matter,  and  walked 
doggedly  to  the  bar-door. 

''  If  I  look  at  her,"  said  Mark  to  himseU;  ''  I  'ti  done.  I 
leel  thai  I  'm  going  fast.'' 

"  You  have  come  at  last,"  said  Mrs.  Lupin. 
";  Aye,  Mark  said:     There  he  was. 

^'And  you  are  determined  to  leave  u»,  Mark,"  eried 
Mrs.  Lupin. 

,  ''Why,  yes;    I  am,"  said  Mark;  keying  his  eyes  hard 
upon  the  floor. 

"  I  thought/'  pursued  the  landlady,  with  a  most  engaging 
hesitaticab,  ''  that  you  had  been — ^fbnd— H)f  the  Dragon  ?  " 

''  So  I  am,"  said  Mark. 

''Then,"  pursued  the  hostess — and  it  really  was  not  an 
unnatural  iaquiry — "  why  do  you  desert  it  ?  " 

But  as  he  gave  no  manner  of  answer  to  this  question ;  not 
even  on  its  being  repeated ;  Mrs.  Lupin  put  his  money  into 
his  hand,  and  asked  him — not  unkindly,  quite  the  contrary — 
what  he  would  take. 

It  is  proverbial  that  there  are  certain  things  which  flesh 
and  blood  cannot  bear.  Such  a  question  as  this,  propounded 
in  such  a  manner,  at  such  a  time,  and  by  such  a  person, 
proved  (at  least,  as  far  as  Mark's  flesh  and  blood  were  eon- 
cemed)  to  be  one  of  them.  He  looked  up  in  spite  of  himself 
directly ;  and  having  once  looked  up,  there  was  no  looking 
donvn  again ;  for  of  aU.  the  tight,  plun^,  buxom,  bri£:ht'e7:*i^ 
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dimple-faced  landladies  that  ever  shone  on  earth,  there  stooa 
before  him  then,  bodily  in  that  bar,  the  very  pink  and  pine- 
apple. 

"  Why,  I  tell  you  what,"  said  Mark,  throwing  off  all  his 
constraint  in  an  instant,  and  seizing  the  hostess  round  the 
waist — ^at  which  she  was  not  at  all  alarmed,  for  she  knew 
what  a  good  young  man  he  was — "  if  I  took  what  I  liked 
most,  I  should  take  you.  If  1  only  thought  of  what  was  best 
fer  me,  I  should  take  you.  If  I  took  what  nineteen  young 
fellows  in  twenty  would  be  glad  to  take,  and  would  take  at 
any  price,  I  should  take  you;  Yes,  I  should,"  cried  Mr. 
Tapley,  shaking  his  head,  expressively  enough,  and  looking 
(in  a  momentary  state  of  forgetfiilness)  rather  hard  at  th 
hostess's  ripe  lips.    "  And  no  man  wouldn't  wonder  if  I  did ! " 

Mrs.  Lupin  said  he  amazed  her.  She  was  astonished  how 
he  could  say  such  things.     She  had  never  thought  it  of  him. 

**  Why,  I  never  thought  it  of  myself  till  now ! "  said  Mark, 
raising  Ids  eyebrows  with  a  look  of  the  mcSrriest  possible  sur- 
prise. *'  I  always  expected  we  should  part,  and  never  have 
no  explanation ;  I  meant  to  do  it  when  I  come  in  here  just 
now;  but  there's  something  about  you  as  makes  a  man 
sensible.  Then  let  us  have  a  word  or  two  together :  letting  it 
be  imderstood  beforehand — ^"  he  added  this  in  a  grave  tone, 
to  prevent  the  possibility  of  any  mistake — "  that  I  'm  not  a 
going  to  make  no  love,  you  know." 

There  was  for  just  one  second  a  shade — ^though  not  by  any 
means  a  dark  one — on  the  landlady's  open  brow.  But  it 
passed  off  instantly,  in  a  laugh  that  came  from  her  very  heart. 

**0h,  very  good!"  she  said;  "if  there  is  to  bono  love- 
making,  you  had  better  take  your  arm  away." 

"  Lord,  why  should  I  ?  "  cried  Mark.  "  It 's  quite  innocent." 

"  Of  course  it 's  innocent,"  returned  the  hostess,  "  or  I 
shouldn't  allow  it."  • 

"  Very  weU ! "  said  Mark.     "  Then  let  it  be." 

There  was  so  much  reason  in  this,  that  the  landlady  laughed 
again,  suffered  it  to  remain,  and  bade  him  say  what  he  had 
to  say,  and  be  quick  about  it.  But  he  was  an  impudent 
fellow,  she  added. 

"  Ha  ha !  I  almost  think  I  am  \ "  cried  Mark,  "  though  I 
never  thought  so  before.    Why,  I  can  say  anything  to-night !" 

"Say  what  you're  going  to  say  if  you  please,  and  be 
CTiick,"  renamed  the  landlady^  "for  I  want  to  get  to  bod." 
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"Why,  then,  my  dear  good  sonl,"  said  Mark,  ''and  a 
kinder  woman  than  you  arOy  never  drawed  breadi — ^let  me  see 
the  man  as  says  ahe  did — ^what  would  be  the  likely  oon- 
eeqaeaee  of  us  two  being — " 

"  Oh  nonsense ! "  cried  Mrs.  Lupin.  *'  Don't  talk  about 
that  any  more." 

**  No  no,  but  it  ain't  nonsense/'  said  Mark;  "  and  I  wish 
you  'd  attend.  What  would  be  the  Kkely  consequence  of  us 
two  being  married  ?  If  I  can't  be  content  and  comfortable  in 
this  here  lively  Dragon  now,  is  it  to  be  looked  for  as  I  should 
be  then?  By  no  means.  Very  good.  Then  you,  even  with 
your  good  humour,  would  be  always  on  the  fret  and  worrit, 
always  uncomfortable  in  your  own  mind,  always  a  thinking 
as  3rou  was  getting  too  old  for  my  taste,  always  a  picturing 
me  to  yourself  as  being  chained  up  to  the  Dragon  door,  and 
wantiiig  to  break  away.  I  don't  know  ihat  it  would  be  so," 
said  Mark,  '*  but  I  don't  know  that  it  mightn't  be.  I  am  a 
roving  sort  of  chap,  I  know.  I  'm  fond  of  change.  I  'm 
always  a  thinking  that  with  my  good  health  and  spirits,  it 
would  be  more  creditable  in  me  to  be  joUy  where  there 's 
things  a  going  on  to  make  one  dismaL  It  may  be  a  mistake 
of  mine,  you  see,  but  nothing  short  of  trying  how  it  acts,  wiU 
set  it  right.  Then  an't  it  best  that  I  i^ould  go  :  particular 
when  your  free  way  has  helped  me  out  to  say  aU  this,  and  we 
can  part  as  good  friends  as  we  haye  ever  been  since  first  I 
entered  this  here  noble  Dragon,  which,"  said  Mr.  Tapley  in 
conclusion,  ''has  my  good  word  and  my  good  wish,  to  the 
day  of  my  death ! " 

The  hostess  sat  quite  silent  for  a  little  time,  but  she  very 
soon  put  both  her  hands  in  Mark's  and  shook  them  heartily. 

"For  you  are  a  good  man,"  she  said;  looking  into  his 
fiioe  with  a  smile,  which  was  rather  serious  for  her.  "  And  I 
do  beUeve  have  been  a  better  friend  to  me  io-night  than  ever 
I  have  had  in  all  my  life." 

"  Oh  !  as  to  that,  you  know,"  said  Mark,  "  that's  nonsense. 
But  lore  my  heart  alive !  "  he  added,  looking  at  her  in  a  sort 
of  rapture,  "if  you  are  that  way  disposed,  what  a  lot  of 
suitable  husbands  there  is  as  you  may  drire  distracted  I  " 

She  laughed  again  at  this  compliment;  and  once  more 
RhalriTigp  him  by  both  hands,  and  bidding  him,  if  he  should 
ever  want  a  friend,  to  remember  her,  tamed  gaily  from  the 
little  bar  and  up  the  Dragon  staircase. 
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^  HnTmning  a  tone  as  she  goesi"  said  Mark,  Hsteiiiag,  ''  in 
ease  I  ahoiild  think  she's  at  aU  put  oiit»  and  diould  he  made 
down-hearted.  Corner  here  'a  some  exedit  iA  being  joUy,  aft 
last!" 

With  that  piece  of  comSait,  yery  mt&iSty  uttoad,  lie  vent, 
in  anything  but  a  joUy  manner,  to  bed. 

He  rose  early  next  mornings  and  was  arfoot  soon  aftur  son- 
rise.  Bat  it  was  of  no  ose ;  the  whole  place  wa»  up  to  see 
Mark  Tapley  off:  the  boys,  the  dogs^  the  ehildzeBy  the  old 
men^  the  bosy  people  and  tha  idlfiro,  there  they  wees,  all 
calling  oat  *'  (rood  b'ye,  Mark,"  after  their  own  manner,  and 
all  sorry  he  was  going.  Somehow  be  bad  a  kind  of  sense 
that  his  old  mistress  was  peepisig  from  her  ehsBibac-window, 
bat  be  couldn't  make  op  bis  mind  to  look  back. 

^*  Good  b'ye  one,  good  b'ye  all !  "  cded  Maik,  waving  bis 
bat  on  the  top  of  bis  walking-stiak,  as  be  strode  at  a  qoick 
pace  up  the  little  street.  ^*  Heaeiy  chaspm  them  wbeelwngibfcs 
— ^burrab !  Here 's  the  butcbev'a  dog  a^xxmiag  out  of  the 
garden — down,  old  fallow!  And  Mr.  Fincb. a-going  to  bis 
oi^^an — good  b'ye,  sir !  And  tiie  terneBr-bitcb  from  over  1^ 
way — bie,  then,  lass !  And  children  enough,  to  band  dowea 
buman  natur  to  the  latest  posterity — good  b'ye,  boys  and 
girls i  There's  some  credit  in.  it  now.  I'm  a-comingout 
strong  at  Last:  These  are  the  circomstanofiB  that  would  txy  a 
ordinary  mind ;  but  I  'm  uncommon  jolly,  not  quite  as  jolly 
as  I  could  wisb  to  be,  but  yery  near.  Good  b'ye !  good  b'ye!" 
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CHAPTER  Vni. 

ACCOMPANIES  KB.  TECKSSTTV  AIO)  HIS  CHABMD^a  DAUOHTEBS  TO  THE  CITT 
OF  LONDON  ;  AND  RELATES  WHAT  FELL  OUT,  UPON  THEIR  WAT 
THITHER. 

Whxk  Mt«  Pecksniff  and  the  two  young  ladies  got  into  tlie 
heavy  coach  ot  the  end  of  the  lane,  they  found  it  empty,  which 
was  a  gxeat  comfort;  particularly  as  the  outside  was  quite 
foil  and  the  passengers  looked  veiy  frosiy.  For  as  Mr. 
Pecksniff  justly  observed — when  he  and  his  daughters  had 
burrowed  their  &et  deep  in  the  straw,  wrapped  themselyes  to 
the  chin,  and  pulled  up  both  windows — ^it  is  always  satis- 
&ctory  to  feel,  in  keen  weather,  that  many  other  people  are 
not  as  wann  as  you  are.  And  this,  he  said,  was  quite 
natural,  and  a  very  beautiful  arraDgement;  not  confined  to 
coaches,  but  extemling  itself  into  many  social  ramifications. 
"  For  "  (he  observed),  "  if  every  one  were  warm  and  well-fed, 
we  should  lose  the  satisfaction  of  admiring  the  fbrtitude  with 
which  certain  conditions  of  men  bear  cold  and  hunger.  And 
if  we  were  no  better  off  than  anybody  else,  what  would 
become  of  our  sense  of  gratitude ;  which,*'  said  Mr.  Pecksniff 
with  tears  in  his  eyes,  as  he  shook  his  fist  at  a  beggar  who 
wanted  to  get  up  behind,  '*  is  one  of  the  holieBt  feelings  of  our 
common  nature.'' 

His  children  heard  with  becoming  reverence  these  moral 
precepts  ftom.  the  Hps  of  their  father,  and  signified  their 
acquiescence  in  the  same,  by  smiles.  That  he  might  the 
better  feed  and  cherish  that  sacred  flame  of  gratitude  in  his 
breast,  Mr.  Pecksniff  remarked  that  he  would  trouble  his 
eldest  daughter,  even  in  this  early  stage  of  their  journey,  for 
the  brandy-botde.  And  from  the  narrow  neck  of  that  stone 
vessel,  he  imbibed  a  copious  refreshment. 

''What  are  we?"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  *'but  coaohee? 
Some  of  us  are  slow  coaches  " — 

«  Goodness,.  Pa ! ''  cried  Gharit;/, 
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''  Some  of  us,  I  say/'  resumed  her  parent  with  increased 
emphasis,  **  are  slow  coaches ;  some  of  us  are  fast  coaches. 
Our  passions  are  the  horses ;  and  rampant  animals  too  ! '' — 

**  Really  Pa ! "  cried  both  the  daughters  at  once.  ''  How 
very  unpleasant.'' 

^*  And  rampant  animals  too ! "  repeated  Mr.  Pecksniff,  with 
so  much  determination,  that  he  may  be  said  to  have  exhibited, 
at  the  moment,  a  sort  of  moral  rampancy  himself:  '' — ^and 
Virtue  is  the  drag.  We  start  from  The  Mother's  Arms,  and 
we  run  to  The  Dust  Shovel." 

When  he  had  said  this,  Mr.  Pecksniff,  being  exhausted,  took 
some  further  refreshment.  When  he  had  done  that,  he  corked 
the  botde  tight,  with  the  air  of  a  man  wha  had  effectually 
corked  the  subject  also ;  and  went  to  sleep  for  three  stages. 

The  tendency  of  mankind  when  it  falls  asleep  in  coaches,  is 
to  wake  up  cross ;  to  find  its  legs  in  its  way ;  and  its  corns  an 
aggravation.  Mr.  Pecksniff  not  being  exempt  from  the  com- 
mon lot  of  humanity,  found  himself,  at  the  end  of  his  nap,  so 
decidedly  the  victim  of  these  infirmities,  that  he  had  an  irre- 
sistible inclination  to  visit  them  upon  his  daughters ;  which 
he  had  already  begun  to  do  in  the  shape  of  divers  random 
kicks,  and  other  unexpected  motions  of  his  shoes,  when  the 
coach  stopped,  and  after  a  short  delay,  the  door  was  opened. 

''  Now  mind,"  said  a  thin  sharp  voice  in  the  dark.  *'  I  and 
my  son  go  inside,  because  the  roof  is  fiill,  but  you  agree  only 
to  charge  us  outeide  prices.  It 's  quite  imderstood  that  we 
won't  pay  more.     Is  it  ?  " 

"  All  right,  sir,"  replied  the  guard. 

"  Is  there  anybody  inside  now  ?  "  inquired  the  voice. 

"  Three  passengers,"  returned  the  guard. 

'^  Then  I  ask  the  three  passengers  to  witness  this  bargain, 
if  they  will  be  so  good,"  said  the  voice.  "  My  boy,  I  think 
we  may  safely  get  in." 

In  pursuance  of  which  opinion,  two  people  took  their 
seats  in  the  vehicle,  which  was  solemnly  licensed  by  Act  of 
Parliament  to  carry  any  six  persons  who  could  be  got  in  at 
the  door. 

"  That  was  lucky ! "  whispered  the  old  man,  when  they 
moved  on  again.  "And  a  great  stroke  of  policy  in  you  to 
observe  it.  He,  he,  he!  We  couldn't  have  gone  outside. 
I  should  have  died  of  the  rheumatism ! " 

Whether  it  occurred  to  the  dutiful  son  that  he  had  in  some 
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degree  over-reached  himself  by  oontributing  to  the  prolonga- 
tion  of  his  father's  days ;  or  whether  the  oold  had  affected  his 
temper ;  is  doubtful.  But  he  gave  his  fietther  such  a  nudge  in 
reply,  that  that  good  old  gentleman  was  taken  with  a  cough 
which  lasted  for  full  five  minutes,  without  intermission,  and 
goaded  Mr.  Pecksniff  to  that  pitch  of  irritation,  that  he  said 
at  last — ^and  very  suddenly — 

**  There  is  no  room  !  There  is  reaUy  no  room  in  this  coach 
for  any  gentleman  with  a  cold  in  his  head ! " 

**  Mine,"  said  the  old  man,  affcer  a  moment's  pause,  ''is 
upon  my  chest,  Pecksniff." 

The  voice  and  manner,  together,  now  that  he  spoke  out; 
the  coniposure  of  the  speaker ;  the  presence  of  his  son ;  and 
his  knowledge  of  Mr.  Pecksniff ;  afforded  a  due  to  his  identity 
which  it  was  impossible  to  mistake. 

''  Hem !  I  thought,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  returning  to  his 
usual  mildness,  **  that  I  addressed  a  stranger.  I  find  that  I 
address  a  relative.  Mr.  Anthony  Chuzzlewit  and  his  son 
Mr.  Jonas — ^for  they,  my  dear  children,  are  our  travelling 
companions — wiU.excuse  me  for  an  apparently  harsh  remark. 
It  is  not  my  desire  to  wound  the  feelings  of  any  person  with 
whom  I  am  connected  in  fEonily  bonds.  I  may  be  a  Hypo- 
crite," said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  cuttiogly,  "but  I  am  not  a  Brute." 

''  Pooh,  pooh !  "  said  the  old  man.  ''  What  signifies  that 
word,  Pecksniff?  Hypocrite!  why,  we  are  all  hypocrites. 
We  were  all  hypocrites  t'  other  day.  I  am  sure  I  felt  that  to 
be  agreed  upon  among  us,  or  I  shouldn't  have  called  you  one. 
We  should  not  have  been  there  at  all,  if  we  had  not  been 
hypocrites.  The  only  difference  between  you  and  the  rest 
was — shall  I  tell  you  the  difference  between  you  and  the  rest 
now,  Pecksniff?" 

"  If  you  please,  my  good  sir ;  if  you  please." 

'*  Why,  the  annoying  quality  in  you,  is,"  said  the  old  man, 
*'  that  you  never  have  a  confederate  or  partner  in  your  jug- 
^^^^ ;  you  would  deceive  everybody,  even  those  who  practise 
the  same  art ;  and  have  a  way  with  you,  as  if  you — he,  he, 
he  ! — as  if  you  really  believed  yourself.  I  *d  lay  a  handsome 
wager  now,"  said  the  old  man,  "if  I  laid  wagers,  which  I 
don't  and  never  did,  that  you  keep  up  appearances  by  a  tacit 
understanding,  even  before  your  own  daughters  here.  Now  I, 
when  I  have  a  business  scheme  in  hand,  tell  Jonas  what  it  is, 
and  we  discuss  it  openly.     You  're  not  offended,  Pecksniff?  " 
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"  QfiGanded,  my  good  sir ! ''  cried  that  gentleman,  as  if  he 
had  TBoeiTed  the  highest  oomplimentB  that  htnguage  coold 
oonTey. 

''Are  you  travelling  to  London,  Mr.  Pecksniff?^  aaked 
the  son.  ^ 

''  Yes,  Mr.  Jonas,  we  are  travelling  to  Londcm.  We  shall 
have  the  pleasure  of  your  company  all  the  vay,  I  trost  ?  *' 

''  Oh !  ecod,  you  had  better  a^  father  that,"  said  Jonas. 
"  I  am  not  a  going  to  commit  mjself.'^ 

Mr.  Pecksniff  was,  as  a  matter  of  course,  greatly  entertained 
by  this  retort.  His  mirth  having  subsided,  Mr.  Jonas  gave 
nim  to  understand  that  himself  and  parent  were  in  iaxst  travel- 
ling to  their  home  in  the  metropolis:  and  that,  since  the 
memorable  day  of  the  great  family  gathering,  they  had  been 
tarrying  in  that  part  of  the  country,  watohing  the  sale  of 
oertain  eligible  investments,  which  they  had  had  in  their 
copartnership  eye  when  they  came  down;  for  it  was  their 
custom,  Mr.  Jonas  said,  whenever  such  a  thing  was  praoti- 
cable,  to  kill  two  birds  with  one  stone,  and  never  to  throw 
away  eprats,  but  as  bait  for  whales.  Wh^  he  had  commur 
nicated,  to  Mr.  PecksnifP,  these  pithy  scsraps  of  intelligenoe, 
he  said  "  That  if  it  was  all  the  same  to  hirn,  he  would  turn 
him  over  to  father,  and  have  a  chat  with  the  gals ; ''  and  in 
fdrtheranoe  of  this  polite  scheme,  he  vacated  his  seat  adjoin- 
ing Ihat  gentleman,  and  established  himself  in  the  opposite 
coToaty  next  to  the  isdr  Miss  Mercy. 

The  education  of  Mr.  Jonas  had  been  conducted  from  his 
ondle  on  tiie  strictest  pruiGiples  of  the  main  chance.  The 
very  first  word  he  learnt  to  spell  was  **  gain,"  and  the  second 
(iidieii  he  got  into  two  syllables),  ''money."  But  for  two 
results,  which  were  not  clearly  foreseen  perhaps  by  his  watdbt- 
ftd  parent  in  the  beginning,  his  training  may  be  said  to  have 
been  unexneptional4e.  One  of  these  flaws  was,  that  having 
been  long  taught  by  his  father  to  over-reach  everybody,  he  had 
imperoeptibly  acquired  a  love  of  over-reaoSuatg  ihat  venerable 
monitor  himself.  Ihe  other,  that  from  his  early  habits  of 
ocmsidering  everything  as  a  questioaii  of  properly,  he  had 
gradually  oome  to  look,  with  impatieinoe,  on  his  parent  as  a 
certain  amount  of  personal  estate,  which  had  no  right  whatever 
to  be  going  at  lazge,  but  ought  to  be  secured  in  that  particukr 
description  of  iron  safe  which  is  commonly  called  a  cofBn,  e&d 
banked  in  the  grave. 
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Well,  oouflin !  *'  said  Mr.  Jonas — "  becanae  we  art  cousins, 
yon  know,  a  few  times  remoyed — So  you  *re  going  to  London  ?  " 

Miss  Mercj  replied  in  the  affiimatiye,  pinching  her  sister's 
arm  at  the  same  time,  and  giggling  ezoessiyely. 

''  Lots  of  beaux  in  London,  cousin !  **  said  Mr.  Jonas, 
slightly  advancing  his  elbow. 

**  Indeed,  sir ! "  cried  the  young  lady.  '^  They  won't  hurt 
us,  sir,  I  dare  say.*'  And  having  given  him  this  answer  with 
great  demureness,  she  was  so  overcome  by  her  own  humour, 
that  she  was  £un  to  stifle  her  merriment  in  her  sister's 
shawl. 

*^  Merry,"  cried  that  more  prudent  damsel,  **  really  I  am 
ashaaned  of  3pou.  How  can  you  go  on  so  ?  you  wild  thing ! " 
At  which  Miss  Meny  only  laughed  the  more,  of  course. 

*'  I  saw  a  wildness  in  her  eye,  t'other  day,"  said  Mr.  Jonas, 
addressing  Charity.  "  Bnat  you  're  the  one  to  sit  solemn !  I 
Bay — you  were  regulariy  prim,  cousin !  " 

<'Oh!  The  old-fashioned  fright!"  cried  Meuy,  in  a 
whisper.  ^'Chany,  my  dear,  upon  my  word  you  must  sit 
nest  him.  I  fBuJl  die  outri^t  if  he  taUos  to  me  any  moire ;  I 
fihalL,  positively ! "  To  prevent  which  fatal  consequence,  the 
buoyant  creature  skipped  out  of  her  seat  as  she  spoke,  and 
squeeosed  her  sister  into  tiia  place  irom  which  she  had  risen. 

^  Don't  mind  cronrding  me,"  cried  Mr.  Jonas.  **  I  like  to 
be  crowded  by  gals.     Come  a  Httle  closer,  cousin." 

*'  No,  thank  you,  sir,"  said  Giiairiiy. 

<^ There's  that  otibter  one  a  laughing  again,"  said  Mr. 
Jonas ;  ''  she 's  a  Isaghing  at  my  father,  I  shouldn't  wonder. 
If  he  puts  on  i^t  old  flannel  night-cap  of  his^  I  don't  know 
what  she'H  do !     Is  that  my  &ther  a  snoring,  Pecksniff?  " 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Jonas." 

'''Tread  upon  his  foot,  will  you  be  so  good?"  said  the  young 
gentleman.     ''  The  foot  neect  you 's  the  gouty  one." 

Mr.  Pecksniff  hesitating  to  perform  this  fondly  office,  Mr. 
Jonas  did  it  himself;  at  the  same  time  crying — 

'^Oome,  wake  up,  fkther,  or  you'll  be  having  the  ni^t- 
mare,  and  screechii^  out,  I  know.-^^-Do  you  ever  have  the 
nightmare,  cousin?"  he  asked  his  neighbour,  with  charac- 
teristic gallantry,  as  he  dropped  his  voice  again. 

*'  SometLmes,"  answered  CSiaiity.     ''Not  often." 

^'  Tho  other  one,"  said  Mr.  Jonas,  after  a  pause.  "  Does 
^he  ever  have  the  nightmare  ?  " 
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*'I  don't  know,"  replied  Charity.  *'You  had  better  ask 
her." 

''  She  laughs  so ; "  said  Jonas ;  ''  there  *8  no  talking  to  her. 
Only  hark  how  she 's  a  going  on  now !  You  're  the  sensible 
one,  cousin!" 

"  Tut,  tut ! "  cried  Charity. 

"  Oh !     But  you  are !     You  know  you  are ! " 

''  Mercy  is  a  little  giddy,"  said  Miss  Charity.  '^  But  she  '11 
sober  down  in  time." 

"It'U  be  a  very  long  time,  then,  if  she  does  at  all," 
rejoined  her  cousin.     ''  Take  a  little  more  room." 

'*  I  am  afraid  of  crowding  you,"  said  Charity.  But  she 
took  it  notwithstanding ;  and  after  one  or  two  remarks  on  the 
extreme  heaviness  of  the  coach,  and  the  number  of  places  it 
stopped  at,  they  fell  into  a  silence  which  remained  unbroken 
by  any  member  of  the  party  until  supper-time. 

AllJiough  Mr.  Jonas  conducted  Charity  to  the  hotel  and  sat 
himself  beside  her  at  the  board,  it  was  pretty  clear  that  he 
had  an  eye  to  **  the  other  one "  also,  for  he  often  glanced 
across  at  Mercy,  and  seemed  to  draw  comparisons  between  the 
personal  appearance  of  the  two,  which  were  not  unfavorable 
to  the  superior  plumpness  of  the  yoimger  sister.  He  allowed 
himself  no  great  leisure  for  this  kind  of  observation,  however, 
being  busily  engaged  with  the  supper,  which,  as  he  whispered 
in  his  fair  companion's  ear,  was  a  contract  business,  and 
therefore  the  more  she  ate,  the  better  the  bargain  was.  His 
father,  and  Mr.  Pecksniff,  probably  acting  on  the  same  wise 
principle,  demolished  everything  that  came  within  their  readb., 
and  by  that  means  acquired  a  greasy  expression  of  counte- 
nance, indicating  contentment,  if  not  repletion,  which  it  was 
very  pleasant  to  contemplate. 

When  they  could  eat  no  more,  Mr.  Pecksniff  and  Mr. 
Jonas  subscribed  for  two  sixpennyworths  of  hot  brandy-and- 
water,  which  the  latter  gentleman  considered  a  more  politic 
order  than  one  shillingsworth ;  there  being  a  chance  of  their 
getting  more  spirit  out  of  the  innkeeper  under  this  arrange- 
ment than  if  it  were  all  in  one  glass.  Having  swallowed  his 
share  of  the  enlivening  fluid,  Mr.  Pecksniff,  under  pretence  of 
going  to  see  if  the  coach  were  ready,  went  secretly  to  the  bar, 
and  had  his  own  little  bottle  fllled,  in  order  that  he  might 
re£:esh  hinsolf  st  leisuro  in  the  dark  coach  without  being 
observed. 
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These  arrangements  concluded,  and  the  coach  being  ready, 
they  got  into  their  old  places  and  jogged  on  again.  But 
before  he  composed  himself  for  a  nap,  Mr.  Pecksniff  delivered 
a  kind  of  grace  after  meat,  in  these  words : 

''The  process  of  digestion,  as  I  have  been  informed  by 
anatomical  Mends,  is  one  of  the  most  wonder^  works  of 
nature.  I  do  not  know  how  it  may  be  with  others,  but  it  is  a 
great  satisfaction  to  me  to  know,  when  regaling  on  my 
humble  fare,  that  I  am  putting  in  motion  the  most  beautiM 
machinery  with  which  we  have  any  acquaintance.  I  really 
feel  at  such  times  as  if  I  was  doing  a  public  service.  When 
I  have  woimd  myself  up,  if  I  may  employ  such  a  term,"  said 
Mr.  Pecksniff  with  exquisite  tenderness,  '*  and  know  that  I  am 
Going,  I  feel  that  in  the  lesson  afforded  by  the  works  within 
me,  I  am  a  Benefactor  to  my  Kind !  " 

As  nothing  could  be  added  to  this,  nothing  was  said ;  and 
Mr.  Pecksniff,  exulting,  it  may  be  presumed,  in  his  moral 
utility,  wei^t  to  sleep  again. 

The  rest  of  the  night  wore  away  in  the  usual  manner. 
Mr.  Pecksniff  and  Old  Anthony  kept  tumbling  against  each 
other  and  waking  up  much  terrified,  or  crushed  their  heads  in 
opposite  comers  of  the  coach  and  strangely  tattooed  the 
surface  of  their  faces — Heaven  knows  how — ^in  their  sleep. 
The  coach  stopped  and  went  on,  and  went  on  and  stopped, 
times  out  of  number.  Passengers  got  up  and  passengers  got 
down,  and  fresh  horses  came  and  went  and  came  again,  with 
scarcely  any  interval  between  each  team  as  it  seemed  to  those 
who  were  dozing,  and  with  a  gap  of  a  whole  night  between 
every  one  as  it  seemed  to  those  who  were  broad  awake.  At 
length  they  began  to  jolt  and  rumble  over  horribly  uneven 
stones,  and  Mr.  Pecksniff  looking  out  of  window  said  it  was 
to-morrow  morning,  and  they  were  there. 

Vefy  soon  afterwards  the  coach  stopped  at  the  office  in  the 
city ;  and  the  street  in  which  it  was  situated  was  already  in  a 
bustle,  that  fully  bore  out  Mr.  Pecksniff's  words  about  its 
being  ijioming,  though  for  any  signs  of  day  yet  appearing  in 
the  sky  it  might  have  been  midnight.  There  was  a  dense  fog 
too — as  if  it  were  a  city  in  the  clouds,  which  they  had  been 
travelling  to  aU  night  up  a  magic  beanstalk — and  a  thick 
crust  upon  the  pavement  like  oil-cake ;  which,  one  of  the 
outsides  (mad,  no  doubt)  said  to  another  (his  keeper,  of 
course),  was  Snow. 

VOL.  I.  X 
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Taking  a  confused  leave  of  Anthony  and  hki  son,,  and 
leaving  the  luggage  of  himself  aad  daughters  at, the  office  to 
be  called  for  afterwards,  Mr.  Pecksniff,  with  one  of  the  young 
ladies  under  each  arm,  dived  across  the  street,  and  then  across 
other  streets,  and  so  up  the  queerest  courts,  and  down  the 
strangest  alleys  and  under  the  blindest  archways,  in  a  kind  of 
frenzy :  now  skipping  over  a  kennel,  now  running  for  his  life 
from  a  coach  and  horses ;  now  thinking  he  had  lost  his  way, 
now  thinking  he  had  found  it ;  now  in  a  state  of  the  highe^ 
confidence,  now  despondent  to  the  last  degree,  but  always  in  a 
great  perspiration  and  fluny ;  ixntil  at  leBgit  ihey  stopped  in 
a  kind  of  paved  yard  near  the  Monument.  That  is  to  say, 
Mr.  Pecksniff  told  them  so ;  for  as  to  anything  they  could  see 
of  the  Monument,  or  anything  else  but  the  buildings  close  at 
hand,  they  might  as  well  have  been  playing  blind  man's  buff 
at  Salisbury. 

Mr.  Pecksniff  looked  about  him  for  a  moment,  and  then 
knocked  at  the  door  of  a  very  dingy  edifice,  even  among  the 
choice  collection  of  dingy  edifices  at  hand;  on  the  front  of 
which  was  a  little  oval  board,  like  a  tea-tray,  with  this 
inscription — "  Commercial  Boarding-House :  M.  Todgers." 

It  seemed  that  M.  Todgers  was  not  up  yet,  for  Mr.  Peck- 
sniff knocked  twice  and  rang  thrice,  without  making  any 
impression  on  anjrthing  but  a  dog  over  the  way.  At  last  a 
chain  and  some  bolts  were  withdrawn  with  a  rusiy  noise,  as 
if  the  weather  had  made  the  very  fastenings  hoarse,  and  a 
small  boy  with  a  laxge  red  head,  and  no  nose  to  speak  of,  and 
a  very  dirty  WeULngton  boot  on  his  left  arm,  appeared ;  who 
(being  surprised)  rubbed  the  nose  just  mentioned  with  the 
back  of  a  shoe -brush,  and  said  nothing. 

"  Still  a-bed,  my  man?"  asked  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

"Still  a-bed!"  replied  the  boy.  "I  wish  they  wos  still 
a-bed.  They  '*e  very  noisy  a-bed ;  aU  calling  for  their  boots 
at  once.  I  thought  you  was  the  Paper,  and  wondered  why 
you  didn't  shove  yourself  through  the  grating  as  usuaL 
What  do  you  want  ? " 

Consideriog  his  years,  which  were  tender,  the  youth  may 
be  said  to  have  preferred  this  question  sternly,  and  in  some- 
thing of  a  defiant  manner.  But  Mr.  Pecksniff,  without  taking 
umbrage  at  his  bearing,  put  a  card  in  his  hand,  and  bade 
him  take  that  up-stairfi,  and  show  them  in  the  meanwhile 
into  a  room  where  there  was  a  fire. 
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" Or  if  there's  one  in  the  eating  parlonr,"  said  Mr.  Peck* 

sniff,    ^*  I  can  £nd  it  myself/'      So  he  led  his  daughters, 

without  waiting  for  any  further  introduction,  into  a  room  on 

the  ground. floor,  where  a  table-doth  (rather  a  tight  and 

scanty  fit  in  reference  to  the  table  it  covered)  was  already 

spread    for  breakfut:    displaying   a  mighty  dish  of  pink 

boHed  beef;  an  instance  of  that  particular  sfyle  of  loaf  which 

is  known  to  housekeepers  as  a  slack-baked,  crummy  quartern ; 

a  liberal   provision  of   cups  and  saucers;    and    the  usual 

appendages. 

Inside  the  fender  were  some  half  dozen  pairs  of  shoes  and 

boots,  of  various  sizes,  just  cleaned  and  turned  with  the  soles 

upward  to  dry ;  and  a  pair  of  short  black  gaiters,  on  one  of 

which   was  chalked — in  sport,  it  would   appear,   by   some 

gentleman  who  had  slipped  down  for  the  purpose,  pending 

his  toilet,  and  gone  up  again — ^*  Jenkins's  Particular,"  while 

the  other  exhibited  a  sketch  in  profile,  olaiTm'ng  to  be  the 

portrait  of  Jenkins  himself. 

M.  Todgers's  Commercial  Boarding-House  was  a  house  of 

that  sort  which  was  likely  to  be  dark  at  any  time ;  but  that 

morning  it  was  especially  dark.     There  was  an  odd  smell  in 

the  passage,  as  if  the  concentrated  essence  of  all  the  dumers 

that  had  been  cooked  in  the  kitchen  since  the  house  was  bmlt, 

lingered  at  the  top  of  the  kitchen  stairs  to  that  hour,  and,  like 

the  Black  Friar  in  Don  Juan,  "wouldn't  be  driven  away." 

In  particular,  there  was  a  sensation  of  cabbage ;  as  if  all  the 

greens  that  had  ever  been  boUed  there,  were  evergreens,  and 

flourished  in  immortal  strength.     The  parlour  was  wainscoted, 

and  communicated  to  strangers  a  magnetic  and  instinctive 

consciousness  of  rats  and  mice.     The  staircase  was  very  gloomy 

and  veiy  broad,  with  balustrades  so  thick  and  heavy  that  they 

would  have  served  for  a  bridge.     In  a  sombre  comer  on  the 

first  landing,   stood  a  gruff  old   giant   of  a  dock,  with  a 

preposterous  coronet  of  three  brass  balls  on  his  head ;  whom 

few  had  ever  seen — none  ever  looked  in  the  face — and  who 

seemed  to  continue  his  heavy  tick  for  no  other  reason  than  to 

warn  heedless  people  firom  ruiming  into  him  acddentally.     It 

had  not  been  papered  or  painted,  hadn't  Todgers's,  within  the 

memory  of  man.     It  was  very  black,  begrimed,  and  mouldy. 

And,  at  the  top  of  the  staircase,  was  an  old,  disjointed,  rickety, 

ill-favoured  skylight,  patched  and  mended  in  all  kinds  of  ways, 

which  looked  distrustfully  down  at  everything  that  passed 

x2 
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below,  and  covered  Todgers's  up  as  if  it  were  a  sort  of  human 
cucumber-frame,  and  only  people  of  a  peculiar  growth,  were 
reared  there. 

Mr.  Pecksniff  and  his  fair  daughters  had  not  stood  warming 
themselves  at  the  fire  ten  minutes,  when  the  sound  of  feet  was 
heard  upon  the  stairs,  and  the  presiding  deity  of  the  establish- 
ment came  hurrying  in. 

M.  Todgers  was  a  lady — ^rather  a  bony  and  hard-featured 
lady — ^with  a  row  of  curls  in  front  of  her  head,  shaped  like 
little  barrels  of  beer ;  and  on  the  top  of  it  something  made  of 
net,^~you  couldn't  call  it  a  cap  exactly — ^which  looked  like  a 
black  cobweb.  She  had  a  little  basket  on  her  arm,  and  in  it 
a  bunch  of  keys  that  jingled  as  she  came.  In  her  other  hand 
she  bore  a  flaming  tallow  candle,  which,  after  surveying  Mr. 
Pecksniff  for  one  instant  by  its  light,  she  put  down  upon  the 
table,  to  the  end  that  she  might  receive  him  with  the  greater 
cordiality. 

**Mr.  Pecksniff,"  cried  Mrs.  Todgers.  "Welcome  to 
London !  Who  would  have  thought  of  such  a  visit  as  this, 
after  so — dear,  dear! — so  many  years!  How  do  you  do, 
Mr.  Pecksniff?" 

"As  well  as  ever;  and  as  glad  to  see  you,  as  ever;"  Mr. 
Pecksniff  made  response.  "  Why,  you  are  younger  than  you 
used  to  be!" 

"  You  are,  I  am  sure!"  said  Mrs.  Todgers.  "You're  not 
a  bit  changed." 

"  What  do  you  say  to  this  ?"  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff,  stretching 
out  his  hand  towards  the  young  ladies.  "  Does  this  make  me 
no  older?" 

"Not  your  daughters!"  exclaimed  the  lady,  raising  her 
hands  and  clasping  them.  "Oh,  no,  Mr.  Pecksniff!  Your 
second,  and  her  bridesmaid !" 

Mr.  Pecksniff  smiled  complacently;  shook  his  head;  and 
said,  "  My  daughters,  Mrs.  Todgers :  merely  my  daughters." 

"Ah!"  sighed  the  good  lady,  "I  must  believe  you,  for 
now  I  look  at  *em  I  think  I  should  have  known  *em  anywhere. 
My  dear  Miss  Pecksniffs,  how  happy  your  pa  has  made  me !" 

She  hugged  them  both ;  and  being  by  this  time  overpowered 
by  her  feelings  or  the  iademency  of  the  morning,  jerked  a 
little  pocket  handkerchief  out  of  the  little  basket,  and  applied 
the  same  to  her  face. 

"  Now,  my  good  madam,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  I  know  the 
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rules  of  your  establishment,  and  that  you  only  receive 
gentlemen  hoarders.  But  it  occurred  to  me,  when  I  left 
home,  that  perhaps  you  would  give^my  daughters  houseroom, 
and  make  an  exception  in  their  &YOur." 

"  Perhaps  ?  "  cried  Mrs.  Todgers  ecstatically.     "  Perhaps  ? " 

"I  may  say  then,  that  I  was  sure  you  would,"  said  Mr. 
Pecksniff.  **  I  know  that  you  have  a  little  room  of  your  own, 
and  that  they  can  be  comfortable  there,  without  appearing  at 
the  general  table." 

**Dear  girls!"  said  Mrs.  Todgers.  "I  must  take  that 
liberty  once  more." 

Mrs.  Todgers  meant  by  this  that  she  must  embrace  them 
once  more,  which  she  accordingly  did,  with  great  ardour. 
But  the  truth  was,  that,  the  house  being  full  with  the 
exception  of  one  bed,  which  would  now  be  occupied  by  Mr. 
Pecksniff,  she  wanted  time  for  consideration;  and  so  much 
time  too  (for  it  was  a  knotty  point  how  to  dispose  of  them), 
that  even  when  this  second  embrace  was  over,  she  stood  for 
some  moments  gazing  at  the  sisters,  with  affection  beaming  in 
one  eye,  and  calculation  shining  out  of  the  other. 

'*  I  think  I  know  how  to  arrange  it,"  said  Mrs.  Todgers, 
at  length.  "  A  sofa  bedstead  in  the  little  third  room  which 
opens  from  my  own  parlour — Oh,  you  dear  girls ! " 

Thereupon  she  embraced  them  once  more,  observing  that 
she  could  not  decide  which  was  most  like  their  poor  mother 
(which  was  highly  probable :  seeing  that  she  had  never  beheld 
that  lady),  but  that  she  rather  thought  the  yoimgest  was ;  and 
then  she  said  that  as  the  gentlemen  would  be  down  directly, 
and  the  ladies  were  fatigued  with  travelling,  would  they  step 
into  her  room  at  once  ? 

It  was  on  the  same  floor ;  being  in  fact,  the  back  parlour ; 
and  had,  as  Mrs.  Todgers  said,  the  great  advantage  (in 
London)  of  not  being  overlooked ;  as  they  would  see,  when 
the  fog  cleared  off.  Nor  was  this  a  vain-glorious  boast,  for  it 
commanded  at  a  perspective  of  two  feet,  a  brown  wall  with  a 
•  black  cistern  on  the  top.  The  sleeping  apartment  designed 
for  the  young  ladies  was  approached  from  this  chamber  by  a 
mightily  convenient  little  door,  which  would  only  open  when 
fallen  against  by  a  strong  person.  It  commanded  from  a 
similar  point  of  sight  gnother  angle  of  the  wall,  and  another 
side  of  the  cistern.  '*  Not  the  damp  side,"  said  Mrs.  Todgers. 
"  That  is  Mr.  Jenkins's." 
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In  the  first  of  tliese  Banctaaries  a  fiie  was  speedily  kindled 
by  the  youthful  porter,  who  whistling  afc  his  work  in  the 
absence  of  Mrs.  Todgers  (not  to  mention  his  sketching  figures 
.  on  his  corduroys  with  burnt  firewood),  and  being  afterwards 
taken  by  that  lady  in  the  fiict,  was  dismissed  with  a  box  on 
his  ears.  Baying  prepared  breakfiEust  for  the  young  ladies 
with  her  own  hands,  she  withdrew  to  preside  in  the  other 
room ;  where  the  joke  at  Mr.  Jenkins's  expense,  seemed  to  be 
proceeding  rather  noisily. 

"I  won't  ask  you  yet,  my  dears,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff, 
looking  in  at  the  door,  "  how  you  like  London.     Shall  I  ?  " 

"  We  haven't  seen  much  of  it.  Pa  !  "  cried  Merry. 

"  Nothing,  I  hope,"  said  Cherry.     (Both  very  miserably.) 

"  Indeed,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  that's  true.  We  have  our 
pleasure,  and  our  business  too,  before  us.  All  in  good  time. 
All  in  good  time ! " 

Whether  Mr.  Pecksniff's  business  in  London  was  as  strictly 
professional  as  he  had  given  his  new  pupil  to  understand,  we 
shall  see,  to  adopt  that  worthy  man's  phraseology,  ''  all  in 
good  time." 
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CHAPTER  TX. 

TOWN  AND  TODaBBS'£. 

SuKEiiT  thCTe  never  was,  in  any  other  borougli,  city,  or 
hamlet  in  the  world,  such  a  aingnlar  sort  of  a  place  as 
Todgers's.  And  surely  London,  to  judge  from  that  part  of  it 
which  hemmed  Todgers's  roimd,  and  hustled  it,  and  crushed 
it,  and  stuck  its  brick-and-mortar  elbows  into  it,  and  kept  the 
air  from  it,  and  stood  perpetually  between  it  and  the  ligh^ 
was  worthy  of  Todgers's,  and  qualified  to  be  on  terms  of 
close  relationship  and  alliance  with  hundreds  ^uid  thousands  of 
the  odd  frunily  to  which  Todgers's  belonged. 

You  couldn't  walk  about  in  Todgers's  neighbourhood,  aa 
you  could  in  any  other  neighbourhood.  You  groped  your 
way  for  an  hour  through  lanes  and  bye-ways,  and  couit-yaidci 
and  passages;  and  never  once  emerged  upon  anything  that 
might  be  reasonably  called  a  street.  A  kind  of  resigned 
distraction  came  over  the  stranger  as  he  trod  those  devious 
mazes,  and,  giving  himself  up  for  lost,  went  in  and  out  and 
round  about  and  quietly  turned  back  again  when  he  came  to 
a  dead  wall  or  was  stopped  by  an  iron  railing,  and  felt  that 
the  means  of  escape  might  possibly  present  themselves  in 
their  own  good  time,  but  that  to  anticipate  them  was  hope- 
less. Instances  were  known  of  people  who,  being*  asked  to 
dine  at  Todgers's,  had  travelled  round  and  round  it  for  a 
weary  time,  with  its  very  chimney-pots  in  view ;  and  finding 
it,  at  last,  impossible  of  attaimnent,  had  gone  home  again 
with  a  gentle  melancholy  on  their  spirits,  tranquil  and 
uncomplaining.  Nobody  had  ever  found  Todgers's  on  a 
verbal  direction,  though  given  within  a  minute's  walk  of  it. 
Cautious  emigrants  from  Scotland  or  the  North  of  England 
had  been  known  to  reach  it  safely  by  impressing  a  chariiy- 
boy,  town-bred,  and  bringing  him  along  with  him;  or  by 
clinging  tenaciously  to  the  postman;  but  these  were  rare 
exceptions,  and  only  went  to  prove  the  rule  that  Todgers's 
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was  in  a  labyrintli,  whereof  the  mystery  was  known  but  co  a 
chosen  few. 

Several  fruit-brokers  had  their  marts  near  Todgers's ;  and 
one  of  the  first  impressions  wrought  upon  the  stranger's 
senses  was  of  oranges — of  damaged  oranges,  with  blue  and 
green  bruises  on  them,  festering  in  boxes,  or  mouldering 
away  in  cellars.  All  day  long,  a  stream  of  porters  from  the 
wharves  beside  the  river,  each  bearing  on  his  back  a  bursting 
chest  of  oranges,  poured  slowly  through  the  narrow  passages  ; 
while  underneath  the  archway  by  the  public-house,  the  knots 
of  those  who  rested  and  regaled  within,  were  piled  from 
morning  until  night.  Strange  solitary  pumps  were  found  near 
Todgers's,  hiding  themselves  for  the  most  part  in  blind  alleys, 
and  keeping  company  with  fire-ladders.  There  were  churches 
fdso  by  dozens,  with  many  a  ghostly  little  church-yard,  all 
overgrown  with  such  straggling  vegetation  as  springs  up 
spontaneously  from  damp,  and  graves,  and  rubbish.  In  some 
of  these  dingy  resting-places,  which  bore  much  the  same 
analogy  to  green  church-yards,  as  the  pots  of  earth  for 
mignonette  and  wall-flower  in  the  window  overlooking  them, 
did  to  rustic  gardens — there  were  trees ;  tail  trees ;  still 
putting  forth  their  leaves  in  each  succeeding  year,  with  such 
a  languishing  remembrance  of  their  kind  (so  one  might 
fancy,  looking  on  their  sickly  boughs)  as  birds  in  cages  have 
of  theirs.  Here,  paralysed  old  watchmen  guarded  the  bodies 
of  the  dead  at  night,  year  after  year,  until  at  last  they  joined 
that  solemn  brotherhood ;  and,  saving  that  they  slept  below 
the  groimd  a  soimder  sleep  than  even  they  had  ever  known 
above  it,  and  were  shut  up  in  another  kind  of  box,  their 
condition  can  hardly  be  said  to  have  undergone  any  material 
change  when  they,  in  turn,  were  watched  themselves. 

Among  the  narrow  thoroughfares  at  hand,  there  lingered, 
here  and  there,  an  ancient  doorway  of  carved  oak,  from 
which,  of  old,  the  sounds  of  revelry  and  feasting  often  came ; 
but  now  these  mansions,  only  used  for  storehouses,  were  dark 
and  dull,  and,  being  filled  with  wool,  and  cotton,  and  the  like 
— such  heavy  merchandise  as  stifles  sound  and  stops  the 
throat  of  echo — had  an  air  of  palpable  deadness  about  them 
which,  added  to  their  silence  and  desertion,  made  them  very 
grim.  In  like  manner,  there  were  gloomy  court-yards  in 
these  parts,  into  which  few  but  belated  wayfarers  ever 
strayed,  and  where  vast  bags  and  packs  of  goods,  upward  or 
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downward  bound,  were  for  ever  HRTigKng  between  heaven 
and  earth  :&oni  lofiy  cranes.  There  were  more  trucks  near 
Todgers's  than  yon  would  suppose  a  whole  dty  could  ever 
need;  not  active  trucks,  but  a  vagabond  race,  for  ever 
lounging  in  the  narrow  lanes  before  their  masters'  doors  and 
stopping  up  the  pass ;  so  that  when  a  stray  hackney-coach  or 
lumbering  waggon  came  that  way,  they  were  the  cause  of 
sach  an  uproar  as  enlivened  the  whole  neighbourhood,  and 
made  the  very  bells  in  the  next  church-tower  vibrate  again. 
In  the  throats  and  maws  of  dark  no-thorough£eures  near 
Todgers's,  individual  wine-merchants  and  wholesale  dealers 
in  groceiy-ware  had  perfect  little  towns  of  their  own;  and, 
deep  among  the  very  foundations  of  these  buildings,  the 
ground  was  undermined  and  burrowed  out  into  stables, 
-where  cart-horses,  troubled  by  rats,  might  be  heard  on  a 
quiet  Sunday,  rattling  their  halters,  as  disturbed  spirits  in 
tales  of  haunted  houses  are  said  to  dank  their  chains. 

To  teU  of  half  the  queer  old  taverns  that  had  a  drowsy 
and  secret  existence  near  Todgers's,  would  fill  a  goodly  book ; 
-while  a  second  volume  no  less  capacious  might  be  devoted  to 
an  account  of  the  quaint  old  guests  who  frequented  their 
dimly-lighted  parlours.  These  were,  in  general,  ancient 
inhabitants  of  that  region;  bom,  and  bred  there  from  boy- 
hood; who  had  long  since  become  wheezy  and  asthmatical, 
and  short  of  breath,  except  in  the  artide  of  stoiy-teUing :  in 
-which  respect  they  were  still  marvellously  long-winded. 
These  gentry  were  much  opposed  to  steam  and  all  new- 
^EOigled  ways,  and  hdd  ballooning  to  be  sinful,  and  deplored 
the  degeneracy  of  the  times ;  which  that  particular  member 
of  each  little  dub  who  kept  the  keys  of  the  nearest  church, 
professionally,  always  attributed  to  the  prevalence  of  dissent 
and  irreHgion;  though  the  major  part  of  the  company 
inclined  to  the  belief  that  -virtue  went  out  with  hair-powder, 
and  that  old  England's  greatness  had  decayed  amain  -with 
barbers. 

As  to  Todgers's  itself — speaking  of  it  only  as  a  house  in 
that  neighbourhood,  and  Tnakiug  no  reference  to  its  merits  as 
a  commercial  boarding  establishment — it  was  worthy  to 
stand  where  it  did.  There  was  one  staircase-window  in  it. 
at  the  side  of  the  house,  on  the  ground-floor  :  which  tradition 
said  had  not  been  opened  for  a  hundred  years  at  least,  and 
wMch,  abuitiiig  on  an  always  diriy  lane,  was  so  begrimed 
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and  coated  with  a  century's  mud,  that  no  one  pane  of  glasas 
ooald  possibly  Ml  out,  though  all  were  cracked  and  broken 
twenty  times.  But  the  grand  mystery  of  Todgers's  was  the 
cellarage,  approachable  only  by  a  little  back  door  and  a 
rusty  grating:  which  cellarage  within  the  memory  of  man 
had  had  no  comiexion  with  the  house,  but  had  always  been 
the  freehold  property  of  somebody  else,  and  was  reported  to 
be  ftdl  of  wealth :  ihough  in  what  shape — ^whether  in  silyer, 
brass,  or  gold,  or  butts  of  wine,  or  casks  of  gunpowder — ^was 
matter  of  profound  uncertainty  and  supreme  indifference  to 
Todgers's,  and  all  its  inmates. 

The  top  of  the  house  was  worthy  of  notice.  There  was  a 
sort  of  terrace  on  the  roof,  with  posts  and  fragments  of  rotten 
lines,  once  intended  to  dry  clothes  upon ;  and  there  were  two 
or  three  tea-chests  out  there,  fuU  of  earth,  with  forgotten 
plants  in  them,  like  old  walking-sticks.  Whoever  climbed  to 
this  observatory,  was  stunned  at  first  from  having  knocked  his 
head  against  the  little  door  in  coming  out;  and  after  that, 
was  for  the  moment  choked  from  having  looked,  perforce, 
straight  down  the  kitchen  chimney ;  but  these  two  stages  over, 
there  were  things  to  gaze  at  from  the  top  of  Todgers's,  wdli 
worth  your  seeing  too.  For  first  and  foremost,  if  the  day 
were  bright,  yon  observed  upon  the  house-tops,  stretching  iac 
away,  a  long  dark  path :  the  shadow  of  the  Monument :  and 
turning  round,  the  tall  original  was  close  beside  you,  with 
every  hair  erect  upon  his  golden  head,  as  if  the  doings  of 
the  city  frightened  him.  Then  there  were  steeples,  towrars, 
belfries,  shiuiTig  vanes,  and  masts  of  ships:  a  very  lorest 
Gables/hoZ^,  garr^t-mndows,  .dHeme^  upon  .^demes.. 
Smoke  and  noise  enough  for  all  the  world  at  once. 

After  the  first  glance,  there  were  slight  features  in  the 
midst  of  this  crowd  of  objects,  which  sprung  out  from  the 
mass  without  any  reason,  as  it  were',  and  took  hold  of  the 
attention  whether  the  spectator  would  or  no.  Thus,  the 
revolving  chimney-pots  on  one  great  stack  of  buildings, 
seemed  to  be  turning  gravely  to  each  other  every  now  and 
then,  and  whispering  the  result  of  their  separate  observation 
of  what  was  going  on  below.  Others,  of  a  crook-backed 
shape,  appeared  to  be  maliciously  holding  themselves  askew, 
that  they  might  shut  the  prospect  out  and  baffle  Todgers's. 
The  man  who  was  mending  a  pen  at  an  upper  window  over 
the  way,  became  of  paramount  importance  in  the  scene,  and 
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made  a  blank  in  it,  ridiculously  disproportionate  in  its  extent, 
when  he  retired.  The  gambols  of  a  piece  of  cloth  upon  the 
djer's  pole  had  fax  more  interest  for  the  moment  than  all  the 
changing  motion  of  the  crowd.  Yet  even  while  the  looker- 
on  felf  angiy  with  himself  for  this,  and  wondered  how  it  was, 
the  tumult  swelled  into  a  roar ;  the  hosts  of  objects  seemed  to 
thicken  and  expand  a  hundredfold;  and  after  gazing  round 
him,  quite  scared,  he  turned  into  Todgers's  again,  much  more 
rapidly  than  he  came  out ;  and  ten  to  one  he  told  M.  Todgers 
afterwards  that  if  he  hadn't  done  so,  he  would  certainly  have 
come  into  the  street  by  the  shortest  cut :  that  is  to  say,  head- 
foremost. 

So  said  the  two  Miss  Pecksniffs,  when  they  retired  with 
Mrs.  Todgers  from  this  place  of  espial,  leaving  the  youthftil 
porter  to  close  the  door  and  follow  them  down  stairs:  who 
being  of  a  playftd  temperament,  and  contemplating  with  a 
delight  peculiar  to  his  sex  and  time  of  hfe,  any  chance  of 
dashing  himself  into  small  fragments,  lingered  behind  to  walk 
upon  the  parapet. 

It  being  the  second  day  of  their  stay  in  London,  the  Miss 
Pecksniffs  and  Mrs.  Todgers  were  by  this  time  highly 
confidential,  insomuch  that  the  last-named  lady  had  already 
communicated  the  particulars  of  three  early  disapi)ointments 
of  a  tender  nature ;  and  had  fttrfhermore  possessed  her  young 
friends  with  a  general  summary  of  the  life,  conduct,  and 
character  of  Mr.  Todgers:  who,  it  seemed,  had  cut  his 
matrimonial  career  rather  short,  by  unlawMly  running  away 
from  his  happiuess,  and  establishing  himself  in  foreign 
countries  as  a  bachelor. 

*'  Your  pa  was  once  a  little  particular  in  his  attentions,  my 
dears,"  said  Mrs.  Todgers,  *'but  to  be  your  ma  was  too  much 
happiness  denied  me.  You  'd  hardly  know  who  this  was  done 
for  perhaps?" 

She  called  their  attention  to  an  oval  miniature,  like  a  little 
blister,  which  was  tacked  up  over  the  kettle-holder,  and  in 
which  there  was  a  dreamy  shadowing  forth  of  her  own 
visage. 

"  It 's  a  speaking  likeness ! "  cried  the  two  Miss  Pecksniffs. 

**  It  was  considered  so  once,"  said  Mrs.  Todgers,  warming 
herself  in  a  gentlemanly  manner  at  the  fire :  "  but  I  hardly 
thought  you  would  have  known  it,  my  loves." 

They  would  have  kno-^n  it  anywhere.     If  they  could  have 
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met  with  it  in  the  street,  or  seen  it  in  a  shop  window,  they 
would  have  cried,  "  Good  Gracious !  Mrs.  Todgers !" 

''Presiding  oyer  an  establishment  like  this,  makes  sad 
havoc  with  the  features,  my  dear  Miss  Fecksnifife/'  said  Mrs. 
Todgers.  "  The  gravy  alone,  is  enough  to  add  twenirjr  years 
to  one's  age,  I  do  assure  you." 

"  Lor ! "  cried  the  two  Miss  Pecksniflfe. 

"The  anxiety  of  that  one  item,  my  dears,"  said  Mra 
Todgers,  "keeps  the  mind  continually  upon  the  stretch 
There  is  no  such  passion  in  human  nature,  as  the  passion  for 
gravy  among  commercial  gentlemen.  It  *8  nothing  to  say  a 
joint  won't  yield — a  whole  animal  wouldn't  yield — the 
amount  of  gravy  they  expect  each  day  at  dinner.  And 
what  I  have  undergone  in  consequence,"  cried  Mrs.  Todgers, 
raising  her  eyes  and  shaking  her  head,  "no  one  would 
believe ! " 

"Just  like  Mr.  Pinch,  Merry!"  said  Charity.  "We  have 
always  noticed  it  in  him,  you  remember?" 

"  Yes,  my  dear,"  giggled  Merry,  "  but  we  have  never  given 
it  him,  you  know." 

"  You  my  dears,  having  to  deal  with  your  pa's  pupHs  who 
can't  help  themselves,  are  able  to  take  your  own  way,"  said 
Mrs.  Todgers,  "  but  in  a  commercial  establishment,  where  any 
gentlemen  may  say,  any  Saturday  evening,  *  Mrs.  Todgers,  this 
day  week  we  part,  in  consequence  of  the  cheese,'  it  is  not  so 
easy  to  preserve  a  pleasant  understanding.  Your  pa  was  kind 
enough,"  added  the  good  lady,  "  to  invite  me  to  take  a  ride 
with  you  to-day;  and  I  ihi-nk  he  mentioned  that  you  were 
going  to  call  upon  Miss  Pinch.  Any  relation  to  the  gentleman 
you  were  speaking  of  just  now.  Miss  Pecksniff?" 

"  For  goodness  sake,  Mrs.  Todgers,"  interposed  the  lively 
Merry,  "  don't  call  him  a  gentleman.  My  dear  Cherry,  Pinch 
a  gentleman !     The  idea ! " 

"What  a  wicked  girl  you  are!"  cried  Mrs.  Todgers, 
embracing  her  with  great  affection.  "You  are  quite  a  quiz 
I  do  declare  !  My  dear  Miss  Pecksniff,  what  a  happiness  your 
sister's  spirits  must  be  to  your  pa  and  self!" 

"He's  the  most  hideous,  goggle-eyed  creature,  Mrs. 
Todgers,  in  existence,"  resumed  Merry:  "quite  an  ogre. 
The  ugliest,  awkwardest,  MghtfuUest  being,  you  can  imagine. 
This  is  his  sister,  so  I  leave  you  to  suppose  what  she  is.  I 
shall  be  obHged  to  laugh  outright,  I  faiow  I  fihaJlI"  cried 
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the  charming  girl,  '*  I  never  shall  be  able  to  keep  my  counte- 
nance. The  notion  of  a  Miss  Pinch  presmning  to  exist  at  all 
Is  sufficient  to  kiU  one,  but  to  see  her — oh  my  stars ! " 

Mrs.  Todgers  laughed  immensely  at  the  dear  love's  humour, 
and  declared  she  was  quite  a&aid  of  her,  that  she  was.  She 
wajs  so  very  severe. 

**Who  is  severe?"  cried  a  voice  at  the  door.  "There  is 
no  such  thing  as  severity  in  our  family,  I  hope ! "  And  then 
Mr.  Pecksniff  peeped  smilingly  into  the  room,  and  said,  "  May 
I  come  in,  Mrs.  Todgers?" 

Mrs.  Todgers  almost  screamed,  for  the  little  door  of 
communication  between  that  room  and  the  inner  one  being 
wide  open,  there  was  a  fuU  disclosure  of  the  sofa  bedstead  in 
all  its  monstrous  impropriety.  But  she  had  the  presence  of 
mind  to  close  this  portal  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye;  and 
having  done  so,  said,  though  not  without  concision,  "  Oh  yes, 
Mr.  Pecksniff,  you  can  come  in,  if  you  please." 

"  How  are  we  to-day,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff  jocosely ;  "  and 
what  are  our  plans?  Are  we  ready  to  go  and  see  Tom 
Pinch's  sister  ?     Ha,  ha,  ha !     Poor  Tliomas  Pinch !  " 

'*  Are  we  ready,"  returned  Mrs.  Todgers,  nodding  her  head 
with  mysterious  intelligence,  *'  to  send  a  favourable  reply  to 
Mr.  Jinldns's  roimd-robin  ?  That 's  the  first  question,  Mr. 
Pecksniff." 

**  Why  Mr.  Jinkins's  robin,  my  dear  madam  ?  "  asked  Mr. 
Pecksniff,  putting  one  arm  roimd  Mercy,  and  the  other  round 
Mrs.  Todgers,  whom  he  seemed,  in  tiie  abstraction  of  the 
moment,  to  mistake  for  Charity.     "  Why  Mr.  Jinkins's  ?  " 

"  Because  he  began  to  get  it  up,  and  indeed  always  takes 
the  lead  in  the  house,"  said  Mrs.  Todgers,  playfully.  "That 's 
why,  sir." 

"JinMns  is  a  man  of  superior  talents,"  observed  Mr. 
Pecksniff.  "  I  have  conceived  a  great  regard  for  Jinkius.  I 
take  Jinkins's  desire  to  pay  polite  attention  to  my  daughters, 
as  an  additional  proof  of  tiie  friendly  feeling  of  Jinkins,  Mrs. 
Todgers." 

"Well  now,"  returned  that  lady,  "having  said  so  much, 
you  must  say  the  rest,  Mr.  Pecksniff :  so  teU  the  dear  young 
ladies  all  about  it." 

With  these  words,  she  gently  eluded  Mr.  Pecksniff's  grasp, 
and  took  Miss  Charity  into  her  own  embrace;  though  whether 
she  was  impelled  to  iiis  proceeding  solely  by  the  irrepressible 
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affectioii  she  had  conceived  for  that  young  lady^  or  whether  it 
had  any  reference  to  a  lowering,  not  to  say  distinctly  spiteftd 
expression  which  had  been  visible  in  her  face  for  some 
moments,  has  never  been  exactly  ascertained.  Be  this  as  it 
may,  Mr.  PecksnijBf  went  on  to  inform  his  daughters  of  the 
purport  and  history  of  the  round-robin  aforesaid,  which  was 
in  brief,  that  the  commercial  gentlemen  who  helped  to  make 
up  the  sum  and  substance  of  that  noun  of  multitude  signifying 
many,  called  Todgers's,  desired  the  honour  of  their  presence 
at  the  general  table,  so  long  as  they  remained  in  the  house, 
and  besought  that  they  would  grace  the  board  at  dinner-time 
next  day,  the  same  being  Sunday.  He  further  said,  that  Mrs. 
Todgers  being  a  consenting  party  to  this  invitation,  he  was 
willing,  for  his  part,  to  accept  it ;  and  so  left  them  that  he 
might  write  his  gracious  answer,  the  while  they  armed 
themselves  with  their  best  bonnets  for  the  utter  defeat  and 
overthrow  of  Miss  Pinch. 

Tom  Pinch's  sister  was  governess  in  a  family,  a  lofty  family; 
perhaps  the  wealthiest  brass  and  copper  founders'  family 
known  to  mankind.  They  lived  at  Camberwell ;  in  a  house 
so  big  and  fietce,  that  its  mere  outside,  like  the  outside  c^  a 
giant's  castle,  struck  tezror  into  vulgar  minds  and  made 
bold  persons  quail.  There  was  a  great  front  gate ;  with  a 
great  beU,  whose  handle  was  in  itself  a  note  of  admiration ; 
and  a  great  lodge;  which  beinig  close  to  the  house,  rather 
spoilt  the  look-out  certainly,  but  made  the  look-in,  tremendous. 
At  this  entiy,  a  great  porter  kept  constant  watch  and  ward; 
and  when  he  gave  the  visitor  high  leave  to  pass,  he  rang  a 
second  great  bell,  responsive  to  whose  note  a  great  footiiian 
appeared  in  due  time  at  the  great  haU-door,  with  mxch  great 
tags  upon  his  liveried  shoulder  that  he  was  perpetually  en- 
tangling and  hooking  himself  among  the  chairs  and  tables, 
and  led  a  life  of  tcnrment  which  could  scarcely  have  been 
surpassed,  if  he  had  been  a  blue-bottle  in  a  world  of  cob- 
webs. 

To  this  mansion,  Mr.  Pecksniff,  accompanied  by  his  daughters 
and  Mtb.  Todgers,  drove  gallantly  in  a  one-horse  fly.  The 
foregoing  ceremonies  having  be^  all  performedy  tbdy  were 
ushered  into  the  house ;  and  so,  by  degrees,  they  got  at  last 
into  a  small  room  with  bo<^s  in  it,  where  Mr.  Pinch's  sister 
was  at  that  moment,  instructing  her  eldest  pupil :  to  wit,  a 
pzematuie  little  woman  of  thirteen  years  old,  who  had  already 
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amYecL  at  sach  a  pitch  of  whalebone  and  education  that  she 
had  nothing  girlish  about  her :  which  was  a  source  of  great 
rejoicing  to  all  her  relations  and  friends. 

"  Visitors  for  Miss  Pinch  !  "  said  the  fbotman.  He  mxust 
have  been  an  ingenious  young  man,  for  he  said  it  very 
deverly :  with  a  nice  discrimination  between  the  cold  respect 
with  which  he  would  have  announced  visitors* to  the  family, 
and  the  warm  personal  interest  with  which  he  would  have 
announced  visitors  to  the  cook. 

"  Visitors  for  Miss  Pinch  ! " 

Miss  Pinch  rose  hastily ;  with  such  tokens  of  agitation  as 
plainly  declared  that  her  list  of  callers  was  not  numeroxus. 
At  the  same  time,  the  little  pupil  became  alarmingly  upright 
and  prepared  herself  to  take  mental  notes  of  all  that  might 
be  said  and  done.  For  the  lady  of  the  establishment  was 
curious  in  the  natural  history  and  habits  of  the  animal  called 
Governess,  and  encouraged  her  daughters  to  report  thereon 
whenever  occasion  served;  which  was,  in  reference  to  all 
parties  concerned,  very  laudable,  improving,  and  pleasant. 

It  is  a  melancholy  fact ;  but  it  must  be  related,  that  Mr. 
Pinch's  sister  was  not  at  all  ugly.  On  the  contrary,  she  had 
a  good  face;  a  veiy  mild  and  prepossessing  face;  and  a 
pretty  little  figure — slight  and  short,  but  remarkable  for  its 
neatness.  There  was  something  of  her  brother,  much  of  him 
indeed,  in  a  certain  gentleness  of  manner,  and  in  her  look  of 
timid  trustftdness ;  but  she  was  so  far  from  being  a  fright,  or 
a  dowdy,  or  a  horror,  or  aaything  else,  predicted  by  the  two 
Miss  Pecksniffs,  that  those  young  ladies  naturally  regarded 
her  with  great  indignation,  feeling  that  this  was  by  no  means 
what  they  had  come  to  see. 

Miss  Mercy,  as  having  the  larger  share  of  gaiety,  bore  up 
the  best  against  this  disappointment,  and  carried  it  off,  in 
outward  show  at  least,  with  a  titter;  but  her  sister,  not 
caring  to  hide  her  disdain,  expressed  it  pretty  openly  in  her 
looks.  As  to  Mrs.  Todgers,  she  leaned  on  Mr.  Pecksniff's 
arm  and  preserved  a  Hnd  of  genteel  grimness,  suitable  to  any 
state  of  mind,  and  involving  aay  shade  of  opinion. 

"Don't  be  alarmed.  Miss  Pinch,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff, 
taking  her  hand  condescendingly  in  one  of  his,  and  patting  it 
with  the  other.  "  I  have  called  to  see  you,  in  pursuance  of  a 
promiso  given  to  your  brother,  Thomas  Pinch.  My  name — 
compose  yourself,  Miss  Pinch — ^is  Pecksniff." 
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The  good  man  empliasised  these  words  as  though  he  would 
have  said,  '  You  see  in  me,  young  person,  the  benefactor  of 
your  race ;  the  patron  of  your  house ;  the  preserver  of  your 
brother,  who  is  fed  with  manna  daily  £pom  my  table  ;  and  in 
right  of  whom  there  is  a  considerable  balance  in  my  favour  at 
present  standing  in  the  books  beyond  the  sky.  But  I  have  no 
pride,  for  I  can  afford  to  do  without  it ! ' 

The  poor  girl  felt  it  all  as  if  it  had  been  Gospel  Truth. 
Her  brother  writing  in  the  fulness  of  his  simple  heart,  had 
often  told  her  so,  and  how  much  more!  As  Mr.  Pecksniff 
ceased  to  speak,  she  hung  her  head,  and  dropped  a  tear  upon 
his  hand. 

"  Oh  very  well.  Miss  Pinch !  "  thought  the  sharp  pupil, 
"crying  before  strangers,  as  if  you  didn't  like  the  situation!  " 

"Thomas  is  well,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff;  "and  sends  his 
love  and  this  letter.  I  cannot  say,  poor  fellow,  that  he  will 
ever  be  distinguished  in  our  profession ;  but  he  has  the  will 
to  do  well,  which  is  the  next  thing  to  having  the  power ;  and, 
therefore,  we  must  bear  with  him.     Eh  ?  " 

"I  know  he  has  the  will,  sir,"  said  Tom  Pinch's  sister, 
"  and  I  know  how  kindly  and  considerately  you  cherish  it,  for 
which  neither  he  nor  I  can  ever  be  grateful  enough,  as  we 
very  often  say  in  writing  to  each  other.  The  young  ladies 
too,"  she  added,  glancing  gratefully  at  his  two  daughters,  "  I 
linow  how  much  we  owe  to  them." 

"  My  dears,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  turning  to  them  with  a 
smile  :  "  Thomas's  sister  is  saying  something  you  will  be  glad 
to  hear,  I  think." 

"  We  can't  take  any  merit  to  ourselves,  papa ! "  cried 
Cherry,  as  they  both  apprised  Tom  Pinch's  sister,  with  a 
curtsey,  that  they  would  feel  obliged  if  she  would  keep  her 
distance.  "  Mr.  Pinch's  being  so  well  provided  for  is  owing 
to  you  alone,  and  we  can  only  say  how  glad  we  are  to  hear 
that  he  is  as  grateful  as  he  ought  to  be." 

"Oh  very  well,  Miss  Pinch!"  thought  the  pupil  again. 
"  Got  a  grateful  brother,  living  on  other  people's  kindness ! " 

"  It  was  very  kind  of  you,"  said  Tom  Pinch's  sister,  with 
Tom's  own  simplicity,  and  Tom's  own  smile,  "  to  come  here  : 
very  kind  indeed:  iihough  how  great  a  kindness  you  have 
done  me  in  gratifying  my  wish  to  see  you,  and  to  thank  you 
with  my  own  lips,  you,  who  make  so  light  of  benefits  conferred, 
can  scarcely  think." 
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"Very  grateful;  very  pleasant;  very  proper,"  murmured 
Mr.  Pecksniff. 

"  It  makes  me  happy  too/'  said  Ruth  Pinch,  who  now  that 
her  first  surprise  was  over,  had  a  chatty,  cheerful  way  with 
her,  and  a  single-hearted  desire  to  look  upon  the  best  side  of 
everything,  which  was  the  very  moral  and  image  of  Tom; 
"very  happy  to  think  that  you  will  be  able  to  tell  him  how 
more  than  comfortably  I  am  situated  here,  and  how  imneces- 
saiy  it  is  that  he  should  ever  waste  a  regret  on  my  being  cast 
upon  my  own  resources.  Dear  me  !  So  long  as  I  heard  that 
he  was  happy,  and  he  heard  that  I  was,"  said  Tom's  sister, 
"  we  could  both  bear,  without  one  impatient  or  complaining 
thought,  a  great  deal  more  than  ever  we  have  had  to  endure, 
I  am  very  certain."  And  if  ever  the  plain  truth  were  spoken 
on  this  occasionally  false  earth,  Tom's  sister  spoke  it  when  she 
said  that. 

"Ah ! "  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff,  whose  eyes  had  in  the  mean 
time  wandered  to  the  pupil ;  "  certainly.  And  how  do  you  do, 
my  very  interesting  child  ?  " 

"  Quite  well,  I  thank  you,  sir,"  replied  that  frosty  innocent. 

"  A  sweet  fece  this,  my  dears,"  said  Mr.  Pecksn^  turning 
to  his  daughters.     "  A  charming  manner ! " 

Both  young  ladies  had  been  in  ecstasies  with  the  scion  of  a 
wealthy  house  (through  whom  the  nearest  road  and  shortest 
cut  to  her  parents  might  be  supposed  to  lie)  from  the  first, 
Mrs.  Todgers  vowed  that  anything  one  quarter  so  angelic  she 
had  never  seen.  "  She  wanted  but  a  pair  of  wings,  a  dear," 
said  that  good  woman,  "to  be  a  young  syrap," — meaning, 
possibly,  yoimg  sylph,  or  seraph. 

"If  you  wiU  give  that  to  your  distinguished  parents, 
my  amiable  Httle  Mend,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  producing  one 
of  his  professional  cards,  "and  will  say  that  I  and  my 
daughters — " 

"  And  Mrs.  Todgers,  pa,"  said  Merry. 

"And  Mrs.  Todgers,  of  London,"  added  Mr.  Pecksniff; 
"that  I,  and  my  daughters,  and  Mrs.  Todgers,  of  London, 
did  not  intrude  upon  them,  as  our  object  simply  was  to  take 
some  notice  of  Miss  Pinch,  whose  brother  is  a  young  man  in 
my  employment ;  but  that  I  could  not  leave  this  very  chaste 
mansion,  without  adding  my  humble  tribute,  as  an  Architect, 
to  the  correctness  and  elegance  of  the  owner's  taste,  and  to  his 
just  appreciation  of  that  beautiful  art,  to  the  cultivation  of 

VOL.  I.  h 
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wlucb.  I  have  devoted  a  life,  and  to  the  promotioii  of  \rliose 
glory  and  advancement  I  have  sacrificed  a — a  fortune — I  shaU 
be  very  much  obliged  to  you." 

'*  Missis's  compliments  to  Mise  Pinch,"  said  the  footman, 
suddenly  appearing,  and  speaking  in  exactly  the  same  key  as 
before,  "  and  begs  to  know  wot  my  young  lady  is  a  learning 
of  just  now." 

"  Oh !  "  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  here  is  the  yoimg  man.  He 
will  take  the  card.  With  my  compliments,  if  you  please,  young 
man.    My  dears,  we  are  interrupting  the  studies.    Let  us  go." 

Some  confusion  was  occasioned  for  an  instant  by  Mrs. 
Todgers's  unstrapping  her  little  flat  hand-basket,  and  hur- 
riedly entrusting  the  '*  young  man  "  with  one  of  her  own  cards, 
whidi,  in  addition  to  certain  detailed  information  relative  to 
the  terms  of  the  commercial  establishment,  bore  a  &ot-note  to 
the  effect  that  M.  T.  took  that  opportunity  of  thanking  those 
gentlemen  who  had  honoured  her  with  their  favours,  and 
begged  they  would  have  the  goodness,  if  satisfied  with  the 
table,  to  recommend  her  to  their  Mends.  But  Mr.  Pecksniff, 
with  admirable  presence  of  mind,  recovered  this  document, 
and  buttoned  it  up  in  his  own  pocket. 

Then  he  said  to  Miss  Pinch — ^with  more  condescension  and 
kindness  than  ever,  for  it  was  desirable  the  footman  should 
expressly  understand  that  they  were  not  Mends  of  hers,  but 
patrons : 

*'  Good  morning.  Good  bye.  God  bless  you  !  You  may 
depend  upon  my  continued  protection  of  your  brother  Thomas. 
Keep  your  mind  quite  at  ease.  Miss  Pinch ! " 

** "riiank  you,"  said  Tom's  sister  heartily:  ^'a  thousand 
times." 

''  Not  at  all,"  he  retorted,  patting  her  gently  on  the  head. 
"  Don't  mention  it.  You  will  make  me  angiy  if  you  do. 
My  sweet  child  " — ^to  the  pupil,  "  farewell !  That  fairy  crea- 
ture," said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  looking  in  his  pensive  mood  hard  at 
the  footman,  as  if  he  meant  him,  **  has  shed  a  vision  on  my 
path,  refulgent  in  its  nature,  and  not  easily  to  be  obliterated. 
My  dears,  are  you  ready  ?  " 

They  were  not  quite  ready  yet,  for  they  were  still  caressing 
the  pupil.  But  they  tore  themselves  away  at  length ;  and  sweep- 
ing past  Miss  Pinch  with  each  a  haughty  inclination  of  the  head 
and  a  curtsey  strangled  in  its  birth,  flounced  into  the  passage. 

The  young  man  had  rather  a  long  job  in  showing  thorn  out ; 


MASTm  CHUZZLBWIT.  147 

for  Mr.  Pecksniff's  delight  in  the  tastefulness  of  the  house  ^as 
such  that  he  could  not  help  often  stopping  (particularly  when 
they  were  near  the  parlour  door)  and  giving  it  expression,  in 
a  loud  voice  and  very  learned  terms.  Indeed,  he  delivered, 
between  the  study  and  the  hall,  a  familiar  exposition  of  the 
whole  science  of  architecture  as  applied  to  dweUing-houses, 
and  was  yet  in  the  freshness  of  his  eloquence  when  they 
reached  the  garden. 

''  If  you  look,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  backing  from  the  steps, 
with  his  head  on  one  side  and  his  eyes  half-shut  that  he 
might  the  better  take  in  the  proportions  of  the  exterior :  "  If 
you  look,  my  dears,  at  the  cornice  which  supports  the  roof, 
and  observe  the  airiness  of  its  construction,  especially  where 
it  sweeps  the  southern  angle  of  the  building,  you  will  feel 
with  me — How  do  you  do,  sir  ?     I  hope  you  're  weU  ?  " 

Interrupting  himself  with  these  words,  he  very  politely 
bowed  to  a  middle-aged  gentleman  at  an  upper  window,  to 
whom  he  spoke — ^not  because  the  gentleman  could  hear  him 
(for  he  certainly  could  not),  but  as  an  appropriate  accompani- 
ment to  his  salutation. 

**  I  have  no  doubt,  my  dears,''  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  feigning 
to  point  out  other  beauties  with  his  hand,  ''  that  that  is  the 
proprietor.  I  should  be  glad  to  know  him.  It  might  lead 
to  something.     Is  he  looking  this  way,  Charity  ?  " 

"  He  is  opening  the  window,  pa ! " 

"Ha,    ha!"    cried  Mr.    Pecksniff,    softly.      "All  right! 
He  has  found  I  'm  professionaL     He  heard  me  inside  just 
now,  I  have  no  doubt.     Don't  look!     With  regard  to  the 
fluted  pillars  in  the  portico,  my  dears —  " 
Hallo  !  "  cried  the  gentleman. 

Sir,  your  servant ! "    said  Mr.  Pecksniff^  taking  off  his 
hat :  "  I  am  proud  to  make  your  acquaintance." 

"  Come  off  the  grass,  will  you  !  "  roared  the  gentleman. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  doubtful  of 
his  having  heard  aright.     "  Did  you — ?  " 

"  Come  off  the  grass !  "  repeated  the  gentleman,  warmly. 

"  We  are  unwilling  to  intrude,  sir,"  Mr.  Pecksniff  smilingly 
began. 

"  But  you  are  intruding,"  returned  the  other,  "  unwarrant* 

ably  intruding — ^trespassing.     You  see  a  gravel  walk,  don't 

you  ?     What  do  you  think  it 's  meant  for  ?     Open  the  gate 

there !     Show  that  party  out ! " 

l2 
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With  that,  he  clapped  down  the  window  again,  and  disap* 
peared. 

Mr.  Pecksniff  put  on  his  hat,  and  walked  with  great  delibe- 
ration and  in  profound  silence  to  the  fly,  gazing  at  the  clouds 
as  he  went,  with  great  interest.  After  helping  his  daughters 
and  Mrs.  Todgers  into  that  conveyance,  he  stood  looking  at  it 
for  some  moments,  as  if  he  were  not  quite  certain  whether 
it  was  a  carriage  or  a  temple ;  but  having  settled  this  point 
in  his  mind,  he  got  into  his  place,  spread  his  hands  out  on 
his  knees,  and  smiled  upon  the  three  beholders. 

But,  his  daughters,  less  tranquil-minded,  burst  into  a  torrent 
of  indignation.  This  came,  they  said,  of  cherishing  such 
creatures  as  the  Pinches.  This  came  of  lowering  themselves 
to  their  level.  This  came  of  putting  themselves  in  the 
humiliating  position  of  seeming  to  know  such  bold,  audacious, 
cunning,  dreadj^  girls  as  that.  They  had  expected  this. 
They  had  predicted  it  to  Mrs.  Todgers,  as  she  (Todgers) 
could  depone,  that  very  morning.  To  this,  they  added,  that 
the  owner  of  the  house,  supposing  them  to  be  Miss  Pinch's 
Mends,  had  acted,  in  their  opinion,  quite  correctly,  and  had 
done  no  more  than,  under  such  circumstances,  might  reason- 
ably have  been  expected.  To  that,  they  added  (witii  a  trifling 
inconsistency),  that  he  was  a  brute  and  a  bear ;  and  then  they 
merged  into  a  flood  of  tears,  which  swept  away  all  wandering 
epithets  before  it. 

Perhaps  Miss  Pinch  was  scarcely  so  much  to  blame  in  the 
matter  as  the  Seraph,  who,  immediately  on  the  withdrawal  of 
the  visitors,  had  hastened  to  report  them  at  head-quarters, 
with  a  full  account  of  their  having  presumptuously  charged 
her  with  the  delivery  of  a  message  afterwards  consigned  to 
the  footman;  which  outrage  taken  in  conjunction  with  Mr. 
Pecksmffs  unobtrusive  remarks  on  the  establishment,  might 
possibly  have  had  some  share  in  their  dismissal.  Poor  Miss 
Pinch,  however,  had  to  bear  the  brunt  of  it  with  both  parties : 
being  so  severely  taken  to  task  by  the  Seraph's  mother  for 
having  such  vulgar  acquaintances,  that  she  was  fain  to  retire 
to  her  own  room  in  tears,  which  her  natural  cheerfulness 
and  submission,  and  the  delight  of  having  seen  Mr.  Pecksniff, 
and  having  received  a  letter  from  her  brother,  were  at  flrst 
Insufficient  to  repress. 

As  to  Mr.  Pecksniff  he  told  them  in  the  fly,  that  a  good 
action  was  its  own  reward;  and  rather  gave  them  to  under- 
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vtandy  that  if  he  could  have  been  kicked  in  such  a  cause,  he 
fTOuld  have  liked  it  all  the  better.  But  this  was  no  comfort 
to  the  young  ladies,  who  scolded  violently  the  whole  way  back, 
and  even  exhibited  more  than  once,  a  keen  desire  to  attack 
the  devoted  Mrs.  Todgers :  on  whose  personal  appearance,  but 
particularly  on  whose  offending  card  and  hand-basket,  they 
were  secretly  inclined  to  lay  the  blame  of  half  their  failure. 

Todgers's  was  in  a  great  bustle  that  evening,  partly  owing 
to  some  additional  domestic  preparations  for  the  morrow,  and 
partly  to  the  excitement  always  inseparable  in  that  house 
from  Saturday  night,  when  every  gentleman's  linen  arrived  at 
a  different  hour  in  its  own  little  bundle,  with  his  private 
account  pinned  on  the  outside.  There  was  always  a  great 
clinking  of  pattens  down  stairs,  too,  until  midnight  or  so,  on 
Saturdays;  together  with  a  frequent  gleaming  of  mysterious 
Hghts  in  the  area;  much  working  at  the  pump;  and  a 
constant  jangling  of  the  iron  handle  of  the  pail.  Shrill 
altercations  from  time  to  time  arose  between  Mrs.  Todgers 
and  unknown  females  in  remote  back  kitchens;  and  soimds 
were  occasionally  heard,  indicative  of  small  articles  of  iron* 
mongery  and  hardware  being  thrown  at  the  boy.  It  was  the 
custom  of  that  youth  on  Saturdays,  to  roll  up  his  shirt  sleeves 
to  his  shoulders,  and  pervade  all  parts  of  the  house  in  an 
apron  of  coarse  green  baize ;  moreover,  he  was  more  strongly 
tempted  on  Saturdays  than  on  other  days  (it  being  a  busy 
time),  to  make  excursive  bolts  into  the  neighboiiring  alleys 
when  he  answered  the  door,  and  there  to  play  at  leap-frog 
and  other  sports  with  vagrant  lads,  until  pursued  and  brought 
back  by  the  hair  of  his  head,  or  the  lobe  of  his  ear ;  thus,  he 
was  quite  a  conspicuous  feature  among  the  peculiar  incidents 
of  the  last  day  in  the  week  at  Todgers's. 

He  was  especially  so  on  this  particular  Saturday  evening, 
and  honoured  the  Miss  Pecksniffe'  with  a  deal  of  notice; 
seldom  passing  the  door  of  Mrs.  Todgers's  private  room, 
where  they  sat  alone  before  the  fire,  working  by  the  light  of  a 
solitary  candle,  without  putting  in  his  head  and  greeting 
them  with  some  such  compliments  as,  "  There  you  are  agin ! " 
**  An*t  it  nice  ?  " — and  similar  humorous  attentions. 

"  I  say,"  he  whispered,  stopping  in  one  of  his  journeys  to 
and  fro,  "young  ladies,  there's  soup  to-morrow.  She's  a 
making  it  now.  An't  she  a  putting  in  the  water  ?  Oh  !  not 
at  all  neither  I " 
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In  the  oouTse  of  answering  another  knock,  he  ihnist  in  his 
head  again. 

''  I  say — ^there  's  fowls  to-moiTOw.  Not  skinny  ones.  Oh 
no ! " 

Presently  he  caUed  throngh  the  key-hole, 

''  There 's  a  £sh  to-marrow — just  come.  Don't  eat  none  of 
him ! ''  and,  with  this  spectral  warning,  Tanished  again. 

Bye  and  bye,  he  returned  to  lay  the  cloth  for  sapper :  it 
having  been  arranged  between  Mrs.  Todgers  and  the  young 
ladies,  that  they  should  partake  of  an  ecxdusiTe  veal-cutlet 
together  in  the  privacy  of  that  apartment.  He  enterttdned 
them  on  this  occasion  by  thrusting  the  lighted  candle  into  his 
mouth,  and  exhibiting  his  face  in  a  state  of  transparency; 
after  the  performance  of  which  feat,  he  went  on  with  his 
professional  duties ;  brightening  every  knife  as  he  laid  it  on 
the  table,  by  breathing  on  the  blade  and  afterwards  polishing 
the  same  on  the  apron  already  mentioned.  When  he  had 
completed  his  preparations,  he  grinned  at  the  sisters,  and 
expressed  his  belief  that  the  approaching  collation  would  be 
of  **  rather  a  spicy  sort." 

"  Will  it  be  long  before  it 's  ready,  Bailey?"  asked  Mercy. 

"  No,"  said  Bailey,  "  it  is  cooked.  When  I  come  up,  she 
was  dodging  among  the  tender  pieces  with  a  fork,  and  eating 
of  'em." 

But  he  had  scarcely  achieved  the  utterance  of  these  words, 
when  he  received  a  manual  compliment  on  the  head,  which 
sent  him  staggering  against  the  wall ;  and  Mrs.  Todgers,  dish 
in  hand,  stood  indignantly  before  hun. 

"  Oh  you  little  villain!"  said  that  lady.  **0h  you  bad, 
felse  boy ! " 

*'  No  worse  than  yeself,"  retorted  Bailey,  guarding  his  head, 
on  a  principle  invented  by  Mr.  Thomas  Cribb.  "Ah!  Come 
now  !     Do  that  agin,  wiU  yer  I " 

"  He 's  the  most  dreadful  child,"  said  Mrs.  Todgers,  setting 
down  the  dish,  "I  ever  had  to  deal  with.  The  gentlemen 
spoiL  him  to  that  extent,  and  teach  him  such  things,  that  I  'm 
a&aid  nothing  but  hanging  will  ever  do  him  any  good." 

"Won't  it!"  cried  Bailey.  "Oh!  Yes!  Wot  do  you 
go  a  lowerin  the  table-beer  for  then,  and  destroying  my 
oonstitooshun  ?  " 

"Gro  down  stairs,  you  vicious  boy,"  said  Mrs.  Todgers, 
holding  the  door  open.     "  Do  you  hear  me  ?     Go  along ! " 
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After  two  or  three  dexterous  feintB,  he  went  and  was  seen 
no  more  that  night,  saye  onoe,  when  he  brought  up  some 
tumblers  and  hot  water,  and  much  disturbed  the  two  Miss 
PecksniJOGsi  by  squinting  hideously  behind  the  back  of  the 
unconscious  Mrs.  Todgers.  Haying  done  this  justice  to  his 
wounded  feelings,  he  retired  underground ;  where,  in  company 
with  a  swarm  of  black  bettles  and  a  kitchen  candle,  he 
employed  his  Acuities  in  cleaning  boots  and  brushing  clothes 
xmtil  the  night  was  far  advanced. 

Benj€anin  was  supposed  to  be  the  real  name  of  this  young 
retainer,  but  he  was  known  by  a  great  variety  of  names. 
Benjamin,  for  instance,  had  been  converted  into  Uncle  Ben, 
and  that  again  had  been  corrupted  into  Unde ;  which,  by  an 
easy  transition,  had  again  passed  into  Barnwell,  in  memory  of 
the  celebrated  relative  in  that  degree  who  was  shot  by  his 
nephew  George,  while  meditating  in  his  garden  at  Camber- 
weU.  The  gentlemen  at  Todgers's  had  a  merry  habit,  too,  of 
bestowing  upon  him,  for  the  time  being,  the  name  of  any 
notorious  malefactor  or  minister;  and  sometimes,  when 
current  events  were  flat,  they  even  sought  the  pages  of  history 
for  these  distinctions;  as  Mr.  Pitt,  Young  Brownrigg,  and 
the  like.  At  the  period  of  which  we  write,  he  was  generally 
known  among  the  gentlemen  as  Bailey  junior;  a  name 
bestowed  upon  him  in  contradistinction,  perhaps,  to  Old 
Bailey;  and  possibly  as  involving  the  recollection  of  an 
unfortunate  lady  of  the  same  name,  who  perished  by  her  own 
hand  early  in  life,  and  has  been  immortalised  in  a  ballad. 

The  usual  Sunday  dinner-hour  at  Todgers's  was  two  o'clock, 
— ^a  suitable  time,  it  was  considered,  for  all  parties ;  convenient 
to  Mrs.  Todgers,  on  account  of  the  baker's ;  and  convenient  to 
the  gentlemen,  with  reference  to  their  afternoon  engagements. 
But  on  the  Sunday  which  was  to  introduce  the  two  Miss  Feck- 
snifiOs  to  a  full  knowledge  of  Todgers's  and  its  sodeiy,  the 
dinner  was  postponed  until  five,  in  order  that  everything 
might  be  as  genteel  as  the  occasion  demanded. 

When  the  hour  drew  nigh,  Bailey  junior,  testifying  great 
^scitement,  appeared  in  a  complete  suit  of  cast-off  clothes 
several  sizes  too  large  for  him,  and  in  particular,  mounted  a 
dean  shirt  of  such  extraordinary  magnitude,  that  one  of  the 
gentlemen  (remarkable  for  his  ready  wit)  called  him  ''collars" 
on  the  spot.  At  about  a  quarter  before  five  a  deputation, 
consisting  of  Mr.  Jinkins,  and  another  gentleman  whose  name 
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was  Gander,  knocked  at  the  door  of  Mrs.  Todgers's  room,  and, 
being  formally  introduced  to  the  two  Miss  Pecksniff  by  their 
parent,  who  was  in  waiting,  besought  the  honour  of  conducting 
them  up  stairs. 

The  drawing-room  at  Todgers's  was  out  of  the  common 
style  ;  so  much  so  indeed,  that  you  would  hardly  have  taken 
it  to  be  a  drawing-room,  unless  you  were  told  so  by  somebody 
who  was  in  the  secret.  It  was  floor-clothed  all  over ;  and  the 
ceiling,  including  a  great  beam  in  the  middle,  was  papered. 
Besides  ihe  three  Httle  windows,  with  seats  in  ihem,  com- 
"manding  the  opposite  .  archway,  there  was  another  window 
looking  point  blank,  without  any  compromise  at  all  about  it, 
into  Jinkins's  bed-room ;  and  high  up,  all  along  one  side  of 
the  wall,  was  a  strip  of  panes  of  glass,  two-deep,  giving  light 
to  the  staircase.  There  were  the  oddest  closets  possible,  with 
little  casements  in  them  like  eight-day  clocks,  lurking  in  the 
wainscot,  and  taking  the  shape  of  the  stairs ;  and  the  very 
door  itself  (which  was  painted  black)  had  two  great  glass  eyes 
in  its  forehead,  with  an  inquisitive  green  pupil  in  the  middle 
of  each. 

Here,  the  gentlemen  were  all  assembled.  There  was  a 
general  ciy  of  **  Hear,  hear  !  "  and  "  Bravo  Jink ! "  when  Mr. 
Jinkins  appeared  with  Charily  on  his  arm :  which  became 
quite  rapturous  as  Mr.  Gander  followed,  escorting  Mercy,  and 
Mr.  Pecksniff  brought  up  the  rear  with  Mrs.  Todgers. 

Then,  the  presentations  took  place.  They  included  a 
gentleman  of  a  sporting  turn,  who  propounded  questions  on 
jockey  subjects  to  the  editors  of  Sunday  papers,  which  were 
regarded  by  his  Mends  as  rather  stiff  things  to  answer ;  and 
they  included  a  gentleman  of  a  theatrical  turn,  who  had  once 
entertained  serious  thoughts  of  "  coming  out,"  but  had  been 
kept  in  by  the  wickedness  of  human  nature  ;  and  they  included 
a  gentleman  of  a  debating  turn,  who  was  strong  at  speech- 
making;  and  a  gentleman  of  a  Hteraiy  turn,  who  wrote 
squibs  upon  the  rest,  and  knew  the  weak  side  of  everybody's 
character  but  his  own.  There  was  a  gentleman  of  a  vocal 
turn,  and  a  gentleman  of  a  smoking  turn,  and  a  gentleman  of 
a  convivial  turn ;  some  of  the  gentlemen  had  a  turn  for  whist, 
and  a  large  proportion  of  the  gentlemen  had  a  strong  turn  for 
billiards  and  betting.  They  had  aU,  it  may  be  presumed,  a 
turn  for  business ;  being  all  commercially  employed  in  one 
way  or  other ;  and  had,  every  one  in  his  own  way,  a  decided 


MARTIN  CHUZZLBWIT.  168 

turn  for  pleasure  to  boot.  Mr.  JinMns  was  of  a  fashionable 
turn ;  being  a  regular  frequenter  of  the  Parks  on  Sundays, 
and  knowing  a  great  many  carriages  by  sight.  He  spoke 
mysterioTifily,  too,  of  splendid  women,  and  was  suspected  of 
having  once  committed  himself  with  a  Countess.  Mr.  Gander 
was  of  a  witty  turn,  being  indeed  the  gentleman  who  had  ori- 
ginated the  sally  about  "  collars ; "  which  sparkling  pleasantry 
was  now  retailed  from  mouth  to  mouth,  under  the  title  of 
Gander's  Last,  and  was  received  in  all  parts  of  the  room  with 
great  applause.  Mr.  JinMns,  it  may  be  added,  was  much  the 
oldest  of  the  party :  being  a  fish-salesman's  book-keeper,  aged 
forty.  He  was  tiie  oldest  boarder  also  ;  and  in  right  of  his 
double  seniority,  took  the  lead  in  the  house,  as  Mrs.  Todgers 
had  already  said. 

There  was  considerable  delay  in  the  production  of  dinner, 
and  poor  Mrs.  Todgers,  being  reproached  in  confidence  by 
Jinkins,  slipped  in  and  out,  at  least  twenty  times  to  see  about 
it;  always  coming  back  as  though  she  had  no  such  thing 
upon  her  mind,  and  hadn't  been  out  at  all.  But  there  was  no 
hitch  in  the  conversation,  nevertheless;  for  one  gentleman, 
who  travelled  in  the  perfiimery  line,  exhibited  an  interesting 
nick-nack,  in  the  way  of  a  remarkable  cake  of  shaving  soap, 
which  he  had  lately  met  with  in  Germany ;  and  the  gentleman 
of  a  literary  turn  repeated  (by  desire)  some  sarcastic  stanzas 
he  had  recently  produced  on  the  the  freezing  of  the  tank  at 
the  back  of  the  house.  These  amusements,  with  the  miscel- 
laneouB  conversation  arising  out  of  them,  passed  the  time 
splendidly,  until  dinner  was  announced  by  Bailey  junior  in 
these  terms : 

"  The  wittles  is  up  ! " 

On  which  notice  they  immediately  descended  to  the  banquet- 
hall  ;  some  of  the  more  fSeusetious  spirits  in  the  rear  taking 
down  gentiemen  as  if  they  were  ladies,  in  imitation  of  the 
fortunate  possessors  of  the  two  Miss  Pecksniffs. 

Mr.  Pecksniff  said  grace — a  short  and  pious  grace,  invoking 
a  blessing  on  the  appetites  of  those  present,  and  committing 
all  persons  who  had  nothing  to  eat,  to  the  care  of  Providence : 
whose  business  (so  said  the  grace,  in  effect)  it  clearly  was,  to 
look  after  them.  This  done,  they  fell  to,  with  less  ceremony 
than  appetite;  the  table  groaning  beneath  the  weight,  not 
only  of  the  delicacies  whereof  the  Miss  Pecksniffs  had  been 
previously  fore-warned,  but  of  boiled  beef,  roast  veal,  bacon, 
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pies,  and  abundance  of  such  heavy  vegetables  aa  are  £ftvour- 
ably  known  to  house-keepers  for  their  satisfying  qualitLee. 
Besides  which,  there  were  bottles  of  stout,  bottles  of  wine, 
bottles  of  ale;  and  divers  other  strong  drinks,  native  and 
foreign. 

All  this  was  highly  agreeable  to  the  two  Miss  FecksoiSs, 
who  were  in  immense  request ;  sitting  one  on  either  hand  of 
Mr.  Jinkins  at  the  bottom  of  the  table ;  and  who  were  called 
upon  to  take  wine  with  some  new  admirer  every  minute. 
They  had  hardly  ever  felt  so  pleasant  and  so  full  of  conver- 
sation, in  their  lives ;  Mercy,  in  particular,  was  uncommonly 
brilliant,  and  said  so  many  good  things  in  the  way  of  lively 
repartee  that  she  was  looked  upon  as  a  prodigy.  **  In  short," 
as  that  young  lady  observed,  "  they  felt  now,  indeed,  that  they 
were  in  London,  and  for  the  first  time  too." 

Their  young  Mend  Bailey  sympathised  in  these  feelings  to 

the  fuUest  extent,  and,  abating  nothing  of  his  patronage,  gave 

them  every  encouragement  in  his  power :  favouring  them, 

when  the  general  attention  was  diverted  £rom  his  proceedings, 

with  many  nods  and  winks  and  other  tokens  of  recognition 

and  occasionally  touching  his  nose  with  a  corkscrew,  as  if  to 

to  express  the  Bacchanalian  character  of  the  meeting.     In 

truth,  perhaps  even  the  spirits  of  the  two  Miss  Pecksniffs,  and 

the  hungry]  watchfuhiess  of  Mrs.  Todgers,  were  less  worthy  of 

note  than  the  proceedings  of  this  remarkable  boy,  whom 

nothing  disconcerted  or  put  out  of  his  way.     If  any  piece  of 

crockery — a  dish  or  otherwise — chanced  to  slip  through  his 

hands  (which  happened  once  or  twice),  he  let  it  go  with 

perfect  good-breeding,  and  never  added  to  the  painful  emotions 

of  the  company  by  exhibiting  the  least  regret.     Nor  did  he, 

by  hurrying  to  and  fro,  disturb  Ihe  repose  of  the  assembly,  as 

many  well-trained  servants  do ;  on  the  contraiy,  feeling  the 

hopelessness  of  waiting  upon  so  large  a  party,  he  left;  the 

gentlemen  to  help  themselves  to  what  they  wanted,  and  seldom 

stirred  fix)m  behind  Mr.  Jinkins's   chair,    where,   with  his 

hands  in  his  pockets,  and  his  legs  planted  pretty  wide  apart, 

he  led  the  laughter,  and  enjoyed  the  conversation. 

The  dessert  was  splendid.  No  waiting  either.  The 
pudding-plates  had  been  washed  in  a  little  tub  outside  the 
door  while  cheese  was  on,  and  though  they  were  moist  and 
warm  with  friction,  still  there  they  were  again — ^up  to  the 
mark,   and  true  to  time.     Quarts   of  almonds;    dozens  of 
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oranges ;  poimds  of  xaisizu ;  stackB  of  biffins ;  soup-platoB  fuHl 
of  nntfik — Oh,  Todgers's  could  do  it  when  it  chose !  miiLd  that. 

Then  more  wine  came  on;  red  wines  and  white  wines; 
and  a  large  china  bowl  of  punch,  brewed  by  the  gentleman 
of  a  conviyial  turn,  who  adjured  the  Miss  Pecksniffs  not  to  be 
despondent  on  account  of  its  dimensions^  as  there  were 
materials  in  the  house  for  the  concoction  of  half  a  dozen  more 
of  the  same  size.  Good  gracious,  how  they  laughed  !  How 
they  coughed  when  they  sipped  it,  because  it  was  so  strong ; 
and  how  they  laughed  again,  when  somebody  yowed  that  but 
for  its  colour  it  might  have  been  mistaken,  in  regard  of  its 
innocuous  qualities,  for  new  milk !  What  a  shout  of  ''  No ! " 
burst  from  the  gentlemen  when  they  pathetically  implored 
Mr.  Jinkins  to  suffer  them  to  qualify  it  with  hot  water ;  and 
how  blushingly,  by  little  and  little,  did  each  of  them  drink 
her  whole  glassful  down  to  its  very  dregs ! 

Now  comes  the  trying  time.  The  sun,  as  Mr.  Jinkins  says 
(gentlemaDly  creature,  Jinkins — ^never  at  a  loss !),  is  about 
to  leaye  the  £brmament.  '^  Miss  Pecksniff !  "  says  Mrs. 
Todgers's, .  softly,  "will  you — "  "Oh  dear,  no  more,  Mrs. 
Todgers."  Mrs.  Todgers  rises;  the  two  Miss  Pecksniffs  rise; 
all  rise.  Miss  Mercy  Pecksniff  looks  downward  for  her  scarf. 
Where  is  it  ?  Dear  me,  where  can  it  be  ?  Sweet  girl,  she 
has  it  on — ^not  on  her  fair  neck,  but  loose  upon  her  flowing 
jQgure.  A  dozen  hands  assist  her.  She  is  all  con&ision. 
The  youngest  gentleman  in  company  thirsts  to  murder 
Jinkins.  She  skips  and  joins  her  sister  at  the  door.  Her 
sister  has  her  arm  about  the  waist  of  Mrs.  Todgers.  She 
winds  her  arm  around  her  sister.  Diana,  what  a  picture ! 
The  last  things  yisible  are  a  shape  and  a  skip.  "  Gentlemen, 
let  us  drink  the  ladies  !  " 

The  enthusiasm  is  tremendous.  The  gentleman  of  a 
debating  turn  rises  in  the  midst,  and  suddenly  lets  loose  a 
tide  of  eloquaice  which  bears  down  everything  before  it.  He 
is  reminded  of  a  toast — a  toast  to  which  they  will  respond. 
There  is  an  individual  present ;  he  has  him  in  his  eye ;  to 
whom  they  owe  a  debt  of  gratitude.  He  repeats  it — a  debt 
of  gratitude.  Their  rugged  natures  have  been  softened  and 
ameliorated  that  day  by  the  society  of  lovely  woman.  There 
is  a  gentleman  in  company  whom  two  accomplished  and 
delightful  females  regard  with  veneration,  as  the  fountain  of 
dieir  existence.     Yes,  when  yet  the  two  Miss  Pecksniffe  lisped 
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in  language  scarce  intelligible,  they  called  that  individual 
"father!"  There  is  great  applause.  He  gives  them  "Mr. 
Pecksniff,  and  God  bless  him ! "  They  all  shake  hands  with 
Mr.  Pecksniff,  as  they  drink  the  toast.  The  yoxtngest 
gentleman  in  company  does  so  with  a  thrill;  for  he  feela 
that  a  mysterious  influence  pervades  the  man  who  claims  that 
being  in  the  pink  scarf  for  his  daughter. 

What  saith  Mr.  Pecksniff  in  reply?  or  rather  let  the 
question  be.  What  leaves  he  unsaid  ?  Nothing.  More  punch 
is  called  for,  and  produced,  and  drunk.  Enthusiasm  mounts 
still  higher.  Eveiy  man  comes  out  freely  in  his  own 
character.  The  gentleman  of  a  theatrical  turn  recites.  The 
vocal  gentleman  regales  them  with  a  song.  Gander  leaves 
the  Gander  of  all  former  feasts  whole  leagues  behind.  He 
rises  to  propose  a  toast.  It  is,  The  Father  of  Todgers's.  It 
is  their  common  friend  Jink — ^it  is  Old  Jink,  if  he  may  call 
him  by  that  familiar  and  endearing  appellation.  The 
youngest  gentleman  in  company  utters  a  frantic  negative. 
He  won't  have  it — he  can't  bear  it — it  mustn't  be.  But  his 
depth  of  feeling  is  misunderstood.  He  is  supposed  to  be  a 
little  elevated ;  and  nobody  heeds  him. 

Mr.  Jinkins  thanks  them  from  his  heart.  It  is,  by  many 
degrees,  the  proudest  day  in  his  humble  career.  Wlien  he 
looks  around  him  on  the  present  occasion,  he  feels  that  he 
wants  words  in  which  to  express  his  gratitude.  One  thing 
he  will  say.  He  hopes  it  has  been  shown  that  Todgers's  can 
be  true  to  itself;  and,  an  opportunity  arising,  that  it  can 
come  out  quite  as  strong  as  its  neighbours — ^perhaps  stronger. 
He  reminds  them,  amidst  thunders  of  encouragement,  that 
they  have  heard  of  a  somewhat  similar  establishment  in 
Cannon-street;  and  that  they  have  heard  it  praised.  He 
wishes  to  draw  no  invidious  comparisons;  he  would  be  the 
last  man  to  do  it ;  but  when  that  Cannon-street  establishment 
shall  be  able  to  produce  such  a  combination  of  wit  and 
beauty  as  has  graced  that  board  that  day,  and  shall  be  able 
to  serve  up  (all  things  considered)  such  a  dinner  as  that  of 
which  they  have  just  partaken,  he  will  be  happy  to  talk  to  it. 
Until  then,  gentlemen,  he  wiU  stick  to  Todgers's. 

More  punch,  more  enthusiasm,  more  speeches.  Every- 
body's health  is  drunk,  saving  the  yoimgest  gentleman's  in 
company.  He  sits  apart,  with  his  elbow  on  the  baxjk  of  a 
vacant  chair,  and  glares  disdainfully  at  Jinkins.     Gander,  in 
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a  oonvulsmg  speech,  giyes  them  the  health  of  Bailey  junior ; 
hiccups  are  heard ;  and  a  glass  is  broken.  Mr.  Jinkins  feels 
that  it  is  time  to  join  the  ladies.  He  proposes,  as  a  final 
sentiment,  Mrs.  Todgers.  She  is  worthy  to  be  remembered 
separately.  Hear,  hear.  So  she  is :  no  doubt  of  it.  They 
all  find  fault  with  her  at  other  times ;  but  every  man  feels, 
now,  that  he  could  die  in  her  defence. 

Iliey  go  up-stairs,  where  th^y  are  not  expected  so  soon ; 
for  Mrs.  Todgers  is  asleep.  Miss  Charity  is  adjusting  her  hair, 
and  Mercy,  who  has  made  a  sofa  of  one  of  the  window-seats, 
is  in  a  gracefully  recumbent  attitude.  She  is  rising  hastily, 
when  Mr.  Jinkins  implores  her,  for  all  their  sakes,  not  to 
stir ;  she  looks  too  graced  and  too  lovely,  he  remarks,  to  be 
disturbed.  She  laughs,  and  yields,  and  fans  herself,  and 
drops  her  fan,  and  there  is  a  rush  to  pick  it  up.  Being  now 
installed,  by  one  consent,  as  the  beauty  of  the  party,  she  is 
cruel  and  capricious,  and  sends  gentlemen  on  messages  to 
other  gentlemen,  and  forgets  all  about  them  before  they  can 
return  with  the  answer,  and  invents  a  thousand  tortures, 
rending  their  hearts  to  pieces.  Bailey  brings  up  the  tea  and 
coffee.  There  is  a  smaJl  cluster  of  admirers  round  Charity ; 
but  they  are  only  those  who  cannot  get  near  her  sister.  The 
youngest  gentleman  in  company  is  pale,  but  collected,  and 
still  sits  apart;  for  his  spirit  loves  to  hold  communion  with 
itself,  and  his  soul  recoils  from,  noisy  revellers.  She  has  a 
consciousness  of  his  presence  and  his  adoration.  He  sees  it 
flflnliiTig  sometimes  in  the  comer  of  her  eye.  Have  a  care, 
Jinkins,  ere  you  provoke  a  desperate  man  to  frenzy ! 

Mr.  Pecksniff  had  followed  his  younger  Mends  up-stairs, 
and  taken  a  chair  at  the  side  of  Mrs.  Todgers.  He  had  also 
spilt  a  cup  of  coffee  over  his  legs  without  appearing  to  be 
aware  of  the  circumstance;  nor  did  he  seem  to  know  that 
there  was  muffin  on  his  knee. 

"And  how  have  they  used  you,  down-stairs,  sir?"  asked 
the  hostess. 

"  Their  conduct  has  been  such,  my  dear  madam,"  said  Mr. 
Pecksniff,  "as  I  can  never  think  of  without  emotion,  or 
remember  without  a  tear.     Oh,  Mrs.  Todgers ! " 

"My  goodness!"  exclaimed  that  lady.  "How  low  you 
are  in  your  spirits,  sir  !  " 

"I  am  a  man,  my  dear  madam,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff, 
shedding  tears,  and  speaking  with  an  imperfect  articulation, 
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"  but  I  am  also  a  father.  I  am.  also  a  widower.  My  feelings, 
Mrs.  Todgers,  will  not  consent  to  be  entirely  smothered,  like 
the  yoimg  children  in  the  Tower.  They  are  grown  np,  and 
the  more  I  press  the  bolster  on  them,  the  more  they  look 
round  the  comer  of  it.'* 

He  suddenly  became  conscious  of  the  bit  of  muffin,  and 
stared  at  it  intently :  shaking  his  head  the  while,  in  a  forlorn 
and  imbecile  mamier,  as  if  he  regarded  it  as  his  evil  genius, 
and  mildly  reproached  it. 

**  She  wus  beautifiil,  Mrs.  Todgers,"  he  said,  turning  his 
glased  eye  again  upon  her,  without  the  least  preliminary 
notice.     "  She  had  a  small  property." 

"  So  I  have  heard,"  cried  Mrs.  Todgers  with  great  sympathy. 

**  Those  are  her  daughters,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  pointing 
out  the  young  ladies,  with  increased  emotion. 

Mrs.  Todgers  had  no  doubt  of  it. 

"Mercy  and  Charity,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "Charity  arid 
Mercy.     Not  unholy  names,  I  hope  ?  " 

**  Mr.  Pecksniff!"  cried  Mrs.  Todgers,  "what  a  ghastly 
snule  ?     Are  you  iU,  sir  ?  " 

He  pressed  his  hand  upon  her  arm,  and  answered  in  a 
solemn  manner,    and  a  faint  voice,  **  chronic." 

"  Cholic  ?  "  cried  the  Mghtened  Mrs.  Todgers. 

"  Chron-ic,"  he  repeated  with  some  difficulty.  "  Chronic. 
A  chronic  disorder.  I  have  been  its  victim  from  childhood. 
It  is  carrying  me  to  my  grave." 

"  Heaven  forbid !  "  cried  Mrs.  Todgers. 

"  Yes  it  is,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  reckless  with  despair.  "  I 
am  rather  glad  of  it,  upon  the  whole.  You  are  like  her,  Mrs. 
Todgers." 

"  Don't  squeeze  me  so  tight,  pray,  Mr.  Pecksniff.  If  any 
of  the  gentlemen  should  notice  us." 

'*  For  her  sake,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff.  "  Permit  me — in 
honour  of  her  memory.  For  the  sake  of  a  voice  from  the 
tomb.  You  are  very  like  her,  Mrs.  Todgers  !  What  a  world 
this  is!" 

"  Ah  1     Indeed  you  may  say  that !  "  cried  Mrs.  Todgers. 

"  I  'm  afraid  it 's  a  vain  and  thoughtless  world,"  said  Mr. 
Pecksniff,  overflowing  with  despondency.  "These  young 
people  about  us.  Oh!  what  sense  have  they  of  their 
responsibilities?  None.  Give  me  your  other  hand,  Mrs. 
Toners." 
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That  lady  hesitated,  and  said  "  she  didn't  like." 

*'  Has  a  Toice  from  the  grave  no  influence  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Pecksniff,  with  dismal  tenderness.  **  This  is  irireligious  !  My 
dear  creature." 

^  Hush  I  "  urged  Mrs.  Todgers.     "  Really  you  mustn't." 

"It's  not  me,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff.  "Don't  suppose  it's 
me ;  it 's  the  Toice ;  it 's  her  voice." 

Mrs.  Pecksniff  deceased,  must  have  had  an  unusually  thick 
and  huBky  voice  for  a  lady,  and  rather  a  stuttering  voice,  and 
to  say  the  truth  somewhat  of  a  drunken  voice,  if  it  had  ever 
borne  much  resemblance  to  that  in  which  Mr.  Pecksniff  spoke 
just  then.     But  perhaps  this  was  delusion  on  his  part. 

"  It  has  been  a  day  of  enjoyment,  Mrs.  Todgers,  but  stiU  it 
has  been  a  day  of  torture.  It  has  reminded  me  of  my 
loneliness.     What  am  I  in  the  world  ?  " 

"  An  excellent  gentleman,  Mr.  Pecksniff,"  said  Mrs. 
Todgers. 

"  There  is  consolation  in  that  too,"  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff. 
"Ami?" 

'*  There  is  no  better  man  living,"  said  Mrs.  Todgers,  "  I 


am  sure." 


Mr.  Pecksniff  smiled  through  his  tears,  and  slightly  shook 
his  head.  "  You  are  very  good,"  he  said,  "  thank  you.  It 
is  a  great  happiness  to  me,  Mrs.  Todgers,  to  make  young 
people  happy.  The  happiness  of  my  pupils  is  my  chief 
object.  I  dote  upon  'em.  They  dote  upon  me  too-^ 
sometimes." 

"  Always,"  said  Mrs.  Todgers. 

"  When  they  say  they  haven't  improved,  ma'am,"  whis- 
pered Mr.  Pecksniff,  looking  at  her  with  profound  mystery, 
and  motioning  to  her  to  advance  her  ear  a  little  closer  to  his 
mouth.  "When  they  say  they  haven't  improved,  ma'am, 
and  the  premium  was  too  high,  they  lie !  I  shouldn't  wish  it 
to  be  mentioned ;  you  will  understand  me ;  but  I  say  to  you 
as  to  an  old  Mend,  they  He." 

"  Base  wretches  they  must  be  !  "  said  Mrs.  Todgers. 

"  Madam,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  you  are  right.  I  respect 
you  for  that  observation.  A  word  in  your  ear.  To  Parents 
and  Guardians — ^This  is  in  confidence,  Mrs.  Todgers  ?  " 

"  The  strictest,  of  course  1 "  cried  that  lady. 

"To  Parents  and  Guardians,"  repeated  Mr.  Pecksniff. 
**  An  eligible  opportunity  now  offers,  which  unites  the  advaa- 
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tages  of  the  best  practical  orcliitectural  education  with  the 
comforts  of  a  home,  and  the  constant  association  with  some, 
who,  however  humble  their  sphere  and  limited  their  capacity 
— observe ! — are  not  unmindful  of  their  moral  responsibilities." 

Mrs.  Todgers  looked  a  little  puzzled  to  know  what  this 
mi&rht  mean,  as  well  she  might ;  for  it  was,  as  the  reader  may 
peSh-ce  remember.  Mr.1S,ksniff  >  uBual  fona  of  advertiJ 
ment  when  he  wanted  a  pupil;  and  seemed  to  have  no 
particular  reference,  at  present,  to  anything.  But  Mr. 
Pecksniff  held  up  his  finger  as  a  caution  to  her  not  to 
interrupt  him. 

"  Do  you  know  any  parent  or  guardian,  Mrs.  Todgers," 
said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  *'  who  desires  to  avail  himself  of  such  an 
opportunity  for  a  young  gentleman  ?  An  orphan  would  be 
preferred.  Do  you  know  of  any  orphan  with  three  or  four 
hundred  pound  ?" 

Mrs.  Todgers  reflected,  and  shook  her  head. 

"  When  you  hear  of  an  orphan  with  three  or  four  hundred 
pound,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  *'  let  that  dear  orphan* s  Mends 
apply,  by  letter  post-paid,  to  S.  P.,  Post-office,  Salisbury.  I 
don't  know  who  he  is,  exactly.  Don't  be  alarmed,  Mrs. 
Todgers,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  falling  heavily  against  her: 
"  chronic — chronic !  Let 's  have  a  little  drop  of  something  to 
drink." 

"Bless  my  life,  Miss  Pecksniff!"  cried  Mrs.  Todgers, 
aloud,  '*  your  dear  pa 's  took  very  poorly ! " 

Mr.  Pecksniff  straightened  himself  by  a  surprising  effort,  as 
every  one  turned  hastily  towards  him ;  and  standing  on  his 
feet,  regarded  the  assembly  with  a  look  of  ineffSable  wisdom. 
Gradually  it  gave  place  to  a  smile ;  a  feeble,  helpless,  melan- 
choly smile ;  bland,  almost  to  sickliness.  "  Do  not  repine,  my 
friends,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  tenderly.  "  Do  not  weep  for  me. 
It  is  chronic."  And  with  these  words,  afber  making  a  fritile 
attempt  to  pull  off  his  shoes,  he  fell  into  the  flre-place. 

The  youngest  gentleman  in  company  had  him  out  in  a 
second.  Yes,  before  a  hair  upon  his  head  was  singed,  he  had 
him  on  the  hearth-rug — her  father ! 

She  was  almost  beside  herself.  So  was  her  sister.  Jinkins 
consoled  them  both.  They  all  consoled  them*  Everybody  had 
something  to  say  except  ihe  youngest  gentleman  in  company, 
who  with  a  noble  self-devotion  did  the  heavy  work,  and  held 
up  Mr.  Pecksniff's  head  without  being  taken  any  notice  of  by 
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anybody.  At  last  they  gathered  round,  and  agreed  to  cany 
hW  up-stairs  to  bed.  The  youngest  gentleman  in  company 
was  rebuked  by  Jinkins  for  tearing  Mr.  Pecksniff's  coat!  Ha, 
ha  !     But  no  matter. 

They  carried  him  up-stairs,  and  crushed  the  youngest 
gentleman  at  eveiy  step.  His  bedroom  was  at  the  top  of  the 
house,  and  it  was  a  long  way;  but  they  got  him  ttiere  in 
course  of  time.  He  asked  them  frequently  upon  the  road  for 
a  Httle  drop  of  something  to  drink.  It  seemed  an  idiosyncrasy. 
The  youngest  gentleman  in  company  proposed  a  draught  of 
water.  Mr.  Pecksniff  called  him  opprobrious  names  for  the 
suggestion. 

Jinkins  and  Gander  took  the  rest  upon  themselves,  and 
made  him  as  comfortable  as  they  could,  on  the  outside  of  his 
bed;  and  when  he  seemed  disposed  to  sleep,  they  lefb  him. 
But  before  they  had  all  gained  the  bottom  of  the  staircase,  a 
vision  of  Mr.  Pecksniff,  strangely  attired,  was  seen  to  flutter 
on  the  top  landing.  He  desired  to  collect  their  sentiments,  it 
seemed,  upon  the  nature  of  human  life. 

"  My  friends,"  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff,  looking  over  the 
banisters,  "let  us  improve  our  minds  by  mutual  inquiry  and 
discussion.  Let  us  be  moral.  Let  us  contemplate  existence. 
Where  is  Jinkins  ?  " 

"  Here,"  cried  that  gentleman.     **  Go  to  bed  again  !" 

"  To  bed !  "  said  Mr.  Pecksniff.  "  Bed  !  '  Ti&  the  voice  of 
the  sluggard ;  I  hear  him  complain ;  you  have  woke  me  too 
soon;  I  must  slumber  again.'  If  any  young  orphan  will 
repeat  the  remainder  of  that  simple  piece  from  Doctor  Watts's 
collection,  an  eligible  opportunity  now  offers." 

Nobody  volunteered. 

"  This  is  very  soothing,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  after  a  pause. 
"Extremely  so.  Cool  and  refreshing;  particularly  to  the 
legs !  The  legs  of  the  human  subject,  my  friends,  are  a 
beautiful  production.  Compare  them  with  wooden  legs,  and 
observe  the  difference  between  the  anatomy  of  nature  and  the 
anatomy  of  art.  Do  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  leaning 
over  the  banisters,  with  an  odd  recollection  of  his  familiar 
manner  among  new  pupils  at  home,  "that  I  should  veiy 
much  like  to  see  Mrs.  Todgers's  notion  of  a  wooden  leg,  if 
perfectly  agreeable  to  herself ! " 

As  it  appeared  impossible  to  entertain  any  reasonable  hopes 
of  him  after  this  speech,  Mr,  Jinkins  and  Mr.  Gander  went 

VOL.  I.  F 
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up-stairs  again,  aaid  once  more  got  him  into  bed.  But  they 
bad  not  descended  to  the  second  floor  before  be  was  out 
again;  nor,  when  they  bad  repeated  the  process,  bad  they 
descended  the  first  flight,  before  be  was  out  again.  In  a 
word,  as  ofl;en  as  be  was  shut  up  in  bis  own  room,  be  darted 
out  a&esb,  charged  with  some  new  moral  sentiment,  which  be 
continually  repeated  over  the  banisters,  with  extraordinary 
relish,  and  an  irrepressible  desire  for  the  improvement  of  bis 
fellow-creatures  that  nothing  could  subdue. 

Under  these  circumstances,  when  they  bad  got  him  into 
bed  for  the  thirtieth  time  or  so,  Mr.  Jinkins  held  him,  while 
his  companion  went  down-stairs  in  search  of  Bailey  junior, 
with  whom  he  presently  returned.  That  youth,  having  been 
apprised  of  the  service  required  of  him,  was  in  great  spirits, 
and  brought  up  a  stool,  a  candle,  and  bis  supper ;  to  the  end 
that  he  might  keep  watch  outside  the  bedroom  door  with 
tolerable  comfort. 

When  he  had  completed  his  arrangements,  they  locked  Mr. 
Pecksniff  in,  and  left  the  key  on  the  outside ;  charging  the 
young  page  to  listen  attentively  for  symptoms  of  an  apoplectic 
nature,  with  which  the  patient  might  be  troubled,  and,  in 
case  of  any  such  presenting  themselves,  to  summon  them 
without  delay :  to  which  Mr.  Bailey  modestly  replied  that  he 
hoped  he  knowed  wot  o'clock  it  was  in  gineral,  and  didn't 
date  bis  letters  to  his  friends,  from  Todgers's,  for  nothing. 
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CHAPTER  X 

CONTAINING  8TRA.NaE  MATTER ;   ON.  WHICH  MAN 7  EVENTS  IN  THIS   HISTORY 
MAY,  FOR  THEIR  GOOD  OR  EVIL  INPLXTENCE,  CHIBPLT  DEPEND. 

But  Mr.  Peckeniiff  came  to  town  on  buginess.  Had  he 
forgotten  that?  Was  he  always  taking  his  pleasoro  with 
Todgers's  jovial  brood,  iinmindM  of  the  serious  demands, 
whatever  they  might  be,  upon  his  calm  consideration  ?     No. 

Time  and  tide  will  wait  for  no  man,  saith  the  adage.  But 
all  men  have  to  wait  for  time  and  tide.  That  tide  which, 
taken  at  the  flood,  would  leeui  Seth  Pecksniff  on  to  fortime, 
was  marked  down  in  the  table,  and  about  to  flow.  No  idle 
Feckaoiff  lingered  far  inland,  unmindfol  of  the  changes  of 
the  stream ;  but  there,  upon  the  water's  edge,  over  his  shoes 
already,  stood  the  worthy  creature,  prepared  to  wallow  in  the 
very  mud,  so  that  it  slid  towards  the  quarter  of  his  hope. 

The  trustfulness  of  his  two  fair  daughters  was  beautifuJ 
indeed.  They  had  that  firm  reliance  on  their  parent's  nature, 
which  taught  them  to  feel  certain  that  in  aU  he  did,  he  had 
his  puipose  straight  and  full  before  him.  And  that  its  noble 
end  and  object  was  himself,  which  almost  of  necessity 
included  them,  they  knew.  The  devotion  of  these  maids  was 
perfect. 

Their  filial  confidence  was  rendered  the  more  touching,  by 
their  having  no  knowledge  of  their  parent's  real  designs,  in 
the  present  instance.  AU  that  they  knew  of  his  proceedings, 
was,  that  every  morning,  after  the  early  breakfast,  he  repaired 
to  the  post-office  and  inquired  for  letters.  That  task  per- 
formed, his  business  fl!)r  the  day  was  over;  and  he  again 
reiLased,  imtil  the  rising  of  another  sun  proclaimed  the  advent 
of  another  post. 

This  went  on,   for  four  or  five  days-     At  length,    one 

mommg,  Mr.  Pecksniff  returned  with  a  breathless  rapidity, 

strange  to  observe  in  him,   at   other  times  so  calm;    and, 

seeking  immediate  speech  with  liis  daughters,  shot  himseilf  up 

m2 
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wifch  them  in  private  conference,  for  two  whole  hours.  Of  all 
that  passed  in  this  period,  only  the  following  words  of  Mr. 
Pecksniff's  utterance  are  known : 

'^  How  he  has  come  to  change  so  very  much  (if  it  should 
turn  out  as  I  expect,  that  he  has),  we  needn't  stop  to  inquire. 
My  dears,  I  have  my  thoughts  upon  the  subject,  but  I  will 
not  impart  them.  It  is  enough  that  we  will  not  be  proud, 
resentfid,  or  tmforgivmg.  If  he  waato  our  friendship,  he 
shall  have  it.     We  know  our  duty,  I  hope !  " 

That  same  day  at  noon,  an  old  gentleman  alighted  £rom  a 
hackney-coach  at  the  post-office,  and,  giving  his  name,  in- 
quired for  a  letter  addressed  to  himself,  and  directed  to  be 
left  till  called  for.  It  had  been  lying  there,  some  days.  The 
superscription  was  in  Mr.  Pecksniff's  hand,  and  it  was  sealed 
with  Mr.  Pecksniff's  seal. 

It  was  very  short,  containing  indeed  nothing  more  than 
an  address  "with  Mr.  Pecksniff's  respectftd,  and  (notwith- 
standing what  has  passed)  sincerely  affectionate  regards." 
The  old  gentleman  tore  off  the  direction — scattering  the  rest 
in  fragments  to  the  winds — and  giving  it  to  the  coachman, 
bade  him  drive  as  near  that  place  as  he  could.  In  pursuance 
of  these  instructions  he  was  driven  to  the  Monument ;  where 
he  again  alighted,  dismissed  the  vehicle,  and  walked  towards 
Todgers's. 

Though  the  fajce,  and  form,  and  gait  of  this  old  man,  and 
even  his  grip  of  the  stout  stick  on  which  he  leaned,  were  all 
expressive  of  a  resolution  not  easily  shaken,  and  a  purpose 
(it  matters  little  whether  right  or  wrong,  just  now)  such  as 
in  other  days  might  have  survived  the  rack,  and  had  its 
strongest  life  in  weakest  death;  still  there  were  grains  of 
hesitation  in  his  mind,  which  made  hiTn  now  avoid  the  house 
he  sought,  and  loiter  to  and  fro  in  a  gleam  of  sunlight,  that 
brightened  the  little  churchyard  hard  by.  There  may  have 
been,  in  the  presence  of  those  idle  heaps  of  dust  among  the 
busiest  stir  of  life,  something  to  increase  his  wavering ;  but 
there  he  walked,  awakening  the  echoes  as  he  paxjed  up  and 
down,  until  the  church  clock,  striking  the  quarters  for  the 
second  time  since  he  had  been  there,  roused  him  from  his 
meditation.  Shaking  off  his  incertitude  as  the  air  parted 
mth  the  sound  of  the  bells,  he  walked  rapidly  to  the  house, 
and  knocked  at  the  door. 

Mr.  Pecksniff  was  seated  in  the  landlady's  little  room^  and 
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his  visitor  ^und  him  reading — by  an  accident :  he  apologised 
for  it — ^an  excellent  theological  work.  There  were  cake  and 
wine  upon  a  little  table — ^by  another  accident,  for  which  he 
also  apologised.  Indeed  he  said,  he  had  given  his  visitor  up, 
and  was  about  to  partake  of  that  simple  refreshment  with  his 
children,  when  he  knocked  at  the  door. 

"  Your  daughters  are  well  ?  "  said  old  Martin,  laying  down 
his  hat  and  stick. 

Mr.  Pecksniff  endeavoured  to  conceal  his  agitation  as  a 
father,  when  he  answered,  Yes,  they  were.  They  were  good 
girk,  he  said,  very  good.  He  would  not  venture  to  recommend 
Mr.  Chuzzlewit  to  take  the  easy  chair,  or  to  keep  out  of  the 
draught  firom  the  door.  If  he  made  any  such  suggestion,  he 
would  expose  himself,  he  feared,  to  most  unjust  suspicion. 
He  would,  therefore,  content  himself  with  remarking  that 
there  was  an  easy  chair  in  the  room ;  and  that  the  door  was 
far  from  being  air-tight.  This  latter  imperfection,  he  might 
perhaps  venture  to  add,  was  not  uncommonly  to  be  met  with 
in  old  houses. 

The  old  man  sat  down  in  the  easy  chair,  and  after  a  fe^i 
moments'  silence,  said: 

"  In  the  first  place,  let  me  thank  you  for  coming  to  London 
so  promptly,  at  my  almost  unexplained  request:  I  need 
scarcely  add,  at  my  cost." 

*'At  your  cost,  my  good  sir!"  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff,  in  a 
tone  of  great  surprise. 

'*  It  is  not,"  said  Martin,  waving  his  hand  impatiently, 
*'  my  habit  to  put  my — ^weU  I  my  relatives — ^to  any  personal 
expense  to  gratify  my  caprices." 

"  Caprices,  my  good  sir !  "  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

"  That  is  scarcely  the  proper  word  either,  in  this  instance," 
said  the  old  man.     "  No.     You  are  right." 

Mr.  Pecksniff  was  inwardly  very  much  relieved  to  hear  it, 
though  he  didn't  at  all  know  why. 

"You  are  right,"  repeated  Martia.  "It  is  not  a  caprice. 
It  is  built  up  on  reason,  proof,  and  cool  comparison.  Caprices 
never  are.     Moreover,  I  am  not  a  capricious  man.     I  never 


was." 


"Most  assuredly  not,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

" — How  do  you  know?"  returned  the  other  quickly. 
"You  are  to  begin  to  know  it  now.  You  are  to  test  and 
prove  it,  ia  time  to  come.     You  and  yours  are  to  find  that  I 
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can  be  oaniBftaiit,  aad  am  not  to  be  diyerted  firam  my  end.     Do 
j(m  hear  ?" 
« ''  Perfectly/'  tedd  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

"  I  very  much  regret^''  Martin  resumed,  looking'  steadily  at 
him,  and  speaking  in  a  slow  and  measored  tone :  ''  I  Yery 
much  regret  that  you  and  I  held  such  a  conyersation  tc^ther, 
as  that  which  passed  between  us,  at  our  last  meeting.  I  very 
much  regret  that  I  laid  open  to  you  what  were  then  my 
thoughts  of  you,  so  freely  as  I  did.  The  intentions  that  I 
bear  towards  you,  now,  are  of  another  kind ;  deserted  by  all 
in  whom  I  have  ever  trusted ;  hoodwinked  and  beset  by  all 
who  should  help  and  sustain  me ;  I  fly  to  you  for  refuge.  I 
confide  in  you  to  be  my  ally ;  to  attach  yourself  to  me  by  ties 
of  Interest  and  Expectation — "  he  laid  great  stress  upon  these 
words,  though  Mr.  Pecksniff  particularly  begged  him  not  to 
mention  it ;  **  and  to  help  me  to  visit  the  consequences  of  the 
very  worst  species  of  meanness,  dissimulation,  and  subtlety, 
on  the  right  heads." 

"My  noble  sir!"  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff,  catching  at  his 
outstretched  hand.  *^  And  you  regret  the  having  harboured 
imjust  thoughts  of  me !  you  with  those  gray  hairs ! " 

**  Eegrets,"  said  Martin,  "  are  the  nptural  properiy  of  gray 
hairs ;  and  I  enjoy,  in  common  with  all  other  men,  at  least 
my  share  of  such  inheritance.  And  so  enough  of  that.  I 
regret  having  been  severed  from  you  so  long.  If  I  had 
known  you  sooner,  and  sooner  used  you  as  you  well  deserve, 
I  might  have  been  a  happier  man." 

Mr.  Pecksniff  looked  up  to  the  ceiling,  and  clasped  his 
hands  in  rapture. 

**  Your  daughters,"  said  Martin,  after  a  short  silence.  "  I 
don't  know  them.     Are  they  like  you  ?" 

"  In  the  nose  of  my  eldest  and  the  chin  of  my  yoimgest,. 
Mr.  Chuzzlewit,"  returned  the  widower,  "  their  sainted  parent 
—not  myself,  their  mother — ^lives  again." 

"  I  don't  mean  in  person,"  said  the  old  man.  "Morally — 
morally." 

"  ^lis  not  for  me  to  say,"  retorted  Mr.  Pecksniff  with  a 
gentle  smile.     "  I  have  done  my  best,  sir." 

"  I  could  wish  to  see  them,"  said  Martin;  '^are  they  near 
at  hand?" 

They  were,  very  near ;  for  they  had  in  fect^  been  listening 
at  the  door,  from  the  beginning  of  this  conversation  until  now, 
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when  they  precipitately  retired.  Haying  wiped  the  signs  of 
weakness  from  his  eyes,  and  so  given  them  time  to  get  up 
stairs,  Mr.  Pecksniff  opened  the  door,  and  mildly  cried  in  the 
passage, 

"  My  own  darlings,  where  are  you?" 

"  Here,  my  dear  pa  1"  replied  the  distant  voice  of  Charity. 

*'  Come  down  into  the  back  parlour,  if  3rou  please,  my 
love,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  and  bring  your  sister  with  you." 

"Yes,  my  dear  pa,"  cried  Merry;  and  down  they  came 
directly  (being  all  obedience),  singing  as  they  came. 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  astonishment  of  the  two  Miss 
Pecksniffs  when  they  found  a  stranger  with  their  dear  papa. 
Nothing  could  surpass  their  mute  amazement  when  he  said^ 
"My  children,  Mr.  Chuzzlewit!"  But  when  he  told  them 
that  Mr.  Chuzzlewit  and  he  were  Mends,  and  that  Mr. 
Chuzzlewit  had  said  such  kind  and  tender  words  as  pierced  his 
very  heart,  the  two  Miss  Pecksniffs  cried  with  one  accord, 
"  Thank  Heaven  for  this ! "  and  feU  upon  the  old  man's  neck. 
And  when  they  had  embraced  bi-m  with  such  fervour  of 
affection  that  no  words  can  describe  it,  they  grouped  them- 
selves about  his  chair,  and  hung  over  him:  as  figuring  to 
themselves  no  earthly  joy  Kke  that  of  ministering  to  his 
wants,  and  crowding  into  the  remainder  of  his  life,  the  love 
they  would  have  diffused  over  their  whole  existence,  from 
infancy,  if  he-^ear  obdurate ! — ^had  but  consented  to  receive 
the  precious  offering. 

The  old  man  looked  attentively  from  one  to  the  other,  and 
then  at  Mr.  Pecksniff,  several  times. 

'*What,"  he  asked  of  Mr.  Pecksniff,  happening  to  cateh 
his  eye  in  its  descent:  for  until  now  it  had  been  piously 
'Upraised,  with  something  of  that  expression  which  the  poetry 
of  ages  has  attributed  to  a  domestic  bird,  when  breathing  its 
last  amid  the  ravages  of  an  electric  storm :  "  What  are  their 
names?" 

Mr.  Pecksniff  told  him,  and  added,  rather  hastily — his 
calumniators  would  have  said,  with  a  view  to  any  testamentary 
thoughts  that  might  be  flitting  through  old»  Martin's  mind — 
"  Perhaps,  my  dears,  you  had  better  write  them  down.  Your 
humble  autographs  are  of  no  value  in  themselves,  but  affection 
may  prize  them." 

"Affection,"  said  the  old  man,  "wiU  expend  itself  on  the 
living  originals.     Do  not  trouble  yourselves,  my  girls,  I  shall 
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not  so  easily  forget  you,  Charity  and  Mercy,  as  to  need  such 
tokens  of  remembrance.     Cousin ! " 

"  Sir ! "  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  with  alacrity. 

"Do  you  never  sit  down?" 

"Why — ^yes — occasionally,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  who 
had  been  standing  all  this  time. 

"  Will  you  do  so  now  ?" 

"  Can  you  ask  me,"  returned  Mr.  Pecksniff,  slipping  into  a 
chair  immediately,  "whether  I  will  do  anything  that  you 
desire?" 

"  You  talk  confidently,"  said  Martin,  "  and  you  mean  well ; 
but  I  fear  you  don't  know  what  an  old  man's  humours  are. 
You  don't  know  what  it  is  to  be  required  to  coxirt  his  likings 
and  dislikings ;  to  adapt  yourself  to  his  prejudices ;  to  do  his 
bidding,  be  it  what  it  may ;  to  bear  with  his  distrusts  and 
jealousies ;  and  always  still  be  zealous  in  his  service.  When 
I  remember  how  numerous  these  faiHngs  are  in  me,  and  judge 
of  their  occasional  enormity  by  the  injurious  thoughts  I  lately 
entertained  of  you,  I  hardly  dare  to  claim  you  for  my 
friend." 

" My  worthy  sir,"  returned  his  relative,  "how  can  you  talk 
in  such  a  painful  strain !  What  was  more  natural  than  that 
you  should  make  one  slight  mistake,  when  in  all  other  respects 
you  were  so  veiy  correct,  and  have  had  such  reason — such 
very  sad  and  undeniable,  reason — to  judge  of  0very  one  about 
you  in  the  worst  light ! " 

"True,"  replied  the  other.  "You  are  very  lenient  with 
me." 

"We  always  said — ^my  girls  and  I,"  cried  Mr..  Pecksniff 
with  increasing  obsequioujsness,  "  that  while  we  mourned  the 
heaviness  of  our  misfortune  in  being  confounded  with  the  basa 
and  mercenary,  still  we  could  not  wonder  at  it.  My  dears, 
you'remember  ?" 

Oh  vividly !     A  thousand  times ! 

"We  uttered  no  complaint,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff.  "Occa- 
sionally we  had  the  presumption  to  console  ourselves  with  the 
remark  that  Truth  would  in  the  end  prevail,  and  Virtue  be 
triumphant;  but  not  ofben.     My  loves,  you  recoUect?" 

Recollect !  Could  he  doubt  it  ?  Dearest  pa,  what  strange, 
unnecessary  questions ! 

"  And  when  I  saw  you,"  resumed  Mr.  Pecksniff,  with  still 
greater  deference,  "in  the  little,  unassuming  village  where 
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we  take  the  liberty  of  dwelling,  I  said  you  were  mistaken  in 
me,  my  dear  sir :  that  was  all,  I  think ?" 

"  No — ^not  aU,"  said  Martin,  who  had  been  sitting  with  his 
hand  upon  his  brow  for  some  time  past,  and  now  looked  up 
again :  "  you  said  much  more,  which,  added  to  other  circum- 
stances that  haye  come  to  my  knowledge,  opened  my  eyes. 
You  spoke  to  me,  disinterestedly,  on  behalf  of- — ^I  needn't 
name  him.     You  know  whom  I  mean." 

Trouble  was  expressed  in  Mr.  Pecksniff's  visage,  as  he 
pressed  his  hot  hands  together,  and  repUed,  with  humility, 
**  Quite  disinterestedly,  sir,  I  assure  you." 

'*  I  know  it,"  said  old  Martin,  in  his  quiet  way.  "  I  am 
sure  of  it.  I  said  so.  It  was  disinterested  too,  in  you,  to 
draw  that  herd  of  harpies  off  from  me,  and  be  their  victim 
yourself;  most  other  men  would  have  suffered  them  to  display 
themselves  in  all  their  rapacity,  and  would  have  striven  to 
rise,  by  contrast,  in  my  estimation.  You  felt  for  me,  and 
drew  them  off,  for  which  I  owe  you  many  thanks.  Although 
I  left  the  place,  I  know  what  passed  behind  my  back,  you 
see!" 

"You  amaze  me,  sir!"  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff:  which  was 
true  enough. 

"My  knowledge  of  your  proceedings,"  said  the  old 
man,  "  does  not  stop  at  this.  You  have  a  new  inmate  in 
your  house —  " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  rejoined  the  architect,  "  I  have." 

"  He  must  quit  it,"  said  Martin. 

"  For — ^for  yours  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Pecksniff,  with  a  quavering 
mildness. 

"  For  any  shelter  he  can  find,"  the  old  man  answered. 
"  He  has  deceived  you." 

"  I  hope  not,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff  eagerly.  "  I  trust  not. 
I  have  been  extremely  well  disposed  towards  that  yotmg  man. 
I  hope  it  cannot  be  shown  that  he  has  forfeited  all  claim  to 
my  protection.  Deceit — deceit,  my  dear  Mr.  Chuzzlewit, 
would  be  final.  I  should  hold  myself  bound  on  proof  of 
deceit,  to  renounce  him  instantly." 

The  old  man  glanced  at  both  his  fair  supporters,  but 
especially  at  Miss  Mercy,  whom,  indeed,  he  looked  full  in  the 
fkce,  with  a  greater  demonstration  of  interest  than  had  yet 
appeared  in  his  features.  His  gaze  again  encountered  Mr. 
Pecksniff,  as  he  said,  composedly : 
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^'  Of  course  you  know  that  lie  has  made  his  matrimoiiial 
choice  ?  *' 

"  Oh  dear  I ''  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff,  rubbing  his  hair  up  very 
stiff  upon  his   head,    and  staring  wildly  at  his  daughters 
"  This  is  becoming  tremendous  1 " 

"  You  know  the  fact  ?"  repeated  Martin. 

"  Surely  not  without  his  grandfather's  consent  and  appro- 
bation, my  dear  sir ! "  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  Don't  tell  me 
that.  For  the  honour  of  human  nature,  say  you  're  not  about 
to  tell  me  that ! " 

**  I  thought  he  had  suppressed  it,"  said  the  old  man. 

The  indignation  felt  by  Mr.  Pecksniff  at  this  terrible  dis- 
closure, was  only  to  be  equalled  by  the  kindling  anger  of  his 
daughters.  What !  Had  they  taken  to  their  hearth  and  home 
a  secretly  contracted  serpent;  a  crocodile  who  had  made  a 
j^irtiye  offer  of  his  hand;  an  imposition  on  society;  a 
bankrupt  bachelor  with  no  effects,  trading  with  the  spinster 
world  on  false  pretences !  And  oh,  to  think  that  he  should 
have  disobeyed  and  practised  on  that  sweet,  that  venerable 
gentleman,  whose  name  he  bore;  that  kind  and  tender 
guardian;  his  more  than  father — ^to  say  nothing  at  all  of 
mother — ^horrible,  horrible !  To  turn  him  out  with  ignominy 
would  be  treatment,  much  too  good.  Was  there  nothing 
else  that  could  be  done  to  him  ?  Had  he  incurred  no  legal 
paiQs  and  penalties  ?  Could  it  be  that  the  statutes  of  the 
land  were  so  remiss  as  to  have  affixed  no  pimishment  to 
such  delinquency?  Monster;  how  basely  had  they  been 
deceived ! 

'*  I  am  glad  to  find  you  second  me  so  warmly,"  said  the  old 
man  holding  up  his  hand  to  stay  the  torrent  of  their  wrath. 
*'  I  will  not  deny  tHat  it  is  a  pleasure  to  me  to  find  you  so  fiill 
of  zeal.     We  will  consider  that  topic  as  disposed  of." 

*'  No,  my  dear  sir,"  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff,  '*  not  as  disposed 
of,  until  I  have  purged  my  house  of  this  pollution:" 

''That  wiU  foUow,"  said  the  old  man,  "in  its  own  time. 
I  look  upon  that  as  done." 

"  You  are  very  good,  sir,"  answered  Mr.  Pecksniff,  shaking 
his  hand.  "  You  do  me  honour.  You  may  look  upon  it  as 
done,  I  assure  you." 

"There  is  another  topic,"  said  Martin,  *' on  which  I  hope 
you  will  assist  me.     You  remember  Mary,  cousin  ?  " 

"  The  young  lady  that  I  mentioned  to  you,  my  dears,  as 


IC&BiTm  CHUZZLBWIT.  171 

having  interested  me  so  yery  much/'  remarked  Mr.  Peckaniff. 
"  Excuse  my  iuterrapting  you,  air." 

''  I  told  you  Iier  Iiistoiy ;"  said  the  old  man. 

"  Which  I  also  mentioiied,  you  will  recollect,  my  dears," 
cried  Mr.  Pecksniff.  "SiUy  girls,  Mr.  Chozzlewit— -quite 
moved  by  it,  they  were ! " 

"Why  look  now!"  said  Martin,  eyidently  pleased:  "I 
feared  I  should  have  had  to  urge  her  case  upon  you,  and  ask 
you  to  regard  her  favorably  for  my  sake.  But  I  find  you  have 
no  jealousies!  Well!  You  have  no  cause  for  any,  to  be 
sure.  She  has  nothing  to  gain,  &om  me,  my  dears,  and  she 
knows  it." 

The  two  Miss  Pecksni£&{  murmured  their  approval  of  thia 
wise  arrangement,  and  their  cordial  sympathy  with  its 
interesting  object. 

"  If  I  could  have  anticipated  what  has  come  to  pass  between 
Ufl  four,"  said  the  old  man,  thoughtfully :   "  but  it  ia  too  late 
to  think  of  that.     You  would  receive  her  courteously,  young 
.  ladies,  and  be  kind  to  her,  if  need  were  ?" 

Where  was  the  orphan  whom  the  two  Miss  Pecksni£& 
would  not  have  cherished  in  their  sisterly  bosom !  But  when 
that  orphan  was  commended  to  their  care  by  one  on  whom  the 
dammed-up  love  of  years  was  gushing  forth,  what  exhaustless 
stores  of  pure  affection  yearned  to  expend  themselves  upon 
her! 

An  interval  ensued,  during  which  Mr.  Chuzzlewit,  in  an 
absent  frame  of  mind,  sat  gazing  at  the  ground,  without 
uttering  a  word :  and  as  it  was  plain  that  he  had  no  desire  to 
be  interrupted  in  his  meditations,  Mr.  Pecksniff  and  his 
daughters  were  profoundly  silent  also.  During  the  whole  of 
the  foregoing  dialogue,  he  had  borne  his  part  with  a  cold, 
passionless  promptitude,  as  though  he  had  learned  and  pain- 
faRy  rehearsed  it  all,  a  hundred  times.  Even  when  his 
expressions  were  warmest  and  his  language  most  encouraging, 
he  had  retained  the  same  manner,  without  the  least  abate* 
ment.  But  now  there  was  a  keener  brightness  in  his  eye, 
and  more  expression  in  his  voice,  -as  he  said,  awakening  from 
his  thoughtfiil  mood : 

"You  know  what  will  be  said  of  this?  Have  you 
reflected?" 

"  Said  of  what,  my  dear  sir  ?  "  Mr.  Pecksniff  asted. 

"  Of  this  new  understanding  between  us." 
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Mr.  Pecksniff  looked  beneyolently  sagacious,  and  at  the  same 
time  far  above  all  earthy  misconstruction,  as  lie  shook  his 
head,  and  observed  that  a  great  many  things  would  be  said  of 
it,  no  doubt. 

"  A  great  many,"  rejoined  the  old  man.  "  Some  wiU  say 
that  I  dote  in  my  old  age ;  that  illness  has  shaken  me ;  that 
I  have  lost  all  strengfth  of  mind;  and  have  grown  childish. 
You  can  bear  that  ?  " 

Mr.  Pecksniff  answered  that  it  woidd  be  dreadfully  hard  to 
bear,  but  he  thought  he  could,  if  he  made  a  great  e£ft)rt. 

"  Others  will  say — I  speak  of  disappointed,  angry  people 
only — ^that  you  have  lied  and  fawned,  and  wormed  yourself 
through  dirty  ways  into  my  favour ;  by  such  concessions  and 
such  crooked  deeds,  such  meannesses  and  vile  endurances  as 
nothing  could  repay :  no,  not  the  legacy  of  half  the  world 
we  live  in.     You  can  bear  that  ?" 

Mr.  Pecksniff  made  reply  that  this  would  be  also  very  hard 
to  bear,  as  reflecting,  in  some  degree,  on  the  discernment 
of  Mr.  Chuzzlewit.  Still  he  had  a  modest  confidence  that  he 
could  sustain  the  calumny,  with  the  help  of  a  good  conscience, 
and  that  gentleman's  friendship. 

"With  the  great  mass  of  slanderers,"  said  old  Martin, 
leaning  back  in  his  chair,  "the  tale,  as  I  clearly  foresee, 
will  run  thus :  That  to  mark  my  contempt  for  the  rabble 
whom  I  despised,  I  chose  from  among  them  the  very  worst, 
and  made  him  do  my  wiU,  and  pampered  and  enriched  him  at 
the  cost  of  all  the  rest.  That,  after  casting  ab(5ut  for  the 
means  of  a  punishment  which  should  rankle  in  the  bosoms  of 
these  kites  the  most,  and  strike  into  their  gall,  I  devised  this 
scheme  at  a  time  when  the  last  link  in  the  chain  of  grateful 
love  and  duty  that  held  me  to  my  race,  was  roughly  snapped 
asunder :  roughly,  for  I  loved  him  well ;  roughly,  for  I  had 
ever  put  my  trust  in  his  affection ;  roughly,  for  that  he  broke  it 
when  I  loved  him  most — God  help  me ! — and  he  without  a 
pang  coidd  throw  me  off,  while  I  clung  about  his  heart! 
Now,"  said  the  old  man,  dismissing  this  passionate  outburst, 
as  suddenly  as  he  had  yielded  to  it,  "  is  your  mind  made  up 
to  bear  this  likewise?  Lay  your  account  with  having  it  to 
bear,  and  put  no  trust  in  being  set  right  by  me." 

"My  dear  Mr.  Chuzzlewit,"  cried  Pecksniff  in  an  ecstasy, 
"  for  such  a  man  as  you  have  sho^m  yourself  to  be  this  day ; 
for  a  man  so  injured,  yet  so  very  humane ;  for  a  man  so — I 
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am  at  a  loss  what  precise  term  to  use— yet  at  the  same  time  so 
remarkably — I  don't  know  how  to  express  my  meaning ;  for 
such  a  man  as  I  have  described,  I  hope  it  is  no  presumption 
to  say  that  I,  and  I  am  sure  I  may  add  my  children  also  (my 
dears,  we  perfectly  agree  in  this,  I  think?),  would  bear 
anything  whatever ! " 

''Enough,"  said  Martin.  ''You  can  charge  no  con- 
sequences on  me.     When  do  you  return  home  ?  " 

"  Whenever  you  please,  my  dear  sir.  To-night,  if  you 
desire  it." 

"  I  desire  nothing,"  returned  the  old  man,  "  that  is 
unreasonable.  Such  a  request  would  be.  •  Will  you  be  ready 
to  return  at  the  end  of  this  week  ?  " 

The  very  tiihe  of  all  others  that  Mr.  Pecksniff  would  have 
suggested  if  it  had  been  left  to  him  to  make  his  own  choice. 
As  to  his  daughters — ^the  words,  "Let  us  be  at  home  on 
Saturday,  dear  pa,"  were  actually. upon  their  lips. 

"  Your  expenses,  cousin,"  said  Martin,  taking  a  folded  slip 
of  paper  from  his  pocket-book,  "may  possibly  exceed  that 
amount.  If  so,  let  me  know  the  balance  that  I  owe  you, 
when  we  next  meet.  It  would  be  useless  if  I  told  you  where 
I  live  just  now:  indeed,  I  have  no  fixed  abode.  When  I 
have,  you  shall  know  it.  You  and  your  daughters  may 
expect  to  see  me  before  long :  in  the  mean  time  I  need  not 
tell  you,  that  we  keep  our  own  confidence.  What  you  will  do 
when  you  get  home,  is  understood  between  us.  Give  me  no 
accoimt  of  it  at  any  time  ;  and  never  refer  to  it  in  any  way. 
I  ask  that,  as  a  favour.  I  am  commonly  a  man  of  few  words, 
cousin ;  and  all  that  need  be  said  just  now  is  said,  I  think." 

"  One  glass  of  wine — one  morsel  of  this  homely  cake?** 
cried  Mr.  Pecksniflf,  venturing  to  detain  him.    "  My  dears ! — " 

The  sisters  flew  to  wait  upon  him. 

"  Poor  girls !  "  said  Mr.  Pecksniff.  "  You  will  excuse 
their  agitation,  my  dear  sir.  They  are  made  up  of  feeling. 
A  bad  commodity  to  go  through  the  world  with,  Mr.  Chu^e- 
wit !  My  youngest  daughter  is  almost  as  much  of  a  woman 
as  my  eldest,  is  she  not,  sir  ?  " 

"  Which  is  the  youngest,"  asked  the  old  man. 

"  Mercy,  by  five  years,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff.  "  We 
sometimes  venture  to  consider  her  ratiier  a  fine  figure,  sir. 
Speaking  as  an  artist,  I  may  perhaps  be  permitted  to  suggest, 
that  its  outline  is  graceful  and  correct.    I  am  naturally,"  said 
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Mr.  Peokflniff,  cbyLiig  Hb  hands  upon  Mb  handkerchief,  and 
looking  anxiously  in  his  cousin's  face  at  ahnost  every  word, 
''  proud,  if  I  may  use  the  expression,  to  have  a  daughter  who 
28  constructed  upon  the  best  models/' 

"  She  seems  to  have  a  lively  disposition,"  observed  Martin. 

'*  Dear  me  ! "  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  that  is  quite  remark- 
able. You  have  defined  her  character,  my  dear  sir,  as 
correctly  as  if  you  had  knoTm  her  £n>m  her  birth.  She  has  a 
lively  disposition.  I  assure  you,  my  dear  sir,  that  in  our 
unpretending  home,  her  gaiety  is  delightful." 

"  No  doubt,"  returned  the  old  man. 

"  Chariiy,  upon  the  other  hand,"  said  Mr,  Pecksniff,  "  is 
remarkable  for  strong  sense,  and  for  rather  a  deep  tone  of 
sentiment,  if  the  partiality  of  a  father  may  be  excused  in 
saying  so.    A  wonderful  affection  between  them,  my  dear  sir ! 
Allow  me  to  drink  your  health.     Bless  you !  " 

"I  little  thought,"  retorted  Martin,  **but  a  month  ago, 
that  I  should  be  breaking  bread  and  pouriog  wine  with  you. 
I  drink  to  you." 

Not  at  all  abashed  by  the  extraordinary  abruptness  with 
which  these  latter  words  were  spoken,  Mr.  Pecksniff  thanked 
him  devoutly. 

*'  Now  let  me  go,"  said  Martin,  putting  down  the  wine 
when  he  had  nierely  touched  it  with  his  lips.  "  My  dears, 
good  morning ! " 

But  this  distant  form  of  farewell  was  by  no  means  tender 
enough  for  the  yearnings  of  the  young  ladies,  who  again 
embraced  him  with  all  their  hearts — ^with  all  their  arms  at 
any  rate — ^to  which  partiag  caresses  their  new-found  Mend 
submitted  with  a  better  grace  than  might  have  been  expected 
from  one  who,  not  a  moment  before,  had  pledged  their  parent 
in  such  a  very  uncomfortable  manner.  These  endearments 
temninated,  he  took  a  hasty  leave  of  Mr.  Pecksniff,  and 
wiiihdrew,  followed  to  the  door  by  both  father  and  daughters, 
who  stood  there,  kissing  their  hands,  and  beaming  with 
affection  until  he  disappeared  :  though,  by  the  way,  he  never 
once  looked  back,  after  he  had  crossed  the  threshold. 

When  they  returned  into  the  house,  and  were  again  alone 
in  Mrs.  Todgers's  room,  the  two  yoimg  ladies  exhibited  an 
unusual  amount  of  gaiety ;  insomuch  that  they  clapped  their 
hands,  and  laughed,  and  looked  with  roguish  aspects  and  a 
bantering  air  upon  their  dear  papa.     This  oonduot  was  so 
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veiy  Tinaccomitable,  that  Kr.  Pecksniff  (being  singxdarly 
grave  himself)  could  scaroelT  choose  but  ask  them  what  it 
meant;  and  took  them  to  taak,  in  his  gentle  manner,  for 
yielding  to  such  light  emotions.  . 

^'  If  it  was  possible  to  divine  any  cause  for  this  merriment, 
even  the  most  remote/'  he  said,  '*  I  should  not  reprove  you. 
But  when  you  can  have  none  whatever — oh,  really,  really  !  " 

Thii?  admonition  had  so  little  effect  on  Mercy,  that  she  was 
obliged  to  hold  her  handkerchief  before  her  rosy  lips,  and  to 
throw  herself  back  in  her  chair,  with  every  demonstration  of 
extreme  amtusement;  which  want  of  duty  so  offended  Mi 
Pecksniff  that  he  reproved  her  in  set  terms,  and  gave  her  his 
parental  advice  to  correct  herself  in  soHtude  and  contem- 
plation. But  at  that  juncture  they  were  disturbed  by  the 
sound  of  voices  in  dispute;  and  as  it  proceeded  from  the 
next  room,  the  subject  matter  of  the  altercation  qxiickLy 
reached  their  ears. 

"  I  don't  care  that !  Mrs.  Todgers,"  said  the  young  gentle- 
man who  had  been  the  youngest  gentleman  in  company  on 
the  day  of  the  festival;  ^*  I  don't  care  that,  ma'am,"  said  he, 
snapping  his  fingers,  ''  for  Jinkins.     Don't  suppose  I  do." 

"  I  am  quite  certain  you  don't,  sir,"  replied  Mrs.  Todgers. 
"  You  have  too  independent  a  spirit,  I  know,  to  yield  to 
anybody.  And  quite  right.  There  is  no  reason  why  you 
should  give  way  to  any  gentleman.  Everybody  must  be  well 
aware  of  that." 

*'  I  should  think  no  more  of  admitting  daylight  into  the 
fellow,"  said  the  youngest  gentleman,  in  a  desperate  voice, 
*'than  if  he  was  a  bull-dog." 

Mrs.  Todgers  did  not  stop  to  inquire  whether,  as  a  matter 
of  principle,  there  was  any  particular  reason  for  admitting 
daylight  even  into  a  bull-dog,  otherwise  than  by  the  natural 
channel  of  his  eyes :  but  she  seemed  to  wring  her  hands : 
and  she  moaned. 

"  Let  him  be  careful,"  said  the  youngest  gentleman.  '*  I 
give  him  warning.  No  man  shall  step  between  me  and  the 
current  of  my  vengeance.  I  know  a  Cove — "  he  used  that 
familiar  epi^et  in  his  agitation,  but  corrected  himself,  by 
adding,  "  a  gentleman  of  properly,  I  mean — ^who  practises 
with  a  pair  of  pistols  (fellows  too,)  of  his  own.  If  I  am 
driven  to  borrow  'em,  and  to  send  a  Mend  to  Jinkins,  a 
tragtedy  wiU  get  into  the  papers.     That 's  all." 
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Again  Mrs.  Todgers  moaned. 

"I  have  borne  this  long  enough,"  said  the  youngest 
gentleman,  "  hut  now  my  soul  rebels  against  it,  and  I  won't 
stand  it  any  longer.  I  left  home  originally,  because  I  had 
that  within  me  which  wouldn't  be  domineered  over  by  a  sister; 
and  do  you  think  I  'm  going  to  be  put  down  by  him  f     No." 

"It  is  very  wrong  in  Mr.  Jinkdns ;  I  know  it  is  perfectly 
inexcusable  in  Mr.  Jinkins,  if  he  intends  it,"  observed  Mrs. 
Todgers. 

"  If  he  intends  it ! "  cried  the  youngest  gentleman.  *'  Don't 
he  interrupt  and  contradict  me  on  eveiy  occasion  ?  Does  he 
ever  fail  to  interpose  himself  between  me  and  anything  or 
anybody  that  he  sees  I  have  set  my  mind  upon?  Does  he 
make  a  point  of  always  pretending  to  forget  me,  when  he 's 
pouring  out  the  beer?  Does  he  make  bragging  remarks 
about  his  razors,  and  insulting  allusions  to  people  who  have 
no  necessity  to  shave  more  than  once  a  week  ?  But  let  hiTn 
look  out ;  he  'U  find  himself  shaved,  pretty  close,  before  long ; 
and  so  I  tell  him !  " 

The  young  gentleman  was  mistaken  in  this  closing  sentence, 
inasmuch  as  he  never  told  it  to  Jinkins,  but  always  to  Mrs. 
Todgers. 

"However,"  he  said,  "these  are  not  proper  subjects  for 
ladies'  ears.  AU  I  've  got  to  say  to  you,  Mrs.  Todgers,  is, — 
a  week's  notice  from  next  Saturday.  The  same  house  can't 
contain  that  miscreant  and  me  any  longer.  If  we  get  over 
the  intermediate  time  without  bloodshed,  you  may  think 
yourself  pretty  fortunate.     I  don't  myself  expect  we  shall." 

"Dear,  dear!"  cried  Mrs.  Todgers,  "what  would  I  have 
given  to  have  prevented  this  ?  To  lose  you,  sir,  would  be  like 
losing  the  house's  right-hand.  So  popular  as  you  are  among 
the  gentlemen ;  so  generally  looked  up  to ;  and  so  much  Hked  I 
I  do  hope  you'll  think  better  of  it;  if  on  nobody  else's 
account,  on  mine." 

"  There 's  Jinkins,"  said  the  youngest  gentleman,  moodily. 
'Your  favourite.  He '11  console  you,  and  the  gentlemen  too, 
for  the  loss  of  twenty  such  as  me.  I  'm  not  understood  in 
this  house.     I  never  have  been." 

"Don't  run  away  with  that  opinion,  sir!"  cried  Mrs. 
Todgers,  with  a  show  of  honest  indignation.  "  Don't  make 
auch  a  charge  as  that  against  the  establishment,  I  must  beg 
of  you.     It  is  not  so  bad  as  that  comes  to,  sir.     Make  any 
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remark  you  pleaae  against  the  gentlemen,  or  against  me ;  but 
don't  say  you  're  not  understood  in  this  house." 

''I'm  not  treated  as  if  I  was/'  said  the  youngest 
gentleman.  • 

''There  you  make  a  great  mistake,  sir,"  returned  Mrs. 
Todgers,  in  the  same  strain.  "As  many  of  the  gentlemen 
and  I  have  often  said,  you  are  too  sensitive.  That 's  where  it 
is.     You  are  of  too  susceptible  a  nature ;  it 's  in  your  spirit." 

The  young  gentleman  coughed. 

"  And  as,"  said  Mrs.  Todgers,  "  as  to  Mr.  Jinkins,  I  must 
beg  of  you,  if  we  are  to  part,  to  tmderstand  that  I  don't  abet 
Mr.  Jinkins  by  any  means.  Far  from  it.  I  could  wish  that 
Mr.  Jinkins  would  take  a  lower  tone  in  this  establishment ; 
and  would  not  be  the  means  of  raising  differences  between  me 
and  gentlemen  that  I  can  much  less  bear  to  part  with,  than  I 
could  with  Mr.  Jinkins.  Mr.  Jinkins  is  not  such  a  boarder, 
sir,"  added  Mrs.  Todgers,  "  that  all  considerations  of  private 
feeling  and  respect  give  way  before  him.  Quite  the  contrary, 
I  assure  you." 

The  young  gentleman  was  so  much  mollified  by  these  and 
similar  speeches  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Todgers,  that  he  and  that 
lady  gradually  changed  positions;  so  that  she  became  the 
injured  party,  and  he  was  understood  to  be  the  injurer ;  but 
in  a  complimentary,  not  in  an  offensive  sense;  his  cruel 
conduct  being  attributable  to  his  exalted  nature,  and  to  that 
alone.  So,  in  the  end,  the  young  gentleman  withdrew  his 
notice,  and  assured  Mrs.  Todgers  of  his  unalterable  regard : 
and  having  done  so,  went  back  to  business. 

"Goodness  me,  Miss  PecksniflGs!"  cried  that  lady,  as  she 
came  into  the  back  room,  and  sat  wearily  down,  with  her 
basket  on  her  knees,  and  her  hands  folded  upon  it,  "what  a 
trial  of  temper  it  is  to  keep  a  house  like  this !  You  must 
have  heard  most  of  what  has  just  passed.  Now  did  you  ever 
hear  the  like?" 

"  Never !"  said  the  two  Miss  PecksniflGs. 

"  Of  all  the  ridiculous  young  fellows  that  ever  I  had  to  deal 
with,"  resumed  Mrs.  Todgers,  "that  is  the  most  ridiculous 
and  unreasonable.  Mr.  Jinkins  is  hard  upon  him  sometimes, 
but  not  half  as  hard  as  he  deserves.  To  mention  such  a 
gentleman  as  Mr.  Jinkins,  in  the  same  breath  with  him — ^you 
know  it 's  too  much !  and  yet  he 's  as  jealous  of  him,  bless 
you,  as  if  he  was  his  equal." 

VOL.  I.  H 
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The  young  ladies  were  greatly  entertained  by  Mrs.  Todgers*8 
account,  no  less  than  with,  certain  anecdotes  illustrative  of  the 
youngest  gentleman's  character,  which  she  went  on  to  tell 
them.  But  Mr.  Pecksniff  looked  quite  stem  and  angry :  and 
when  she  had  concluded,  said  in  a  solemn  voice : 

"Pray,  Mrs.  Todgers,  if  I  may  inquire,  what  does  that 
young  gentleman  contribute  towards  the  support  of  these 
premises?" 

''Why,  sir,  for  what  he  has,  he  pays  about  eighteen 
shillings  a  week,"  said  Mrs.  Todgers. 

"  Eighteen  shillings  a  week !"  repeated  Mr.  Pecksniff, 

"  Taking  one  week  with  another ;  as  near  that  as  possible," 
said  Mrs.  Todgers. 

Mr.  Pecksniff  rose  from  his  chair,  folded  his  arms,  looked 
at  her,  and  shook  his  head. 

"And  do  you  mean  to  say,  ma'am — ^is  it  possible,  Mrs. 
Todgers — ^that  for  such  a  miserable  consideration  as  eigliteen 
shillings  a  week,  a  female  of  your  understanding  can  so  fetr 
demean  herself  as  to  wear  a  double  face,  even  for  an  instant?" 

"  I  am  forced  to  keep  things  on  the  square  if  I  can,  sir," 
Mtered  Mrs.  Todgers.  "  I  must  preserve  peace  among  them, 
and  keep  my  connection  together,  if  possible,  Mr.  Pecksniff. 
The  profit  is  very  small." 

"The  profit!"  cried  that  gentleman,  laying  great  stress 
upon  the  word.  "The  profit,  Mrs.  Todgers!  You  amaze 
me  I" 

He  was  so  severe,  that  Mrs.  Todgers  shed  tears. 

"The  profit!"  repeated  Mr.  Pecksniff.  "The  profit  of 
dissimulation!  To  worship  the  golden  calf  of  Baal,  for 
eighteen  shillings  a  week !" 

"  Don't  in  your  own  goodness  be  too  hard  npon  me,  Mr. 
Pecksniff,"  cried  Mrs.  Todgers,  taking  out  her  handkerchief. 

"Oh  Calf,  Calfl"  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff  mournfully.  "Oh, 
Baal,  Baal!  oh  my  friend  Mrs.  Todgers!  To  barter  away 
that  precious  jewel,  self-esteem,  and  cringe  to  any  mortal 
creature — ^for  eighteen  shillings  a  week ! " 

He  was  so  subdued  and  overcome  by  the  reflection,  tha*  he 
immediately  took  down  his  hat  from  its  peg  in  ihe  passage, 
and  went  out  for  a  walk,  to  compose  his  feelings.  Anybody 
passing  him  in  the  street  might  have  known  him  for  a  good 
man  at  first  sight ;  for  his  whole  figure  teemed  with  a  con- 
sciousness of  the  moral  homily  he  had  read  to  Mrs.  Todgers. 
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Eighteen  shillings  a  week !  Just,  most  just,  thy  censure, 
upright  Pecksniff!  Had  it  been  for  the  sake  of  a  ribbon, 
star,  or  garter;  sleeves  of  lawn,  a  great  man's  smile,  a  seat 
in  parliament,  a  tap  upon  the  shoulder  from  a  courtly  sword ; 
a  place,  a  party,  or  a  thriving  lie,  or  eighteen  thousand 
pounds,  or  even  eighteen  hundred; — ^but  to  worship  the 
golden  calf  for  eighteen  shillings  a  week !  oh  pitiM,  pitiM  I 
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CHAPTER  XL 

WHEREIN  A  CEBTAIN  GENTLEMAN  BECOMES  PARTICULAR  IN  HIS  ATTEN- 
TIONS TO  A  CERTAIN  LADY ;  A*ND  MORE  COMING  EVENTS  THAN  ONE, 
CAST  THEm  SHADOWS  BEFORE. 

The  family  were  witliin  two  or  three  days  of  their  departure 
from  Mrs.  Todgers's,  and  the  commercial  gentlemen  were  to  a 
man  despondent  and  not  to  be  comforted,  because  of  the 
approaching  separation,  when  Bailey  junior,  at  the  jocund 
time  of  noon,  presented  himself  before  Miss  Charity  Pecksniff, 
then  sitting  with  her  sister  in  the  banquet  chamber,  hemming 
six  new  pocket  handkerchiefs  for  Mr.  Jinkins;  and  having 
expressed  a  hope,  preliminaiy  and  pious,  that  he  might  be 
blest,  gave  her,  in  his  pleasant  way,  to  imderstand  that  a 
visitor  attended  to  pay  his  respects  to  her,  and  was  at  that 
moment  waiting  in  the  drawing-room.  Perhaps  this  last 
annoiincement  showed  in  a  more  striking  point  of  view  than 
many  lengthened  speeches  could  have  done,  the  trustfulness 
and  faith  of  Bailey's  nature ;  since  he  had,  in  fact,  last  seen 
the  visitor  upon  the  door-mat,  where,  after  signifying  to  him 
that  he  would  do  well  to  go  up-stairs,  he  had  left  him  to  the 
guidance  of  his  own  sagacity.  Hence  it  was  at  least  an  even 
chance  that  the  visitor  was  tiien  wandering  on  the  roof  of  the 
house,  or  vainly  seeking  to  extricate  himself  from  a  maze  of 
bedrooms ;  Todsrers's  beinc  precisely  that  kind  of  establish- 
ment  in  ;hichaa  impiloted  stran^r  is  pi«tty  sure  to  find 
himself  in  some  place  where  he  least  expects  and  least  desires 
to  be. 

**A  gentleman  for  me!"  cried  Charity,  pausing  in  her 
work ;  "  my  gracious,  Bailey ! " 

"  Ah ! "  said  Bailey.  "  It  is  my  gracious,  an't  it  ?  Wouldn't 
I  be  gracious  neither,  not  if  I  wos  him ! " 

The  remark  was  rendered  somewhat  obscure  in  itself,  by 
reason  (as  the  reader  may  have  observed)  of  a  redundancy  of 
negatives ;  but  accompanied  by  action  expressive  of  a  faithful 
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couple  walking  arm-in-arm  towards  a  parochial  clmrcli, 
mutually  exchanging  looks  of  love,  it  clearly  signified  this 
youth's  conviction  that  the  caller's  purpose  was  of  an  amorous 
tendency.  Miss  Charity  affected  to  reprove  so  great  a  liberty  ; 
but  she  could  not  help  smiling.  He  was  a  strange  boy  to  be 
sure.  There  was  always  some  ground  of  probability  and 
likelihood  mingled  with  his  absurd  behaviour.  That  was  the 
best  of  it ! 

''But  I  don't  know  any  gentleman,  Bailey/'  said  Miss 
Pecksniff.     "  I  think  you  must  have  made  a  mistake." 

Mr.  Bailey  smiled  at  the  extreme  wildness  of  such  a 
supposition ;  and  regarded  the  young  ladies  with  unimpaired 
affability. 

**  My  dear  Merry,"  said  Charity,  "  who  can  it  be  ?  Isn't  it 
odd  ?  I  have  a  great  mind  not  to  go  to  him  really.  So  very 
strange  you  know ! " 

The  younger  sister  plainly  considered  that  this  appeal  had 
its  origin  in  the  pride  of  being  called  upon  and  asked  for; 
and  that  it  was  intended  as  an  assertion  of  superiority,  and  a 
retaliation  upon  her  for  having  captured  the  commercial 
gentlemen.  Therefore,  she  replied,  with  great  affection  and 
politeness,  that  it  was  no  doubt,  very  strange  indeed;  and 
that  she  was  totally  at  a  loss  to  conceive  what  the  ridiculous 
person  unknown  could  mean  by  it. 

"Quite  impossible  to  divine!"  said  Charity,  with  some 
sharpness,  "though  still,  at  the  same  time,  you  needn't  be 
angry,  my  dear." 

"Thank  you,"  retorted  Merry,  singing  at  her  needle.  "I 
am  quite  aware  of  that,  my  love." 

"I  am  afraid  your  head  is  turned,  you  silly  thing,"  said 
Cherry. 

"Do  you  know,  my  dear,"  said  Merry,  with  engaging 
candour,  "  that  I  have  been  afraid  of  that,  myself,  all  along ! 
So  much  incense  and  nonsense,  and  all  the  rest  of  it,  is  enough 
to  turn  a  stronger  head  than  mine.  What  a  reUef  it  must  be 
to  you,  my  dear,  to  be  so  very  comfortable  in  that  respect, 
and  not  to  be  worried  by  those  odious  men  !  How  do  you  do 
it.  Cherry  ?  " 

This  artless  inquiry  might  have  led  to  turbulent  results,  but 
for  the  strong  emotions  of  delight  evinced  by  Bailey  junior, 
whose  relish  in  the  turn  the  conversation  had  lately  taken  was 
po  acute,  that  it  impeUed  and  forced  him  to  the  instantaneous 


182  UFB  AKD  ADYENTUBSS  OF 

performance  of  a  dancing  step,  extremely  difficult  in  its  nature, 
and  only  to  be  achieyed  in  a  moment  of  ecstasy,  wMch  is 
commonly  called  The  Frog's  Hornpipe.  A  manifestation  so 
lively,  brought  to  their  immediate  recollection  the  great 
virtuous  precept,  "  Keep  up  appearances  "whatever  you  do,"  in 
which  they  had  been  educated.  They  forbore  ut  once,  and 
jointly  signified  to  Mr.  Bailey  that  if  he  should  presume  to 
practise  that  figure  any  more  in  their  presence,  they  would 
instantly  acquaint  Mrs.  Todgers  with  the  fact,  and  would 
demand  his  condign  punishment  at  the  hands  of  that  lady. 
The  young  gentleman  having  expressed  the  bitterness  of  his 
contrition  by  affecting  to  wipe  away  scalding  tears  with  his 
apron,  and  afterwards  feigning  to  wring  a  vast  amount  of 
water  from  that  garment,  held  the  door  open  while  Miss 
Charity  passed  out ;  and  so  that  damsel  went  in  state  up-stairs 
to  receive  her  mysterious  adorer. 

By  some  strange  concurrence  of  favourable  circumstances 
he  had  found  out  the  drawing-room,  and  was  sittiag  there 
alone. 

*'  Ah,  cousin ! "  he  said,  "  Here  I  am,  you  see.  You 
thought  I  was  lost,  I  '11  be  bound.  Well !  how  do  you  find 
yourself  by  this  time  ?  " 

•  Miss  Charity  repUed  that  she  was  quite  well ;  and  gave  Mr. 
Jonas  Chuzzlewit  her  hand. 

"  That 's  right,"  said  Mr.  Jonas,  "  and  you  've  got  over  the 
fatigues  of  the  journey,  have  you  ?  I  say — ^how  's  the  other 
one  ?  " 

*'My  sister  is  veiy  well,  I  believe,"  returned  the  young 
lady.  "  I  have  not  heard  her  complain  of  any  indisposition, 
sir.  Perhaps  you  would  like  to  see  her,  and  ask  her  3'our- 
self?" 

"  No,  no,  cousin ! "  said  Mr.  Jonas,  sitting  down  beside 
her  on  the  window-seat.  "  Don't  be  in  a  hurry.  There 's  no 
occasion  for  that  you  know^     What  a  cruel  girl  you  are ! " 

"It's  impossible  for  ^ou  to  know,"  said  Cherry,  "whether 
I  am  or  not." 

"  Well,  perhaps  it  is,"  said  Mr.  Jonas.  "  I  say — did  you 
think  I  was  lost  ?     You  haven't  told  me  that." 

"  I  didn't  think  at  all  about  it,"  answered  Cherry. 

"Didn't  you,  though?"  said  Jonas,  pondering  upon  this 
strange  reply.     "  — Did  the  other  one  ?" 

"  I  am  siire  it 's  impossible  for  me  to  say  what  my  sister 


HASTIK  CHUZZIiBWIT.  IBS 

may,  or  may  not  haye  thought  on  such  a  subject,"  cried 
Cherry.  '^  ^e  never  said  anything  to  me  about  it  one  way 
or  other." 

''  Didn't  she  laugh  about  it  ?  "  inquired  Jonas. 

"  No.     She  didn't  even  laugh  about  it,"  answered  Charity. 

''She'«  a  terrible  one  to  laugh,  ion't  she?"  said  Jonas, 
lowering  his  voice. 

'*  She  is  very  lively,"  said  Cherry. 

''Liveliness 'is  a  pleaaant  thing — ^when  it  don't  lead  to 
spending  money.     An't  it?"  asked  Mr.  Jonas. 

"  Very  much  so,  indeed,"  said  Cherry,  with  a  demureness 
of  manner  that  gave  a  very  disinterested  character  to  her 
assent. 

"Such  liveliness  as  yours  I  mean,  you  know,"  observed 
Mr.  Jonas,  as  he  nudged  her  with  his  elbow.  ''I  should 
have  come  to  see  you  before,  but  I  didn't  know  where  you 
was.     How  quick  you  hurried  off,  that  morning  !  " 

''  I  was  amenable  to  my  Papa's  directions,"  said  Miss 
Charity. 

"I  wish  he  had  given  me  his  direction,"  returned  her 
cousin,  "and  then  I  should  have  found  you  out  before. 
"Why,  I  shouldn't  have  found  you  even  now,  if  I  hadn't 
met  him  in  the  street  this  morning.  What  a  sleek,  sly  chap 
he  is !     Just  like  a  tom-cat,  an't  he  ?  " 

"  I  must  trouble  you  to  have  the  goodness  to  speak  more 
respectfully  of  my  Papa,  Mr.  Jonas,"  said  Charity.  "  I  can't 
allow  such  a  tone  as  that,  even  in  jest." 

"  Ecod,  you  may  say  what  you  like  of  my  father,  then,  and 
80  I  give  you  leave,"  said  Jonas.  "I  think  it's  liquid 
aggravation  that  circulates  through  his  veins,  and  not  regular 
blood.     How  old  should  you  think  my  father  was,  cousin  ?  " 

"Old,  no  doubt,"  replied  Miss  Charity;  "but  a  fine  old 
gentleman." 

"  A  fine  old  gentleman ! "  repeated  Jonas,  giving  the  crdwp. 
of  his  hat  an  angry  knock.  "  Ah !  It 's  time  he  was  thinkiTig 
of  being  drawn  out  a  little  finer  too.     Why  he 's  eighty !  " 

"  Is  he  indeed  ?  "  said  the  yotmg  lady. 

"And  ecod,"  cried  Jonas,  "now  he's  gone  so  far  without 
giving  in,  I  don't  see  much  to  prevent  his  being  ninety ;  no, 
nor  even  a  hundred.  Why,  a  man  with  any  feeling  ought  to 
be  a&hanied  of  being  eighty — ^let  alone  more.  Wbere  's  his 
religion  I  shotdd  like  to  know,  when  he  goes  flying  in  the 
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face  of  the  Bible  like  that !  Three-score-and-ten  's  the  mark ; 
and  no  man  with  a  conscience,  and  a  proper  sense  of  what 's 
expected  of  him,  has  any  business  to  live  longer." 

Is  any  one  surprised  at  Mr.  Jonas  making  such  a  reference 
to  such  a  book  for  such  a  purpose  ?  Does  any  one  doubt  the 
old  saw,  that  the  DeviL  (being  a  layman)  quotes  Sciipture  for 
his  own  ends  ?  K  he  will  take  the  trouble  to  look  about  him, 
he  may  find  a  greater  number  of  confirmations  of  the  fact,  in 
the  occurrences  of  any  single  day,  than  the  steam-gun  can 
discharge  balls  in  a  minute. 

*'  But  there  *s  enough  of  my  fkther,"  said  Jonas ;  "  it  *s  of  no 
use  to  go  putting  one's-self  out  of  the  way  by  talking  about 
him.  I  called  to  ask  you  to  come  and  take  a  walk,  cousiq,  and 
see  some  of  the  sights ;  and  to  come  to  our  house  afterwards, 
and  have  a  bit  of  something.  Pecksniff  will  most  likely  look 
in  in  the  evening,  he  says,  and  bring  you  home.  See,  here 's 
his  writing ;  I  made  him  put  it  down  this  morning,  when  he 
told  me  he  shouldn't  be  back  befbre  I  came  here ;  in  case  you 
wouldn't  believe  me.  There 's  nothing  like  proof,  is  there  ? 
Ha,  ha !     I  say — ^you  'U  bring  the  other  one,  you  know ! " 

Miss  Charity  cast  her  eyes  upon  her  fSeither's  autograph, 
which  merely  said — "  Go,  my  children,  with  your  cousin. 
Let  there  be  imion  among  us  when  it  is  possible ;  "  and  after 
enough  of  hesitation  to  impart  a  proper  value  to  her  consent, 
withdrew,  to  prepare  her  sister  and  herself  for  the  excursion. 
She  soon  returned,  accompanied  by  Miss  Mercy,  who  was  by 
no  means  pleased  to  leave  the  bnlliant  triumphs  of  Todgers's 
for  the  society  of  Mr.  Jonas  and  his  respected  father. 

**  Aha  ! "  cried  Jonas.     "  There  you  are,  are  you  ?" 

*' Yes,  fipight,"  said  Mercy,  "here  I  am;  and  I  would 
much  rather  be  anjrwhere  else,  I  assure  you." 

**  You  don't  mean  that,"  cried  Mr.  Jonas.  "  You  can't,  you 
know.     It  isn't  possible." 

"  You  can  have  what  opinion  you  like,  Mght,"  retorted 
Mercy.  "  I  am  content  to  keep  mine ;  and  mine  is  that  you 
aire  a  very  impleasant,  odious,  disagreeable  person."  Here 
she  laughed  heartily,  and  seemed  to  enjoy  herself  very  much. 

**  Oh,  you  're  a  sharp  gal ! "  said  Mr.  Jonas.  '*  She 's 
a  regular  teazer,  an't  she,  cousin." 

Miss  Charity  replied  in  effect,  that  she  was  imable  to  say 
what  the  habits  and  propensities  of  a  regular  teazer  might  be , 
and  that  even  if  she  possessed  such  information,  it  would  ill 
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become  her  to  admit  the  existence  of  any  creature  with  such 
an  unceremonious  name  in  her  family ;  far  less  in  the  person 
of  a  beloved  sister,  '*  whatever,"  added  Cherry  with  an  angry 
glance,  **  whatever  her  real  nature  may  b^." 

"  Well,  my  dear !  "  said  Merry,  "  the  only  observation  I 
have  to  make,  is,  that  if  we  don't  go  out  at  once,  I  shall 
certainly  take  my  bonnet  off  again,  and  stay  at  home." 

This  threat  had  the  desired  effect  of  preventing  any  farther 
altercation,  for  Mr.  Jonas  immediately  proposed  an  adjourn- 
ment, and  the  same  being  carried  unanimously,  they  departed 
from  the  house  straightway.  On  the  door-step,  Mr.  Jonas 
gave  an  arm  to  each  cousin;  which  act  of  gallantry  being 
observed  by  Bailey  jimior,  from  the  garret  ydndow,  was  by 
him  saluted  with  a  loud  and  violent  fit  of  coughing,  to  which 
paroxysm  he  was  still  the  victim  when  they  turned  the 
comer. 

Mr.  Jonas  inquired  in  the  first  instance  if  they  were  good 
walkers,  and  being  answered  *'  Yes,"  submitted  their  pedes- 
trian powers  to  a  pretty  severe  test ;  for  he  showed  them  as 
many  sights,  in  the  way  of  bridges,  churches,  streets,  outsides 
of  theatres,  and  other  free  spectacles,  in  that  one  forenoon,  as 
most  people  see  in  a  twelvemonth.  It  was  observable  in  this 
gentleman  that  he  had  an  insurmountable  distaste  to  the 
insides  of  buildings;  and  that  he  was  perfectly  acquainted 
with  the  merits  of  all  shows,  in  respect  of  which  there  was 
any  charge  for  admission,  which  it  seemed  were  every  one 
detestable,  and  of  the  very  lowest  grade  of  merit.  He  was  so 
thoroughly  possessed  with  this  opinion,  that  when  Miss 
Charity  happened  to  mention  the  circumstance  of  their  having 
been  twice  or  thrice  to  the  theatre  with  Mr.  Jinkins  and  party, 
he  inquired,  as  a  matter  of  course,  "where  the  orders  came 
from  ?  "  and  being  told  that  Mr.  Jinkins  and  party  paid,  was 
beyond  description  entertained,  observing  that  "they  must  be 
nice  flats,  certainly ;  "  and  often  in  the  course  of  the  walk, 
bursting  out  again  into  a  perfect  convulsion  of  laughter  at  ihe 
surpassing  silliness  of  those  gentlemen,  and  (doubtless)  at  his 
own  superior  wisdom. 

When  they  had  been  out  for  some  hours  and  were 
thoroughly  fatigued,  it  being  by  that  time  twilight,  Mr.  Jonas 
intimated  that  he  would  show  them  one  of  the  best  pieces  of 
fun  with  which  he  was  acquainted.  This  joke  was  of  a 
practical  kind^  and  its  humour  lay  in  taking  a  hackney-coach 
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to  the  extreme  limits  of  possibility  for  a  shilling.  Happily  it 
broxLght  them  to  the  place  where  Mr.  Jonas  dwelt,  or  the 
young  ladies  might  have  rather  missed  the  point  and  oream  of 
the  jest. 

The  old-established  Brm  of  Anthony  Chuzzlewit  and  Son. 
Manchester  Warehousemen,  and  so  forth,  had  its  place  of 
busiQess  in  a  very  norrow  street  somewhere  behind  tiie  Poet 
Office;  where  every  house  was  in  the  brightest  summer 
morning  very  gloomy ;  and  where  light  porters  watered  the 
payement,  each  before  his  own  employer's  premises,  in 
fantastic  patterns,  in  the  dog-days ;  and  where  spruce  gentle- 
men with  their  hands  in  the  pockets  of  symmetrical  trousers^ 
were  always  to  be  seen  in  warm  weather,  contemplating  their 
undeniable  boots  in  dusty  warehouse  doorways,  which  appeared 
to  be  the  hardest  work  tiiey  did,  except  now  and  then  carrying 
pens  behind  their  ears.  A  dim,  dirty,  smoky,  tumble-down, 
rotten  old  house  it  was,  as  anybody  would  desire  to  see ;  but 
there  the  firm  of  Anthony  Chuzzlewit  and  Son  transacted  aU 
their  business  and  their  pleasure  too,  such  as  it  was,*  for 
neither  the  young  man  nor  the  old  had  any  other  residence, 
or  any  care  or  thought  beyond  its  narrow  limits. 

Business,  as  may  be  readily  supposed,  was  the  main  thing 
in  this  establishment;  insomuch  indeed  that  it  shouldered 
comfort  out  of  doors,  and  jostled  the  domestic  arrangements  at 
every  turn.  Thus  in  the  miserable  bedrooms  there  were  files 
of  moth-eaten  letters  hanging  up  against  the  walls ;  and  linen 
rollers,  and  fragments  of  old  patterns,  and  odds  and  ends  of 
spoiled  goods,  strewn  upon  the  ground;  while  the  meagre 
bedsteads,  washing-stands,  and  scraps  of  carpet,  were  huddled 
away  into  comers  as  objects  of  secondaiy  consideration,  not  to 
be  thought  of  but  as  disagreeable  necessities,  furnishing  no 
profit,  and  intruding  on  the  one  a&iir  of  life.  The  single 
sitting-room  was  on  the  same  principle,  a  chaos  of  boxes  and 
old  papers,  and  had  more  counting-house  stools  in  it  than 
chairs  :  not  to  mention  a  great  monster  of  a  desk  straddling 
over  the  middle  of  the  floor,  and  an  iron  safe  sunk  into  the 
wall  above  the  fire-place.  The  solitaiy  little  table  for 
purposes  of  refection  and  social  enjoyment,  bore  as  fair  a 
proportion  to  the  desk  and  other  busiaess  furniture,  as  the 
graces  and  harmless  relaxations  of  life  had  ever  done,  in  the 
persons  of  the  old  man  and  his  son,  to  their  pursuit  of  wealth. 
It  was  meanly  laid  out,  now,  for  dinner ;  and  in  a  chair  before 
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the  £re,  sat  Anthony  himflelf,  who  xoee  to  greet  his  son  and 
his  fair  oousins  as  they  entered. 

An  ancient  proverb  warns  ns  that  we  should  not  expect  to 
find  old  heads  upon  yoimg  shoulders;  to  which  it  may  be 
added  that  we  seldom  meet  with  that  unnatural  combination, 
but  we  feel  a  strong  desire  to  knock  them  off;  merely  from  an 
inherent  love  we  have  of  seeing  things  in  their  right  places. 
It  is  not  improbable  that  many  men,  in  no  wise  choleric  by 
nature,  felt  this  impulse  rising  up  within  them,  when  they 
j6rst  made  the  acquaintance  of  Mr.  Jonas;  but  if  they  had 
known  him  more  intimately  in  his  own  house,  and  had  sat 
wdth  him  at  his  own  board,  it  would  assuredly  have  been 
paramount  to  all  other  considerations. 

"Well,  ghost!"  said  Mr.  Jonas,  dutifully  addressing  his 
parent  by  that  title.     "  Is  dinner  nearly  ready  ?" 

"  I  should  think  it  was,"  rejoined  the  old  man. 

"  What 's  the  good  of  that  ?"  rejoined  the  son.  "  I  should 
think  it  was.     I  want  to  know." 

"  Ah  !  I  don't  know  for  certain,"  said  Anthony. 

"  You  don*t  know  for  certain,"  rejoined  his  son  in  a  lower 
tone.  "No.  You  don't  know  anything  for  certain,  you 
don't.     Give  me  your  candle  here.     I  want  it  for  the  gals." 

Anthony  handed  him  a  battered  old  office  candlestick,  with 
which  Mr.  Jonas  preceded  the  young  ladies  to  the  nearest 
bedroom,  where  he  left  them  to  take  off  their  shawls  and 
bonnets ;  and  returning,  occupied  himself  in  opening  a  bottle 
of  wine,  sharpening  the  carving-knife,  and  muttering  compli- 
ments to  his  father,  until  they  and  the  dinner  appeared 
together.  The  repast  consisted  of  a  hot  leg  of  mutton  with 
^eens  and  potatoes ;  and  the  dishes  having  been  set  upon  the 
table  by  a  dipshod  old  woman,  they  were  left  to  enjoy  it  after 
their  own  manner. 

"Bachelor's  Hall  you  know,  cousin,"  said  Mr.  Jonas  to 
Charity.  "  I  say — ^the  other  one  will  be  having  a  laugh  at 
this  when  she  gets  home,  won't  she  ?  Here ;  you  sit  on  the 
right  side  of  me,  and  I  'U  have  her  upon  the  left.  Other  one, 
will  you  come  here  ?  " 

"You're  such  a  fright,"  replied  Mercy,  "that  I  know  I 
shall  have  no  appetite  if  I  sit  so  near  you :  but  I  suppose 
I  must." 

"  An't  she  lively  ? "  whispered  Mr.  Jonas  to  the  elder 
sister,  with  his  favourite  elbow  emphasis. 
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"  Oh.  I  really  don't  know ! "  replied  Miss  Pecksniff,  tardy. 
*'  I  am  tired  of  being  asked  such  ridiculous  questions." 

'^ What's  that  precious  old  fkther  of  mine  about  now?" 
said  Mr.  Jonas,  seeing  that  his  parent  was  travelling  up  and 
down  the  room,  instead  of  taking  his  seat  at  table.  ''  What 
are  you  looking  for  ?  " 

'*  I  Ve  lost  my  glasses,  Jonas,"  said  old  Anthony. 

"  Sit  down  without  your  glasses,  can't  you  ?  "  returned  his 
son.  *'  You  don't  eat  or  drink  out  of  'em,  I  think ;  and, 
where  's  that  sleepy-headed  old  Chuffey  got  to !  Now,  stupid. 
Oh. !  you  know  your  name,  do  you  ?  " 

It  would  seem  that  he  didn't,  for  he  didn't  come  imtil  the 
father  called.  As  he  spoke,  the  door  of  a  small  glass  office, 
which,  was  partitioned  off  from  the  rest  of  the  room,  was 
slowly  opened,  and  a  little  blear-eyed,  weazen-faced,  ancient 
man  came  creeping  out.  He  was  of  a  remote  feishion,  and 
dusty,  Hke  the  rest  of  the  furniture;  he  was  dressed  in  a 
decayed  suit  of  black ;  with  breeches  garnished  at  the  knees 
with  rusty  wisps  of  ribbon,  the  very  paupers  of  shoe-strings ; 
on  the  lower  portion  of  his  spindle  legs  were  dingy  worsted 
stockings  of  the  same  colour.  He  looked  as  if  he  had  been 
put  away  and  forgotten  half  a  century  before,  and  somebody 
had  just  found  him  in  a  lumber-closet. 

Such  as  he  was,  he  came  slowly  creeping  on  towards  the 
table,  until  at  last  he  crept  into  the  vacant  chair,  from  which, 
as  his  dim  faculties  became  conscious  of  the  presence  of 
strangers,  and  those  strangers  ladies,  he  rose  again,  apparently 
intending  to  make  a  bow.  But  he  sat  down  once  more, 
without  having  made  it,  and  breathing  on  his  shrivelled 
hands  to  warm  them,  remained'  with  his  poor  blue  nose 
immoveable  above  his  plate,  looking  at  nothing,  with  eyes 
that  saw  nothing,  and  a  face  that  meant  nothing.  Take  him 
in  that  state,  and  he  was  an  embodiment  of  nothing. 
Nothing  else. 

*'  Our  clerk,"  said  Mr.  Jonas,  as  host  and  master  of  the 
ceremonies  :   "  Old  Chuffey." 

"  Is  he  deaf?  "  inquired  one  of  the  young  ladies. 

"  No,  I  don't  know  that  he  is.  He  an't  deaf,  is  he, 
father  ?  " 

'*  I  never  heard  him  say  he  was,"  replied  the  old  man. 

"  Blind  ?  "  inquired  the  young  ladies. 

**N — ^no.     I  never  understood  that  he  was  at  all  blind," 
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said  Jonas,  carelessly.     ''  You  don't  consider  Lim  so,  do  yon, 
fetlier  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not,"  replied  Anthony. 

"What  is  he  then?" 

"  Why,  I  '11  tell  yon  what  he  is,"  said  Mr.  Jonas,  apart  to 
the  young  ladies,  "  he 's  precious  old,  for  one  thing ;  and  I 
an't  best  pleased  with  hun  for  that,  for  I  think  my  feither 
must  have  caught  it  of  him.  He 's  a  strange  old  chap,  for 
another,"  he  added  in  a  louder  voice,  "  and  don't  understand 
any  one  hardly,  but  him!"  He  pointed  to  his  honoured 
parent  with  the  carving-fork,  in  order  that  they  might  know 
whom  he  meant. 

"  How  very  strange ! "  cried  the  sisters. 

"Why,  you  see,"  said  Mr.  Jonas,  "he's  been  adding  his 
old  brains  with  fig^ures  and  book-keeping  all  his  life;  and 
twenty  year  ago  or  so  he  went  and  took  a  fever.  All  the  time 
he  was  out  of  his  head  (which  was  three  weeks)  he  never  lefb 
off  casting  up ;  and  he  got  to  so  many  million  at  last  that  I 
don't  believe  he 's  ever  been  quite  right  since.  We  don't  do 
much  business  now  though,  and  he  an't  a  bad  clerk." 

"  A  very  good  one,"  said  Anthony. 

"Well!  He  an't  a  dear  one  at  all  events,"  observed 
Jonas ;  "  and  he  earns  his  salt,  which  is  enough  for  our  look- 
out. I  was  telling  you  that  he  hardly  understands  any  one 
except  my  father;  he  always  understands  him,  though,  and 
wakes  up  quite  wonderful.  He 's  been  used  to  his  ways  so 
long,  you  see!  Why,  I've  seen  him  play  whist,  with  my 
father  for  a  partner ;  and  a  good  rubber  too ;  when  he  had 
no  more  notion  what  sort  of  people  he  was  playing  against, 
than  you  have." 

"  Has  he  no  appetite  ?  "  asked  Merry. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Jonas,  plying  his  own  knife  and  fork  very 
fast.  "He  eats — ^when  he's  helped.  But  he  don't  care 
whether  he  waits  a  minute  or  an  hour,  as  long  as  -father's 
here ;  so  when  I  'm  at  all  sharp  set,  as  I  am  to-day,  I  come 
to  him  after  I've  taken  the  edge  off  my  own  hunger,  you 
know.     Now,  Chuffey,  stupid,  are  you  ready  ?  " 

Chuffey  remained  immoveable. 

"  Always  a  perverse  pld  file,  he  was,"  said  Mr.  Jonas,  coolly 
helping  himself  to  another  slice.     "  Ask  him,  fSather." 

"  Are  you  ready  for  your  dinner,  Chuffey  ?  "  asked  the  old 
man. 
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"  Yes,  yes,"  said  ClmflPey,  lighting  up  into  a  sentient  human, 
creature  at  the  first  sound  of  the  voice,  so  that  it  was  at  once 
a  curious  and  quite  a  moving  sight  to  see  him.  "  Yes,  yes 
Quite  ready,  Mr.  Chuzzlewit.  Quite  ready,  sir.  All  ready, 
all  ready,  all  ready."  With  that  he  stopped,  smilingly,  and 
listened  for  some  further  address;  but  being  spoken  to  no 
more,  the  light  forsook  his  face  by  little  and  little,  until  he 
was  nothing  again. 

"  He  'U  be  very  disagreeable,  mind,"  said  Jonas,  addressing 
his  cousins  as  he  handed  the  old  man's  portion  to  his  father. 
"He  always  chokes  himself  when  it  ant  broth.  Look  at 
him,  now !  Did  you  ever  see  a  horse  with  such  a  wall-eyed 
expression  as  he 's  got  ?  If  it  hadn't  been  for  the  joke  of  it, 
I  wouldn't  have  let  him  come,  in  to-day ;  but  I  thought  he  'd 
amuse  you." 

The  poor  old  subject  of  this  humane  speech,  was,  happily 
for  himself,  as  imconscious  of  its  purport,  as  of  most  other 
remarks  that  were  made  in  his  presence.  But  the  mutton 
being  tough,  and  his  gums  weak,  he  quickly  verified  the 
statement  relative  to  his  choking  propensities,  and  underwent 
so  much  in  his  attempts  to  dine,  that  Mr.  Jonas  was  infinitely 
amused;  protesting  that  he  had  seldom  seen  him  better 
company  in  all  his  life,  and  that  he  was  enough  to  make  a 
man  split  his  sides  with  laughing.  Indeed,  he  went  so  far  aa 
to  assure  the  sisters,  that  in  this  point  of  view  he  considered 
Chuffey  superior  to  his  own  father ;  which,  *  as  he  significantiy 
added,  was  saying  a  great  deal. 

It  was  strange  enough  that  Anthony  Chuzzlewit,  himself 
so  old  a  man,  should  take  a  pleasure  in  these  gibings  of  his 
estimable  son,  at  the  expense  of  the  poor  shadow  at  their 
table.  But  he  did,  unquestionably  :  though  not  so  much — ^to 
do  him  justice — ^with  reference  to  their  ancient  derk,  as  in 
exultation  at  the  sharpness  of  Jonas.  For  the  same  reason, 
that  young  man's  coarse  allusions,  even  to  himself,  filled  him 
with  a  stealthy  glee:  causing  him  to  rub  his  hands  and 
chuckle  covertiy,  as  if  he  said  in  his  sleeve,  "  I  taught  him. 
I  trained  him.  This  is  the  heir  of  my  bringing-up.  Sly, 
cunning,  and  covetous,  he  'U  not  squander  my  money.  I 
worked  for  this ;  I  hoped  for  this ;  it  has  been  the  great  end 
and  aim  of  my  life." 

What  a  noble  end  and  aim  it  was  to  contemplate  in  the 
attainment,  truly !     But  there  be  some  who  manufacture  idols 
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after  the  fSetshion  of  themselveSy  and  fail  to  worship  them 
when  they  are  made ;  charging  their  deformity  on  outraged 
nature.     Anthony  was  better  than  these  at  any  rate. 

Chnffey  boggled  over  his  plate  so  long,  that  Mr.  Jonas, 
losing  patience,  took  it  from  him  at  last  with  his  own  hands, 
and  requested  his  father  to  signify  to  that  venerable  person 
that  he  had  better  "  peg  away  at  his  bread : "  which 
Antiiony  did. 

"  Aye,  aye  ! "  cried  the  old  man,  brightening  up  as  beft)re, 
when  this  was  communicated  to  him  in  the  same  voice; 
"  quite  right,  quite  right.  He  *s  your  own  son,  Mr.  Chuzzle- 
wit !     Bless  him  for  a  sharp  lad !     Bless  him,  bless  him  ! '' 

Mr.  Jonas  considered  this  so  particularly  childish,  perhaps 
with  some  reason — ^that  he  only  laughed  the  more,  and  told 
his  cousiQS  that  he  was  afraid  one  of  these  fine  days,  Chuffcy 
would  be  the  death  of  him.  The  cloth  was  then  removed, 
and  the  bottle  of  wine  set  upon  the  table,  from  which  Mr. 
Jonas  fiUed  the  young  ladles'  glasses,  calling  on  them  not  to 
spare  it,  as  they  might  be  certain  there  was  plenty  more  where 
that  come  from.  But,  he  added  with  some  haste  after  this 
sally,  that  it  was  only  his  joke,  and  they  wouldn't  suppose  him 
to  be  in  earnest,  he  was  sure. 

**  I  shall  drink,"  said  Anthony,  **  to  Pecksniff.  Your 
father,  my  dears.  A  clever  man,  PecksnifP.  A  wary  man ! 
A  hypocrite,  though,  eh  ?  A  hypocrite,  girls,  eh  ?  Ha,  ha, 
ba !  Well,  so  he  is.  Now,  among  friends — he  is.  I  don't 
think  the  worse  of  him  for  that,  unless  it  is  that  he  overdoes 
it.  You  may  overdo  anything,  my  darlings.  You  may  overdo 
even  hypocrisy.     Ask  Jonas  ! " 

"  You  can't  overdo  taking  care  of  yourself,"  observed  that 
hopeful  gentleman  with  his  mouth  full. 

"Do  you  hear  that,  my  dears?"  cried  Anthony,  quite 
enraptured.  "  Wisdom,  wisdom !  A  good  exception,  Jonas. 
No.     It 's  not  easy  to  overdo  that." 

''  Except,"  whispered  Mr.  Jonas  to  his  favourite  cousin, 
*'  except  when  one  Kves  too  long.  Ha,  ha!  Tell  the  other 
one  that — I  say !  " 

**  Good  gracious  me !  "  said  Cherry,  in  a  petulant  manner. 
**  You  can  tell  her  yourself,  if  you  wish,  can't  you  ?  " 

*'  She  seems  to  make  such  game  of  one,"  replied  Mr. 
Jonas. 

"  Then  why  need  you  trouble  yourself  about  her  ? "  said 
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Charity.     ''  I  am  sure  she  doesn't  trouble  herself  much  about 
you." 

"  Don't  she  though?  "  asked  Jonas. 

**  Good  gracious  me,  need  I  tell  you  that  she  don't  ?  " 
returned  the  young  lady. 

Mr.  Jonas  made  no  verbal  rejoinder,  but  he  glanced  at 
Mercy  with  an  odd  expression  in  his  face;  and  said  that 
wouldn't  break  his  heart,  she  might  depend  upon  it.  Then 
he  looked  on  Charity  with  even  greater  favour  than  before, 
and  besought  her,  as  his  polite  manner  was,  to  **  come  a  little 
closer." 

**  There 's  another  thing  that 's  not  easily  overdone,  father," 
remarked  Jonas,  after  a  short  silence. 

"  What 's  that  ? "  asked  the  father,  grinning  already  in 
anticipation. 

'*  A  bargain,"  said  the  son.  "  Here  's  the  rule  for  bargains 
— '  Do  other  men,  for  they  would  do  you.'  That 's  the  true 
business  precept.     All  others  are  counterfeits." 

The  delighted  father  applauded  this  sentiment  to  the  echo ; 
and  was  so  much  tickled  by  it,  that  he  was  at  the  pains  of 
imparting  the  same  to  his  ancient  clerk,  who  rubbed  his 
hands,  nodded  his  palsied  head,  winked  his  watery  eyes,  and 
cried  in  his  whistling  tones,  "  Good !  good !  Your  own  son, 
Mr.  Chuzdewit ! "  with  every  feeble  demonstration  of  delight 
that  he  was  capable  of  making.  But  .this  old  man's  enthu- 
siasm had  the  redeeming  qualiiy  of  being  felt  in  sympathy 
with  the  only  creature  to  whom  he  was  linked  by  ties  of  long 
association,  and  by  his  present  helplessness.  And  if  there  had 
been  anybody  there,  who  cared  to  think  about  it,  some  dregs 
of  a  better  nature  imawakened,  might  perhaps  have  been 
descried  through  that  very  medium,  melancholy  though  it 
was,  yet  lingering  at  the  bottom  of  the  worn-out  cask,  called 
Chuffey. 

As  matters  stood,  nobody  thought  or  said  anything  upon 
the  subject ;  so  Chuffey  fell  back  into  a  dark  comer  on  one 
side  of  the  fire-place,  where  he  always  spent  his  evenings,  and 
was  neither  seen  nor  heard  again  that  night ;  save  once,  when 
a  cup  of  tea  was  given  him,  in  which  he  was  seen  to  soak  his 
bread  mechanically.  There  was  no  reason  to  suppose  that  he 
went  to  sleep  at  these  seasons,  or  that  he  heard,  or  saw,  or 
felt,  or  thought.  He  remained,  as  it  were,  frozen  up — ^if  any 
term  expressive  of  such  a  vigorous  process  can  be   applied 
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to  him — ^iintil  he  was  again  thawed  for  the  moment  by  a  word 
or  touch  from  Anthony. 

Miss  Chariiy  nfade  tea  by  desire  of  Mr.  Jonas,  and  felt  and 
looked  so  like  the  lady  of  the  house,  that  she  was  in  the 
prettiest  confusion  imaginable ;  the  more  so,  from  Mr.  Jonas 
sitting  close  beside  her,  and  whispering  a  variety  of  admiring 
expressions  in  her  ear.  Miss  Mercy,  for  her  part,  felt  the 
entertainment  of  the  evening  to  be  so  distinctly  and  exclusively 
theirs,  that  she  silently  deplored  the  commercial  gentlemen — 
at  that  moment,  no  doubt,  wearying  for  her  return — and 
yawned  over  yesterday's  newspaper.  As  to  Anthony,  he  went 
to  sleep  outright,  so  Jonas  and  Cherry  had  a  clear  stage  to 
themselves  as  long  as  they  chose  to  keep  possession  of  it. 

When  the  tea-tray  was  taken  away,  as  it  was  at  last,  Mr. 
Jonas  produced  a  dirty  pack  of  cards,  and  entertained  the 
sisters  with  divers  small  feats  of  dexterity :  whereof  the  main 
purpose  of  every  one  was,  that  you  were  to  decoy  somebody 
into  laying  a  wager  with  you  that  you  couldn't  do  it ;  and 
were  then  immediately  to  win  and  pocket  his  money.  Mr. 
Jonas  informed  them  that  these  accomplishments  were  in  high 
vogue  in  the  most  intellectual  circles,  and  that  large  amounts 
were  constantly  changing  hands  on  such  hazards.  And  it 
may  be  remarked  that  he  fully  believed  this ;  for  there  is  a 
simplicity  of  cunning  no  less  tiian  a  simplicity  of  innocence ; 
and  in  all  matters  where  a  lively  faith  in  knavery  and  mean- 
ness was  required  as  the  ground-work  of  belief,  Mr.  Jonas 
was  one  of  the  most  credulous  of  men.  His  ignorance,  which 
was  stupendous,  may  be  taken  into  account,  if  the  readei 
pleases,  separately. 

This  fine  young  man  had  all  the  inclination  to  be  a  pro- 
fligate of  the  first  water,  and  only  lacked  the  one  good  trait  in 
the  common  catalogue  of  debauched  vices — open-handedness 
^— to  be  a  notable  vagabond.  But  there  his  griping  and 
penurious  habits  stepped  in;  and  as  one  poison  will  some- 
times neutralise  another,  when  wholesome  remedies  would  not 
avail,  so  he  was  restrained  by  a  bad  passion  from  quaffing  hie 
full  measure  of  evil,  when  virtue  might  have  sought  to  hold 
him  back  in  vain. 

By  the  time  he  had  unfolded  all  the  peddling  schemes  he 
knew  upon  the  cards,  it  was  growing  late  in  the  evening ;  and 
Mr.  Pecksniff  not  making  his  appearance,  the  young  ladies 
expressed  a  wish  to  return  home.     But  this,  Mr.  Jonas,  in  his 
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gallaniiyy  -would  by  no  means  allow,  until  they  had  partaken 
of  some  bread  and  cheese  and  porter ;  and  even  then  he  was 
exoessiTely  imwilling  to  allow  them  to  depart ;  often  beseech- 
ing Miss  Charity  to  come  a  Httle  closer,  or  to  stop  a  little 
longer,  and  preferring  many  other  compHmentaiy  petitions  of 
that  nature,  in  his  own  hospitable  and  earnest  way.  When 
all  his  efforts  to  detain  them  were  fruitless,  he  put  on  his  hat 
and  great-coat  preparatory  to  escorting  them  to  Todgers's; 
remarking  that  he  knew  they  would  rather  walk  thitibjsr  than 
ride ;  and  that  for  his  part  he  was  quite  of  their  opinion. 

"Good  nighjj,"  said  Anthony,  "(xood  night;  remember 
me  to — ha,  ha,  ha ! — to  Pecksniff.  Take  care  of  your  cousin, 
my  dears ;  beware  of  Jonas ;  he 's  a  dangerous  fellow.  Don't 
quarrel  £ot  him,  in  any  case !  " 

*'  Oh,  the  creature !  "  cried  Mercy.  "  The  idea  of  quarrel- 
ling for  him  I  You  may  take  him.  Cherry,  my  love,  all  to 
yourself.     I  make  you  a  present  of  my  share." 

"  What !  I  'm  a  sour  grape,  am  I,  cousin  ?  "  said  Jona& 

Miss  Charity  was  more  entertained  by  this  repartee  than 
one  would  have  supposed  likely,  considering  its  advanced  age 
and  simple  character.  But  in  her  sisterly  affection  she  took 
Mr.  Jonas  to  task  for  leaning  so  very  hard  upon  a  broken 
reed,  and  said  that  he  must  not  be  so  cruel  to  poor  Meny  any 
more,  or  she  (Charity)  would  positively  be  obliged  to  hate 
him.  Mercy,  who  really  had  her  share  of  good-humour,  only 
retorted  with  a  laugh ;  and  they  walked  home  in  consequence 
without  any  angry  passages  of  words  upon  the  way.  Mr. 
Jonas  beiag  in  the  middle,  and  having  a  cousin  on  each  arm, 
sometimes  squeezed  the  wrong  one ;  so  tightly  too,  as  to  cause 
her  not  a  little  inconvenience ;  but  as  he  talked  to  Charity  in 
whispers  the  whole  time,  and  paid  her  great  attention,  no 
doubt  this  was  an  accidental  circumstance.  When  they 
arrived  at  Todgers's,  and  the  door  was  opened,  Mercy  broke 
hastily  &om  them,  and  ran  up-stairs ;  but  Charity  and  Jonas 
lingered  on  the  steps  talking  together  for  more  than  five 
minutes;  so,  as  Mrs.  Todgers  observed  next  morning  to  a 
third  party,  "  It  was  pretty  clear  what  was  going  on  there ^ 
and  she  was  glad  of  it,  for  it  really  was  high  time  Miss  Peck- 
sniff thought  of  settling." 

And  now  the  day  was  coming  on,  when  that  bright  vision 
which  had  burst  on  Todgers's  so  suddenly,  and  made  a 
sunshine  in  the  shady  breast  of  Jinkins,  was  to  be  seen  no 
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more ;  wlien  it  was  to  be  packed  like  a  biown  paper  paroel, 
or  a  £s}i-baskety  or  an  oyster  barrel,  or  a  &it  gentleman,  or 
any  other  dull  reality  of  life,  in  a  stag«-ooadi,  and  carried 
down  into  the  country ! 

**  Never,  my  dear  Miss  Pecksniffit/'  said  Mrs.  Todgers,  when 
ihey  retired  to  rest  on  the  last  night  of  their  stay ;  **  nerer 
haTO  I  seen  an  establishment  so  perfectly  broken-hearted 
as  nune  is  at  this  present  moment  of  time.  I  don't  believe 
the  gentlemen  will  be  the  gentlemen  they  were,  or  anything 
like  it — no,  not  for  weeks  to  come.  You  hare  a  great  deal  to 
answer  for ;  both  of  you." 

They  modestly  disclaimed  any  wilful  agency  in  this  dis- 
ajstrous  state  of  things,  and  regretted  it  very  much. 

"Your  pious  Pa,  too!"  said  Mrs.  Todgers.  "There's  a 
loss!  My  dear  Miss  Pecksniffs,  your  Pa  is  a  perfect  mis- 
sionary  of  peace  and  love." 

Entertaining  an  uncertainty  as  to  the  particular  kind  of 
love  supposed  to  be  comprised  in  Mr.  Pecksniff's  mission,  the 
young  ladies  received  the  compliment  rather  coldly. 

"If  I  dared,",  said  Mrs.  Todgers,  i)erceiTing  this,  "to 
violate  a  confidence  which  has  been  reposed  in  me,  and  to  tell 
you  why  I  must  beg  of  you  to  leave  the  little  door  between 
your  room  and  mine  open  to-night,  I  think  you  would  be 
interested.  But  I  mustn't  do  it,  for  I  promised  Mr.  Jinkios 
faithfully  that  I  would  be  as  silent  as  the  tomb." 

"  Dear  Mrs.  Todgers !  what  can  you  mean  ?" 

"Why  then,  my  sweet  Miss  Pecksniffs,"  said  the  lady  of 
the  house ;  "  my  own  loves,  if  you  will  allow  me  the  privilege 
of  taking  that  freedom  on  the  eve  of  our  separation,  Mr. 
Jinkins  and  the  gentlemen  have  made  up  a  little  musical  party 
among  themselves,  and  do  intend  in  the  dead  of  this  night  to 
perform  a  serenade  upon  the  stairs  outside  the  door.  I  could 
have  wished,  I  own,"  said  Mrs.  Todgers,  with  her  usual  fore- 
Bight,  "  that  it  had  been  fixed  to  take  place  an  hour  or  two 
earlier ;  because,  when  gentlemen  sit  up  late,  they  drink,  and 
when  they  drink,  they're  not  so  musical  perhaps,  as  when 
they  don't.  But  this  is  the  arrangement,  and  I  know  you 
will  be  gratified,  my  dear  Miss  Pecksni^Gs,  by  such  a  mark  of 
their  attention." 

The  young  ladies  were  at  first  so  much  excited  by  the  news, 

that  they  vowed  they  couldn't  think  of  going  to  bed,  until  the 

oexenade  was  over.     But  half  an  hour  of  cool  waiting  so 
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altered  their  opinion  that  they  not  only  went  to  bed,  but  "fell 
afileep;  and  were  moreover  not  ecstatically  charmed  to  be 
awakened  sometime  afterwards  by  certain  dulcet  strains 
breaking  in  upon  the  silent  watches  of  the  night. 

It  was  very  affecting — ^very.  Nothing  more  dismal  coidd 
have  been  desired  by  the  most  fastidious  taste.  The 
gentleman  of  a  vocal  turn  was  head  mute,  or  chief  mourner ; 
Jinkins  took  the  bass ;  and  the  rest  took  anything  they  could 
get.  The  youngest  gentleman  blew  his  melancholy  into  a 
flute.  He  didn't  blow  much  out  of  it,  but  that  was  all  the 
better.  If  the  two  Miss  Pecksniffs  and  Mrs.  Todgers  had 
perished  by  spontaneous  combustion,  and  the  serenade  had 
been  in  honour  of  their  ashes,  it  would  have  been  impossible 
to  surpass  the  unutterable  despair  expressed  in  that  one 
chorus,  "  Go  where  glory  waits  thee !"  It  was  a  requiem,  a 
dirge,  a  moan,  a  howl,  a  wail,  a  lament ;  an  abstract  of  every- 
thing that  is  sorrowful  and  hideous  in  soimd.  The  flute  of 
the  youngest  gentleman  was  wild  and  fltful.  It  came  and 
went  in  gusts,  like  the  wind.  For  a  long  time  together  he 
seemed  to  have  left  off,  and  when  it  was  quite  settled  by 
Mrs.  Todgers  and  the  yoimg  ladies,  that,  overcome  by  his 
feelings,  he  had  retired  in  tears,  he  unexpectedly  turned  up 
again  at  the  very  top  of  the  tune,  gasping  for  breath.  He 
was  a  tremendous  performer.  There  was  no  knowing  where 
to  have  him ;  and  exactly  when  you  thought  he  was  doing 
nothing  at  all,  then  was  he  doing  the  very  thing  that  ought 
to  astonish  you  most. 

There  were  several  of  these  concerted  pieces ;  perhaps  two 
or  three  too  many,  though  that,  as  Mrs.  Todgers  said,  was  a 
fault  on  the  right  side.  But  even  then,  even  at  that  solemn 
moment,  when  the  thrilling  sounds  may  be  presumed  to  have 
penetrated  into  the  very  depths  of  his  nature,  if  he  had  any 
depths,  Jinkins  couldn't  leave  the  yotmgest  gentleman  alone. 
He  asked  him  distiuctly,  before  the  second  song  began — as  a 
personal  favour  too,  mark  the  villain  in  that — ^not  to  play. 
Yes ;  he  said  so ;  not  to  play.  The  breathing  of  the  youngest 
gentleman  was  heard  through  the  keyhole  of  the  door.  He 
didnH  play.  What  vent  was  a  flute  for  the  passions  sweUing 
up  within  his  breast  ?  A  trombone  would  have  been  a  world 
too  mild. 

The  serenade  approached  its  close.  Its  crowning  interest 
was  at  hand.     The  gentleman  of  a  literary  turn  had  written  a 
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song  on  the  departure  of  the  hidies,  and  adapted  it  to  an  old 
tune.  They  all  joined,  except  the  youngest  gentleman  in 
company,  who,  for  the  reasons  aforesaid,  maintained  a  fearfol 
silence.  The  song  (which  was  of  a  classical  nature)  invoked 
the  oracle  of  Apollo,  and  demanded  to  know  what  would 
become  of  Todgers's  when  Chabity  and  Mebcy  were 
banished  from  its  walls.  The  oracle  deliyered  no  opinion 
particularly  worth  remembering,  according  to  the  not 
infrequent  practice  of  oracles  from  the  earliest  ages  down  to 
the  present  time.  In  the  absence  of  enlightenment  on  that 
subject,  the  straiu  deserted  it,  and  went  on  to  show  that  the 
Miss  PecksnifGs  were  nearly  related  to  Rule  Britainia,  and 
that  if  Great  Britain  hadn't  been  an  island  there  could  have 
been  no  Miss  Pecksniflfe.  And  being  now  on  a  nautical  tack, 
it  closed  with  this  verse : 

*'  All  hail  to  the  Teasel  of  Pecksniff  the  sire  ! 
And  fayooring  breezes  to  fan  ; 
While  Tritons  flock  ronnd  it,  and  proudly  admire 
The  architect,  artist,  and  man  1 " 

As  they  presented  this  beautifrd  picture  to  the  imagination, 
the  gentiemen  gradually  withdrew  to  bed  to  give  the  music 
the  effect  of  distance ;  and  so  it  died  away,  and  Todgers's  was 
left  to  its  repose. 

Mr.  Bailey  reserved  his  vocal  offering  until  the  morning, 
when  he  put  his  head  into  the  room  as  the  young  ladies  were 
kneeling  before  their  trunks,  packing  up,  and  treated  them  to 
an  imitation  of  the  voice  of  a  young  dog,  in  trying  circum- 
stances :  when  that  animal  is  supposed  by  persons  of  a  lively 
fancy,  to  relieve  his  feelings  by  calling  for  pen  and  ink. 

**  Well,  yoimg  ladies,"  said  the  youth,  "  so  you  *re  a  going 
home,  are  you;  worse  luck?" 

"  Yes,  Bailey,  we  're  going  home,"  returned  Mercy. 

"An't  you  a  going  to  leave  none  of  'em  a  lock  of  your 
hair  ?"  inquired  the  youth.     **  It 's  real,  an't  it  ?" 

They  laughed  at  this,  and  told  him  of  course  it  was. 

*' Oh  is  it  of  course  though?"  said  Bailey.  "I  know 
better  than  that.  Hers  au't.  Why,  I  see  it  hanging  up  once, 
on  that  nail  by  the  winder.  Besides  I  We  gone  behind  her  at 
dinner-time  and  pulled  it;  and  she  never  know'd.  I  say 
yoimg  ladies — I  'm  a  going  to  leave.  I  an't  a  going  to  stand 
being  called  names  bv  her,  no  longer." 
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Miss  Mercy  enquired  what  Hs  plans  for  the  fatme 
might  be;  in  reply  to  whom  Mr.  Bailey  intimated  that  he 
thought  of  going,  either  into  top-boots,  or  into  the  army. 

''  Into  the  army !  **  cried  the  young  ladies,  with  a  laugh. 

" Ah! "  said  Bailey,  ''why  not ?  There's  a  many  drummors 
in  the  Tower.  I  'm  acquainted  with  'em.  Don't  their  country 
set  a  yaUey  on  'em,  mind  you  !     Not  at  all ! " 

"  You  'U  be  shot,  I  see,"  observed  Mercy. 

"Well!"  criedMr.Bailey,  "wotif  I  am?  There'ssome- 
thing  gamey  in  it,  young  ladies,  an't  there  ?  I  'd  sooner  be 
hit  with  a  caimon-ball  than  a  roUing-pin,  and  she 's  always 
a  catching  up  something  of  that  sort,  and  throwing  it  at  me, 
wen  the  gen&emans  appetites  is  good.  Wot,"  said  Mr.  Bailey, 
stung  by  the  recollection  of  his  wrongs,  ''  wot,  if  they  do  con- 
sume the  per-vishuns.     It  an't  my  fault,  is  it  ?  " 

"  Surely  no  one  says  it  is,"  said  Mercy. 

"  Don^t  they  though  ?  "  retorted  the  youth.  "  No.  Yes. 
Ah !  Oh !  No  one  mayn't  say  it  is !  but  some  one  knows  it 
is.  But  I  an't  a  going  to  have  every  rise  in  prices  wisited  on 
me.  I  an't  a  going  to  be  killed,  because  the  markets  is  dear. 
I  won't  stop.  And  therefore,"  added  Mr.  Bailey,  relenting 
into  a  smile,  "  wotever  you  mean  to  give  me,  you  'd  better 
give  me  aU  at  once,  becos  if  ever  you  come  back  agin,  I  shan't 
be  here ;  and  as  to  the  other  boy,  he  won't  deserve  nothing, 
I  know.** 

The  young  ladies,  on  behalf  of  Mr.  Pecksniff  and  themselves, 
acted  on  this  thoughtful  advice ;  and  in  consideration  of  their 
private  Mendship,  presented  Mr.  Bailey  with  a  gratuity  so 
liberal,  that  he  could  hardly  do  enough  to  show  his  gratitude; 
which  found  but  an  imperfect  vent,  during  the  remainder  of 
the  day,  in  divers  secret  slaps  upon  his  pocket,  and  other  such 
facetious  pantomime.  Nor  was  it  confined  to  these  ebullitions; 
for  besides  crushing  a  bandbox,  with  a  bonnet  in  it,  he  seriously 
damaged  Mr.  Pecksniff's  luggage,  by  ardently  hauling  it  down 
from  the  top  of  the  house ;  and  in  short  evinced,  by  every 
means  in  his  power,  a  lively  sense  of  the  favours  he  had 
received  from  that  gentleman  and  his  family. 

Mr.  Pecksniff  and  Mr.  JinMns  came  home  to  dinner,  arm- 
in-arm  ;  for  the  latter  gentleman  had  made  half-^holiday,  on 
purpose ;  thus  gaining  an  immense  advantage  over  the 
youngest  gentleman  and  the  rest,  whose  time,  as  it  perversely 
chanced,  was  all  bespoke,  until  the  evening.     The  bottle  of 
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irine  was  Mr.  PeckBoiff's  treaty  and  they  were  veiy  sociaUe 
indeed ;  thougli  fiilL  of  lamentations  on  the  neoessiiy  of 
parting.  While  they  were  in  the  midst  of  their  enjoyment, 
old  Anthony  and  his  son  were  announced ;  much  to  the  sur* 
prise  of  Mr.  Pecksniff,  and  greatly  to  the  discomfiture  of 
Jinkins. 

"  Come  to  say  good  bye,  you  see,"  said  Anthony,  in  a  low 
Toice,  to  Mr.  Pecksniff  as  tl^y  took  their  seats  apart  at  the 
table,  while  the  rest  conyersed  among  themselyes.  ''Where 's 
the  use  of  a  diyisioii  between  you  and  me  ?  We  are  the  two 
halves  of  a  pair  of  scissors,  when  apart,  Pecksniff;  but  tc^ther 
we  are  something.     £h  ?  *' 

"  Unanimity,  my  good  sir,"  rejoined  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  is 
always  delightful." 

''  I  don't  know  about  that,"  said  the  old  man,  *'  for  there 
are  some  people  I  would  rather  differ  from  than  agree  with. 
But  you  know  my  opinion  of  you." 

Mr.  Pecksniff,  still  having  ''  hypocrite  "  in  his  mind,  only 
replied  by  a  motion  of  his  head,  which  was  something  between 
an  affirmative  bow,  and  a  negative  shake. 

"  Complimentary,"  said  Anthony.  **  Complimentary,  upon 
my  word.  It  was  an  involuntary  tribute  to  your  abilities, 
even  at  the  time ;  and  it  was  not  jl  time  to  suggest  compli- 
ments either.  But  we  agreed  in  the  coach,  you  know,  that  we 
quite  understood  each  other." 

''  Oh,  quite !  "  assented  Mr.  Pecksniff,  in  a  maimer  which 
impikied  that  he  himself  was  misunderstood  most  cruelly,  bixt 
would  not  complain. 

Anthony  glanced  at  his  son  as  he  sat  beside  Miss  Charity, 
and  then  at  Mr.  Pecksniff,  and  then  at  his  son  again,  very 
many  times.  It  happened  that  Mr.  Pecksniff's  glances  took  a 
sioxilar  direction ;  but  when  he  became  aware  of  it,  he  first 
cast  down  his  eyes,  and  then  closed  them ;  as  if  he  were 
determined  that  the  old  man  should  read  nothing  there.  ' 

''  Jonas  is  a  shrewd  lad,"  said  the  old  man. 

"  He  appears,"  rejoined  Mr.  Pecksniff  in  his  most  candid 
manner,  "  to  be  very  shrewd." 

*'  And  carefiil,"  said  the  old  man. 

"  And  careful,  I  have  no  doubt,"  returned  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

'*  Lookye ! "  said  Anthony  in  his  ear.  "  I  think  he  is  sweet 
upon  your  daughter." 

''  Tut,  my  good  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  with  his  eyes  still 
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dofled;  ''young  people— yoang  people — a  kind  of  oonsins, 
too — ^no  more  sweetness  than  is  in  that,  sir." 

"  Why,  there  is  very  little  sweetness  in  that,  according  to 
our  experience,"  Tetumed  Anthony.  **  Isn't  there  a  trifle 
more  here  ?  " 

"  Impossible  to  say,"  rejoined  Mr.  Pecksniff.  *'  Quite 
impossible  !     You  surprise  me." 

"  Yes,  I  know  that,"  said  the  old  man,  drily.  "  It  may 
last ;  I  mean  the  sweetness,  not  the  surprise ;  and  it  may  die 
off.  Supposing  it  should  last,  perhaps  (you  having  feathered 
your  nest  pretty  weU,  and  I  having  done  the  same)  we  might 
have  a  mutual  interest  in  the  matter." 

Mr.  Pecksniff,  smiling  gently,  was  about  to  speak,  but 
Anthony  stopped  him. 

''  I  Imow  what  you  are  going  to  say.  It 's  quite  imneces- 
saiy.  You  have  never  thought  of  this  for  a  moment ;  and  in 
a  point  so  nearly  affecting  the  happiness  of  your  dear  child, 
you  couldn't,  as  a  tender  father,  express  an  opinion ;  and  so 
forth.  Yes,  quite  right.  And  like  you !  But  it  seems  to 
me,  my  dear  Pecksniff,"  added  Anthony,  laying  his  hand 
ux>on  his  sleeve,  "  that  if  you  and  I  kept  up  the  joke  of  pre- 
tending not  to  see  this,  one  of  us  might  possibly  be  placed  in 
a  position  of  disadvantage, ;  and  as  I  am  very  unwilling  to  be 
that  party  myself,  you  will  excuse  my  taking  the  liberty  of 
putting  the  matter  beyond  a  doubt,  thus  early ;  and  having  it 
distinctly  understood,  as  it  is  now,  that  we  do  see  it,  and  do 
know  it.  Thank  you  for  your  attention.  We  are  now  upon 
an  equal  footing ;  which  is  agreeable  to  us  both,  I  am  sure." 

He  rose  as  he  spoke ;  and  giving  Mr.  Pecksniff  a  nod  of 
intelligence,  moved  away  from  him  to  where  the  young  people 
were  sitting :  leaving  liiat  good  man  somewhat  puzzled  and 
discomfited  by  such  very  plain-dealing,  and  not  quite  free 
from,  a  sense  of  having  been  foiled  in  the  exercise  of  his 
familiar  weapons. 

But  the  night-coach  had  a  punctual  character,  and  it  was 
time  to  join  it  at  the  office ;  which  was  so  near  at  hand,  that 
they  had  already  sent  their  luggage,  and  arranged  to  walk. 
Thither  the  whole  party  repaired,  therefore,  after  no  more 
delay  than  siLfficed  for  the  equipment  of  the  Miss  Pecksniff 
and  Mrs.  Todgers.  They  found  the  coach  already  at  its 
starting-place,  and  the  horses  in;  there,  too,  were  a  large 
majority  of  the  commercial  gentlemen,  including  the  youngest. 
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who  was  yisibly  agitated,  and  in  a  state  of  deep  mental 
dejection. 

Nothing  oould  equal  the  distress  of  Mrs.  Todgers  in  parting 
from  the  young  ladies,  except  the  strong  emotions  with  which 
she  bade  adieu  to  Mr.  Pecksniff.  Never  surely  was  a  pocket- 
handkerchief  taken  in  and  out  of  a  flat  reticule  so  often  as 
Mrs.  Todgers*s  was,  as  she  stood  upon  the  pavement  by  the 
coach  door,  supported  on  either  side  by  a  commercial  gentle- 
man ;  and  by  the  light  of  the  coach-lamps  caught  such  brief 
snatches  and  glimpses  of  the  good  man's  face,  as  the  constant 
interposition  of  Mr.  Jinkins  allowed.  For  Jinkdns,  to  the  last 
the  youngest  gentleman's  rock  a-head  in  life,  stood  upon  the 
coach-step  talking  to  the  ladies.  Upon  the  other  step  was 
Mr.  Jonas,  who  maintained  that  position  in  right  of  his 
cousinship ;  whereas  the  youngest  gentleman,  who  had  been 
first  upon  the  ground,  was  deep  in  the  booking-office  among 
the  black  and  red  placards,  and  the  portraits  of  fast  coaches, 
where  he  was  ignominiously  harassed  by  porters,  and  had  to 
contend  and  strive  perpetually  with  heavy  baggage.  This 
false  position,  combined  with  his  nervous  excitement,  brought 
about  the  very  consummation  and  catastrophe  of  his  miseries ; 
for  when,  in  the  moment  of  parting,  he  aimed  a  flower — a 
hothouse  flower,  that  had  cost  money — at  the  fair  hand  of 
Mercy,  it  reached,  instead,  the  coachman  on  the  box,  who 
thanked  him  kindly,  and  stuck  it  in  his  button-hole. 

They  were  off  now;  and  Todgers' s  was  alone  again.  The 
two  young  ladies,  leaning  back  in  their  separate  comers, 
resigned  themselves  to  their  own  regretM  thoughts.  But 
Mr.  Pecksniff,  dismissing  aU  ephemeral  considerations  of 
social  pleasure  and  enjoyment,  concentrated  his  meditations 
on  the  one  great  virtuous  purpose  before  him,  of  casting  out 
that  ingrate  and  deceiver,  whose  presence  yet  troubled  his 
domestic  hearth,  and  was  a  sacrilege  upon  the  altars  of  his 
household  gods. 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 

iriLL  BE  BEEN  IK  THE  LONG  BUI7,  IF  NOT  IK  THE  SHOBT  OKE,  TO  OON- 
CERK  MR.  PIKCH  AKD  OTHERS,  NEARLY.  MR.  FEGKSKITF  ASSERTS  THX 
BIGKITY  OP  OUTRAGED  VIRTUE.  TOUKQ  ICABTIK  CHUZZLEWIT  FORMS 
A  DESPERATE  BS80LUTI0K. 

Mb«  Pinch  and  Martin,  little  dreaming  of  tlie  stormy 
weather  that  impended,  made  themselyes  very  comfortable  in 
the  Pecksniffian  halls,  and  improyed  their  Mendfihip  daily. 
Martin's  facility,  both  of  invention  and  execution,  being 
remarkable,  the  grammar-school  proceeded  with  great  vigour ; 
aad  Tom  repeatedly  declared,  that  if  there  were  anything  like 
certainty  in  human  affairs,  or  impartiality  in  human  judges,  a 
design  so  new  and  full  of  merit  could  not  fedl  to  cany  off  the 
first  prize  when  the  time  of  competition  arriyed.  Without 
being  quite  so  sanguine  himself,  Martin  had  his  hopeful 
anticipations  too;  and  they  served  to  make  him  brisk  and 
eager  at  his  task. 

'^  If  I  should  turn  out  a  great  architect,  Tom,''  said  the  new 
pupil  one  day,  as  he  stood  at  a  little  distance  from  his  drawing, 
and  eyed  it  with  much  complacency,  "  I  '11  teU  you  what  should 
be  one  of  the  things  I  'd  build." 

"  Aye ! "  cried  Tom.     "  What  ?  " 

"  Why,  your  fortune." 

**  No  ! "  said  Tom  Pinch,  quite  as  much  delighted  as  if  the 
thing  were  done.  "  Would  you  though  ?  How  kind  of  yon 
to  say  so." 

"  I  'd  build  it  up,  Tom,"  returned  Martin,  "  on  such  a 
strong  foundation,  that  it  should  last  your  life — aye,  and  your 
children's  lives  too,  and  their  children's  after  them.  I  'd  be 
your  patron,  Tom.  I  'd  take  you  under  my  protection.  Let 
me  see  the  man  who  should  give  the  cold  shoulder  to  anybody 
I  chose  to  protect  and  patronise,  if  I  were  at  the  top  of  the 
tree,  Tom ! " 

"Now,  I  don't  think,"  said  Mr.  Pinch,  "upon  my  word. 
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.that  I  if&s  ever  more  gratified  than  by  this.  I  really 
don't." 

''  Oh !  I  mean  what  I  say/'  retorted  Martin  with  a  manner 
as  free  and  easy  in  its  condescension  to,  not  to  say  in  its  com- 
passion fbr,  the  other,  as  if  he  were  abeady  First  Architect  in 
Ordinary  to  all  the  Crowned  Heads  in  Europe.  "  I  'd  do  it — 
I  'd  provide  for  you." 

*'  I  am  afraid,"  said  Tom,  shaking  his  head,  "  Tliat  I  should 
be  a  mighty  awkward  person  to  provide  for."  . 

**  Pooh,  pooh !"  rejoined  Martin.  "  Never  mind  that.  If  I 
took  it  in  my  head  to  say,  '  Pinch  is  a  clever  fellow ;  I  approve 
of  Pinch ; '  I  should  like  to  know  the  man  who  would  venture 
to  put  himself  in  opposition  to  me.  Besides,  confound  it,  Tom, 
you  could  be  useful  to  me  in  a  hundred  ways." 

''  If  I  were  not  usefrd  in  one  or  two,  it  shouldn't  be  for  want 
of  trying,"  said  Tom. 

''For  instance,'^  pursued  Martin,  after  a  short  reflection, 
"  you  'd  be  a  capitfJ.  fallow,  now,  to  see  that  my  ideas  were 
properly  carried  out;  and  to  overlook  the  works  in  their 
progress  before  they  were  sufficiently  advanced  to  be  very 
interesting  to  me ;  and  to  take  all  that  sort  of  plain  sailing. 
Then  you'd  be  a  splendid  fellow  to  show  people  over  my 
studio,  and  to  talk  about  Art  to  'em,  when  I  couldn't  be  bored 
myself,  and  all  that  kind  of  thing.  For  it  would  be  devilish 
creditable,  Tom  (I  'm  quite  in  earnest,  I  give  you  my  word), 
to  have  a  man  of  your  information  about  one,  instead  of  some 
ordinary  blockhead.  Oh,  I  'd  take  care  of  you.  You  'd  be 
useful,  rely  upon  it !" 

To  say  that  Tom  had  no  idea  of  playing  first  fiddle  in  any 
social  orchestra,  but  was  always  quite  satisfied  to  be  set  down 
for  the  himdred  and  fiftieth  violin  in  the  band,  or  thereabouts, 
is  to  express  his  modesty  in  very  inadequate  terms.  He  was 
much  delighted,  therefore,  by  these  observations. 

"  I  should  be  married  to  her  then  Tom,  of  course,"  said 
Martin. 

What  was  that  which  checked  Tom  Pinch  so  suddenly,  in 
the  high  flow  of  his  gladness:  bringing  the  blood  into  his 
honest  cheeks,  and  a  remorsefrd  feeling  to  his  honest  heart,  as 
if  he  were  unworthy  of  his  friend's  regard  ? 

*'  I  shoxdd  be  married  to  her  then,"  said  Martin,  looking 
with  a  smile  towards  the  light :  ''  and  we  should  have,  I  hope, 
children  about  us.     They  'd  be  very  fond  of  you,  Tom." 
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But  not  a  word  said  Mr.  Pinch.  The  words  he  wonld  have 
uttered,  died  upon  his  lips,  and  found  a  life  more  spiritual  in 
self-denying  thoughts. 

"All  the  children  hereabouts  are  fond  of  you,  Tom,  and 
mine  would  be,  of  course,"  pursued  Martin.  "  Perhaps  I 
might  name  one  of  'em  after  you.  Tom,  eh  ?  Well  I  don't 
know,  Tom's  not  a  bad  name.  Thomas  Pinch  Chuzzlewit. 
T.  P.  C.  on  his  pinafores — ^no  objection  to  that,  I  should 
say?" 

Tom  cleared  his  throat,  and  smiled. 

"  She  would  like  you,  Tom,  I  know,"  said  Martin. 

*  Aye ! "     cried  Tom  Pinch,  faintly. 

*'  I  can  tell  exactly  what  she  would  think  of  you,"  said 
Martin,  leaning  his  chin  upon  his  hand,  and  looking  through 
the  window-glass  as  if  he  read  there  what  he  said ;  "I  know 
her  so  well.  She  would  smile,  Tom,  often  at  first  when  you 
spoke  to  her,  or  when  she  looked  at  you — merrily  to— but 
you  wouldn't  mind  that.     A  brighter  smile  you  never  saw !  " 

"  No,  no,"  said  Tom,  *'  I  wouldn't  mind  that." 

"  She  would  be  as  tender  with  you,  Tom,"  said,  Martin  "  as 
if  you  were  a  child  yourself.  So  you  are  almost,  in  some 
things,  an't  you,  Tom  ?  " 

Mr.  Pinch  nodded  his  entire  assent. 

"  She  would  always  be  kind  and  good-humoured,  and  glad 
to  see  you,"  said  Martin ;  **  and  when  she  found  out  exactly 
what  sort  of  fellow  you  were  (which  she  'd  do,  very  soon),  she 
would  pretend  to  give  you  little  commissions  to  execute,  and  to 
ask  little  services  of  you,  which  she  knew  you  were  burning  to 
render ;  so  that  when  she  really  pleased  you  most,  she  woidd 
try  to  make  you  think  you  most  pleased  her.  She  would  take 
to  you  uncommonly,  Tom ;  and  would  understand  you  far 
more  delicately  than  I  ever  shall;  and  would  often  say,  I  know, 
that  you  were  a  harmless,  gentle,  well-intentioned,  good 
feUow." 

How  silent  Tom  Pinch  was ! 

**  In  honour  of  old  times,"  said  Martin,  *'  and  of  her  having 
heard  you  play  the  organ  in  this  damp  little  church  down 
here — ^for  nothing  too — ^we  will  have  one  in  the  house.  I 
shall  build  an  architectural  music-room  on  a  plan  of  my  own, 
and  it  'U  look  rather  knowing  in  a  recess  at  one  end.  There 
you  shall  play  away,  Tom,  till  you  tire  yourself;  and,  as  you 
like  to  do  so  in  the  dark,  it  shall  be  dark ;  and  many 's  ihe 
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stunmer  eyeiiing  she  and  I  vnH  sit  and  listen  to  you,  Tom ;  be 
sure  of  that ! " 

It  may  liaye  required  a  stronger  eflPort  on  Tom  PincK's  part 
to  leave  the  seat  on  which  he  sat,  and  shake  his  Mend  by 
both  hands,  with  nothing  but  serenity  and  grateful  feeling 
painted  on  his  face ;  it  may  have  required  a  stronger  eflfort 
to  perform  this  simple  act  with  a  pure  heart,  than  to  achieve 
many  and  many  a  deed  to  which  the  doubtM  trumpet  blown 
by  Fame  has  lustily  resounded.  Doubtful  because  from  its 
long  hovering  over  scenes  of  violence,  the  smoke  and  steam  of 
death  have  clogged  the  keys  of  that  brave  instrument ;  and  it 
is  not  always  that  its  notes  are  either  true  or  tunefrd. 

"  It 's  a  proof  of  the  kindness  of  himian  nature,*'  said  Tom, 
characteristically  putting  himself  quite  out  of  sight  in  the 
matter,  **  that  everybody  who  comes  here,  as  you  have  done, 
is  more  considerate  and  affectionate  to  me  than  I  should  have 
any  right  to  hope,  if  I  were  the.  most  sanguine  creature  in 
the  world ;  or  should  have  any  power  to  express,  if  I  were 
the  most  eloquent.  It  really  overpowers  me.  But  trust  me," 
said  Tom,  *'  that  I  am  not  ungrateful — ^that  I  never  forget — 
and  that,  if  I  can  ever  prove  the  truth  of  my  words  to  you. 
IwiU.*' 

"That's  all  right,"  observed  Martin,  leaning  back  in  his 
chair  with  a  hand  in  each  pocket,  and  yawning  drearily. 
"  Very  fine  talking,  Tom ;  but  I  'm  at  Pecksniff's,  I 
remember,  and  perhaps  a  mile  or  so  out  of  the  high-road  to 
fortune  just  at  this  minute.  So  you've  heard  again  this 
morning  from  what 's  his  name,  eh  ?  " 

'*  Who  may  that  be  ?"  asked  Tom,  seeming  to  enter  a  mild 
protest  on  behalf  of  the  digniiy  of  an  absent  person. 

"  You  know.     What  is  it  ?     Northkey." 

**  Westlock,"  rejoined  Tom,  in  rather  a  louder  tone  than 
*isual. 

"  Ah !  to  be  sure,"  said  Martin,  "  Westlock.  I  knew  it 
was  something  connected  with  a  point  of  the  compass  and  a 
door.     Well !  and  what  says  Westlock  ?  " 

'*  Oh !  he  has  come  into  his  property,"  answered  Tom, 
nodding  his  head,  and  snuli^. 

"  He 's  a  lucky  dog,"  said  Martin.  "  I  wish  it  were  mine 
instead.     Is  that  all  the  mystery  you  were  to  teU  me  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Tom ;  "  not  all." 

"  What 's  the  rest  ?  '*  asked  Martin. 
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"  For  the  matter  of  that,"  said  Tom,  "  it 's  no  mystery, 
and  you  won't  think  much  of  it ;  but  it 's  very  pleasant  to  me. 
John  always  used  to  say  when  he  was  here,  *  Mark  my  words, 
Pinch.  When  my  fadier's  executors  cash  up ' — ^he  used 
strange  expressions  now  and  then,  but  that  was  his  way." 

'' Cash-up 's  a  retry  good  expression,"  observed  Martin, 
"when  other  people  don't  apply  it  to  you.  Wdl  1 — ^What  a 
slow  fellow  you  are,  Pinch !  " 

"Yes,  I  am  I  know,"  said  Tom;  "but  you'll  make  me 
nerrous  if  you  t^  me  so.  I  ^m  afraid  you  have  put  me  out 
a  little  now,  for  I  forget  what  I  was  goii^  to  say." 

"  When  John's  father's  executors  cashed  up  " — said  Martin 
impatiently. 

"Oh  yes,  to  be  sure,"  cried  Tom;  "yes.  -  'Then,'  saya 
John,  '  I  'U  give  you  a  dinner.  Pinch,  aiid  come  down  to 
Salisbury  on  purpose.'  Now,  when  John  wrote  the  oth^r  day 
— ^the  morning  Pecdoaniff  left,  you  know — ^he  said  his  business 
was  on  the  point  of  being  immediately  settled,  and  as  he  was 
to  receive  his  money  directly,  when  could  I  meet  him  at 
Salisbury  ?  I  wrote  and  said,  any  day  this  week ;  and  I  told 
him  besides,  that  there  was  a  new  pupil  here,  and  what  a  fine 
fellow  you  were,  and  what  friends  we  had  become.  Upon 
which  John  writes  back  this  letter" — ^Tom  pioduoed  it — 
"  fixes  to-morrow ;  sends  his  compliments  to  you ;  and  begs 
that  we  three  may  have  the  pleasure  of  dining  tc^ether — ^not 
at  the  house  where  you  and  I  were,  either ;  but  at  the  very 
first  hotel  in  ihe  towni     Read  what  he  says." 

"Very  well,"  said  IVfturtin,  glancing  over  it  with  his 
customary  coolness ;  "  much  obliged  to  him.    I  'm  agreeaMe." 

Tom  could  have  wished  him  to  be  a  little  more  astonished, 
a  little  more  pleased,  or  in  some  form  or  other  a  little  more 
interested  in  suQh  a  great  event.  But  he  was  perfectly  self- 
possessed :  and  falling  into  his  favourite  solace  of  whistling, 
took  another  turn  at  the  grammar-school,  as  if  noiiiing  at  all 
had  happened. 

Mr.  Pecksniff's  horse  being  regarded  in  the  light  of  a 
sacred  animal,  only  to  be  driven  by  him,  the  chief  priest  of 
that  temple,  or  by  some  person  distindly  nominated  for  ihe 
time  being  to  that  high  ofBoe  by  himself,  the  two  yoxmg  men 
agreed  to  walk  to  Salisbury ;  and  so,  when  the  time  came,  they 
set  off  on  foot ;  which  was,  after  all,  a  better  mode  of  travelling 
than  in  the  gig,  as  the  weather  was  very  oold  and  veiy  dry. 


MARTIN  GHUZZLKWIT.  207 

Better !  a  rare  atrong,  hearfy ,  healthy  walk — four  statute 
miles  an  hour — preferable  to  that  rumbliiig,  tumbling,  joltrng^ 
ahaTnng,  scraprng,  creakiiig,  -viUaJOOUS  old  gig?  Why,  the 
two  things  will  not  admit  of  oompaxiaoiL.  It  is  an  insult  to 
the  walk,  to  set  them  side  by  side.  Where  is  an  instance 
of  a  gig  having  eyer  circulated  a  man's  blood,  unless  when, 
putting  him  in  danger  of  his  neck,  it  awakened  in  his  veins 
and  in  his  ears,  and  all  along  his  spine,  a  tingling  heat,  much 
more  peculiar  than  cigreeable  ?  When  did  a  gig  ever  sharpen 
anybody's  wits  and  energies,  unless  it  was  when  the  horse 
bolted,  and^  erashing  madly  down  a  steep  hiU  with  a  stone 
waU  at  the  bottom,  his  desperate  circumstances  suggested  to 
the  only  gentLeman  left  inside,  some  novel  and  unheard-of 
mode  of  dropping  out  behind  ?     Bett^  than  the  gig ! 

The  air  was  cold,  Tom ;  so  it  was,  there  was  no  denying 
it;  but  would  it  have  been  more  genial  in  the  gig?  The 
blacksmitii.'s  fire  burned  v^y  bright,  and  leaped  up  high,  as 
though  it  wanted  men  to  warm ;  but  would  it  have  been  less 
tempting,  looked  at  irom  the  clammy  cushions  of  a  gig? 
The  wind  blew  keenly,  nipping  the  features  of  the  hardy 
wight  who  fought  his  way  along ;  blinding  him  with  his  own 
hair  if  he  had  enough  of  it,  and  wintry  dust  if  he  hadn't ; 
stopping  his  breath  as  though  he  had  been  soused  in  a  cold 
bath;  tearing  aside  his  wrappings-up,  and  whistling  in  the 
very  marrow  of  his  bones ;  but  it  would  have  done  all  this  a 
hundred  times  more  fiercely  to  a  man  in  a  gig,  wouldn't  it  ? 
A  fig  for  gigs ! 

Better  than  the  gig  I  When  were  traveUers  by  wheels^and 
hoo£3  seen  with  such  red-hot  cheeks  as  those  ?  when  were  they 
80  good-humouredly  and  merrily  bloused?  when  did  their 
laughter  ring  upon  the  air,  as  .they  turned  them  round,  what 
time  the  stronger  gusts  came  sweeping  up;  and,  facing 
round  again  as  they  passed  by,  dashed  on,  in  such  a  glow  of 
ruddy  health  as  nothing  could  keep  pace  with,  but  the  high 
spirits  it  engendered  ?  Better  than  the  gig  !  Why,  here  is  a 
man  in  a  gig  coming  the  same  way  now.  Look  at  him  as  he 
passes  his  whip  into  his  left  hand,  chafes  his  numbed  right 
fingers  on  his  granite  leg,  and  beats  those  marble  toes  of  his 
upon  the  foot-board.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Who  would  exchange 
this  rapid  hurry  of  the  blood  for  yonder  stagnant  misery, 
though  its  pace  were  twenty  miles  for  one  ? 

Better  than  the  gig !     No  man  in  a  gig  could  have  such 
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interest  in  the  milestones.  No  man  in  a  gig  could  see,  or 
feel,  or  think,  like  meny  users  of  their  legs.  How,  as  the 
wind  sweeps  on,  upon  these  breezy  downs,  it  tracks  its  flight 
in  darkening  ripples  on  the  grass,  and  smoothest  shadows  on 
the  hills  !  Look  round  and  round  upon  this  bare  bleak  plain, 
and  see  even  here,  upon  a  winter's  day,  how  beautiful  the 
shadows  are !  Alas !  it  is  the  nature  of  their  kind  to  be  so. 
The  loveliest  things  in  lift),  Tom,  are  but  shadows ;  and  they 
come  and  go,  and  change  and  fade  away,  as  rapidly  as  these  ! 

Another  mile,  and  then  begins  a  fall  of  snow,  making  the 
crow,  who  skims  away  so  close  above  the  ground  to  shirk  the 
wind,  a  blot  of  ink  upon  the  landscape.  But  though  it  drives 
and  drifts  against  them  as  they  walk,  stiffening  on  their 
skirts,  and  freezing  in  the  lashes  of  their  eyes,  they  wouldn't 
have  it  faU  more  sparingly,  no,  not  so  much  as  by  a  single 
flake,  although  they  had  to  go  a  score  of  miles.  And,  lo ! 
the  towers  of  the  Old  Cathedral  rise  before  them,  even  now  I 
and  bye  and  bye  they  come  into  the  sheltered  streets,  made 
strangely  silent  by  their  white  carpet ;  and  so  to  the  Inn  for 
which  they  are  bound ;  where  they  present  such  flushed  and 
burning  faces  to  the  cold  waiter,  and  are  so  brimM  of  vigour, 
that  he  almost  feels  assaulted  by  their  presence ;  and,  having 
nothing  to  oppose  to  the  attack  (being  fresh,  or  rather  stale, 
from  the  blazing  Are  in  the  coflee-room),  is  quite  put  out  of 
his  pale  countenance. 

A  famous  Inn !  the  hall  a  very  grove  of  dead  game,  and 
dangling  joints  of  mutton;  and  in  one  comer  an  illustrious 
larder,  with  glass  doors,  developing  cold  fowls  and  noble 
joints,  and  tarts  wherein  the  raspberry  jam  coyly  withdrew 
itself,  as  such  a  precious  creature  should,  behind  a  lattice- 
work of  pastry.  And  behold,  on  the  first  floor,  at  the  court- 
end  of  the  house,  in  a  room  with  all  the  window-curtains 
drawn,  a  fire  piled  half-way  up  the  chimney,  plates  warming 
before  it,  wax  candles  gleaming  everywhere,  and  a  table 
spread  for  three,  with  silver  and  glass  enough  for  thirty — 
John  Westlock :  not  the  old  John  of  Pecksniff's,  but  a  proper 
gentleman :  looking  another  and  a  grander  person,  with  the 
consciousness  of  being  his  own  master  and  having  money  in 
the  bank :  and  yet  in  some  respects  the  old  John  too,  for  he 
seized  Tom  Pinch  by  both  his  hands  the  instant  he  appeared, 
and  fairly  hugged  him,  in  his  cordial  welcome. 

**  And  this,"  said  John,  "is  Mr.  Chuzzlewit.     I  am  very 
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glad  to  see  him ! " — Jolm  liad  an  off-hand  manner  of  his  own ; 
so  they  shook  hands  warmly,  and  were  Mends  in  no  time. 

**  Stand  off  a  moment,  Tom,"  cried  the  old  pupil,  laying 
one  hand  on  each  of  Mr.  Pinch's  shoulders,  and  holding  him 
out  at  arm's  length.  **  Let  me  look  at  you !  Just  the  same ! 
Not  a  bit  changed ! " 

"Why,  it's  not  so  very  long  ago,  you  know,"  said  Tom 
Pinch,  "  after  all." 

"  It  seems  an  age  to  me,"  cried  John ;  "  and  so  it  ought  to 
seem  to  you,  you  dog."  And  then  he  pushed  Tom  down  into 
the  easiest  chair,  and  clapped  him  on  the  back  so  heartily, 
and  so  like  his  old  self  in  their  old  bedroom  at  old  Pecksniff's, 
that  it  was  a  toss-up  with  Tom  Pinch  whether  he  should 
laugh  or  cry.  Laughter  won  it ;  and  they  all  three  laughed 
together. 

"  I  have  ordered  everything  for  dinner,  that  we  used  to  say 
we  'd  have,  Tom,"  observed  John  Westlock. 

"  No  ! "  said  Tom  Piach,  "  Have  you  ?" 

**  Everything.  Don't  laugh,  if  you  cau  help  it,  before  the 
waiters.  I  couldn't  when  I  was  ordering  it.  It's  Hke  a 
dream." 

John  was  wrong  there,  because  nobody  ever  dreamed  such 
soup  as  was  put  upon  the  table  directly  afterwards ;  or  such 
fish  ;  or  such  side-dishes ;  or  such  a  top  and  bottom ;  or  such 
a  course  of  birds  and  sweets ;  or  in  short  anything  approaching 
the  reality  of  that  entertainment  at  ten-and-sixpence  a  head, 
exclusive  of  wines.  As  to  them,  the  man  who  can  dream  such 
iced  champagne,  such  claret,  port,  or  sherry,  had  better  go  to 
bed  and  stop  there. 

But  perhaps  the  finest  feature  of  the  banquet  was,  that 
nobody  was  half  so  much  amazed  by  everything  as  John 
himself,  who,  in  his  high  delight,  was  constantly  bursting  into 
fits  of  laughter,  and  then  endeavouring  to  appear  preter- 
naturally  solemn,  lest  the  waiters  should  conceive  he  wasn't 
used  to  it.  Some  of  the  things  they  brought  him  to  carve 
were  such  outrageous  practical  jokes,  though,  that  it  was 
impossible  to  stand  it ;  and  when  Tom  Pinch  insisted,  in  spite 
of  the  deferential  advice  of  an  attendant,  not  only  on  breaking 
down  the  outer  wall  of  a  raised  pie  with  a  tablespoon,  but  on 
trying  to  eat  it  afterwards,  John  lost  all  dignity,  and  sat 
behind  the  gorgeous  dish-cover  at  the  head  of  the  table, 
roaring  to  that  extent  that  he  was  audible  in  the  kitchen 

VOL.  I.  p 
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Nor  had  he  the  least  objection  to  laugh  at  himself,  as  he 
demonstrated  when  they  had  all  three  gathered  round  the  fire, 
and  the  dessert  was  on  the  table ;  at  which  period,  the  head 
waiter  inquired  with  respectful  solicitude  whether  that  port, 
being  a  light  and  tawny  wine,  was  suited  to  his  taste,  or 
whether  he  would  wish  to  try  a  fruity  port  with  greater  body. 
To  this  John  gravely  answered,  that  he  was  well  satisfied  with 
what  he  had,  which  he  esteemed,  as  one  might  say,  a  pretty 
tidy  "vintage ;  for  which  the  waiter  thanked  him  and  withdrew. 
And  then  John  told  his  friends,  with  a  broad  grin,  that  he 
supposed  it  was  all  right,  but  he  didn't  know ;  and  went  off 
into  a  perfect  shout. 

They  were  very  merry  and  full  of  enjoyment  the  whole 
time,  but  not  the  least  pleasant  part  of  the  festival  was,  when 
they  all  three  sat  about  the  fire,  cracking  nuts,  drinking  wine, 
and  talking  cheerily.  It  happened  that  Tom  Pinch  had  a 
word  to  say  to  his  friend  the  organist's  assistant,  and  so  deserted 
his  warm  comer  for  a  few  minutes  at  this  season,  lest  it  should 
grow  too  late ;  leaving  the  other  two  young  men  together. 

They  drank  his  health  in  his  absence,  of  course ;  and  John 
Westlock  took  that  opportunity  of  sajdng,  that  he  had  never 
had  even  a  peevish  word  with  Tom  during  the  whole  term  of 
their  residence  in  Mr.  Pecksniff's  house.  This  naturally  led 
him  to  dwell  upon  Tom's  character,  and  to  hint  that  Mr. 
Pecksniff  understood  it  pretty  well.  He  only  hinted  this,  and 
very  distantly:  knowing  that  it  pained  Tom  Pinch  to  have 
that  gentleman  disparaged,  and  thinking  it  would  be  as  weU 
to  leave  the  new  pupil  to  his  own  discoveries. 

"Yes,"  said  Martin.  **It's  impossible  to  like  Pinch 
better  than  I  do,  or  to  do  greater  justice  to  his  good  qualities. 
He 's  the  most  willing  fellow  I  ever  saw." 

"  He 's  rather  too  willing,"  observed  John,  who  was  quick 
in  observation.     "  It 's  quite  a  faidt  in  him." 

"  So  it  is,"  said  Martin.  "  Very  true.  There  was  a  fellow 
only  a  week  or  so  ago — a  Mr.  Tigg — ^who  borrowed  all  the 
money  he  had,  on  a  promise  to  repay  it  in  a  few  days.  It 
was  but  half  a  sovereign,  to  be  sure ;  but  it 's  well  it  was  no 
more,  for  he  'U  never  see  it  again." 

"  Poor  feUow !"  said  John,  who  had  been  very  attentive  to 
these  few  words.  "  Perhaps  you  have  not  had  an  opportunity 
of  observing  that,  in  his  own  pecuniary  transactions,  Tom's 
proud." 
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**  You  don't  say  so !  No,  I  liayen't.  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Won't  he  borrow?'' 

John  Westlock  shook  his  head. 

'* That's  very  odd,"  said  Martin,  setting  down  his  empty 
glass.     '*  He 's  a  strange  compound^  to  be  sure." 

''As  to  receiving  money  as  a  gifb,"  resumed  John 
Westlock;  "  I  think  he 'd  die  first." 

**  He 's  made  up  of  simplicity,"  said  Martin.  ''  Help 
yourself." 

*'  You,  howeyer,"  pursued  John,  filling  his  own  glass,  and 
looking  at  his  companion  with  some  curiosity,  ''who  are 
older  than  the  majority  of  Mr.  Pecksniff's  assistants,  and 
have  evidently  had  much  more  experience,  understand  him, 
I  have  no  doubt,  and  see  how  liable  he  is  to  be  imposed 
upon." 

"Certainly,"  said  Martin,  stretching  out  his  legs,  and 
holding  his  wine  between  his  eye  and  the  Hght,  "  Mr.  Pecksniff 
knows  that  too.     So  do  bis  daughters.     £h  ?" 

John  Westlock  smiled,  but  made  no  answer. 

"By  the  bye,"  said  Martin,  "that  reminds  me.  What's 
your  opinion  of  Pecksniff?  How  did  he  use  you?  What  do 
you  think  of  him  now? — Coolly  you  know,  when  it's  all 
over?" 

"  Ask  Pinch,"  returned  the  old  pupil.  "  He  knows  what 
my  sentiments  used  to  be  upon  the  subject.  They  are  not 
changed,  I  assure  you." 

"  No,  no,"  said  Martin,  "  I  'd  rather  have  them  from  you." 

"But  Pinch  says  they  are  unjust,"  urged  John  with  a 
smile. 

"  Oh !  well !  Then  I  know  what  course  they  take  before- 
hand," said  Martin;  "and,  therefore,  you  can  have  no 
deHcacy  in  speaking  plainly.  Don't  mind  me,  I  beg.  I 
don't  like  him,  I  teU  you  frankly.  I  am  with  him  because  it 
happens  from  particular  circumstances  to  suit  my  convenience. 
I  have  some  ability,  I  believe,  in  that  way ;  and  the  obliga- 
tion, if  any,  will  most  likely  be  on  his  side  and  not  mine.  At 
the  lowest  mark,  the  balance  will  be  even,  and  there  '11  be  no 
obligation  at  all.  So  you  may  talk  to  me,  as  if  I  had  n6 
connexion  with  him." 

"If  you  press  me  to  give  my  opinion" — ^returned  John 
Westlock. 

"  Yes,  I  do,"  said  Martin.     "  You  'U  obHge  me." 

p2 
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''  I  shoTild  saj/'  resumed  the  other,  *'  that  he  is  the  most 
consummate  scoundrel  on  the  fjo^e  of  the  earth." 

"Oh!"  said  Martin,  as  coolly  as  ever.  "That's  rather 
strong." 

"  Not  stronger  than  he  deserves,"  said  John ;  "  and  if  he 
called  upon  me  to  express  my  opinion  of  him  to  his  face,  I 
would  do  so  in  the  very  same  terms,  without  the  least 
qualification.  His  treatment  of  Pinch  is  in  itself  enough  to 
justify  them;  but  when  I  look  back  upon  the  five  years  I 
passed  in  that  house,  and  remember  the  hypocrisy,  the 
knavery,  the  meannesses,  the  false  pretences,  the  lip  service 
of  that  fellow,  and  his  trading  in  saintly  semblances  for  the 
very  worst  realities ;  when  I  remember  how  often  I  was  the 
witoess  of  all  this,  and  how  often  I  was  made  a  kind  of  party 
to  it,  by  the  fact  of  being  there,  with  him  for  my  teacher ;  I 
ewear  to  you,  that  I  almost  despise  myself." 

Martin  drained  his  glass,  and  looked  at  the  fire. 

"  I  don't  mean  to  say,  that  is  a  right  feeling,"  pursued 
John  Westlock,  "  because  it  was  no  fault  of  mine ;  and  I  can 
quite  understand — ^you,  for  instance,  fully  appreciating  him, 
and  yet  being  forced  by  circumstances  to  remain  there.  I  tell 
you  simply  what  my  feeling  is ;  and  even  now,  when,  as  you 
say,  it 's  all  over ;  and  when  I  have  the  satisfaction  of  know- 
ing that  he  always  hated  me,  and  we  always  quarrelled,  and  I 
always  told  him  my  mind ;  even  now,  I  feel  sorry  that  I 
didn't  yield  to  an  impulse  I  often  had,  as  a  boy,  of  running 
away  from  him  and  going  abroad." 

"  Why  abroad  ?  "  asked  Martin,  turning  his  eyes  upon  the 
speaker. 

"In  search,"  replied  John  Westlock,  shrugging  his 
shoulders,  "  of  the  livelihood  I  couldn't  have  earned  at  home. 
There  would  have  been  something  spirited  in  that.  But  come 
— ^fill  your  glass  and  let  us  forget  him." 

"  As  soon  as  you  please,"  said  Martin.  "  In  reference  to 
myself  and  my  connexion  with  him,  I  have  only  to  repeat 
what  I  said  before.  I  have  taken  my  own  way  with  him  so 
far,  and  shall  continue  to  do  so,  even  more  than  ever ;  for  the 
fact  is — ^to  tell  you  the  truth — ^that  I  believe  he  looks  to  me  to 
supply  his  defects,  and  couldn't  afford  to  lose  me.  I  had  a 
notion  of  that  in  first  going  there.     Your  health ! " 

"  Thank  you,"  returned  young  Westlock.  "  Yours.  And 
may  the  new  pupil  turn  out  as  well  as  you  can  desire !" 
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"What  new  pupQ?" 

*'  The  fortunate  youth  bom  under  an  auspicioufi  star/* 
returned  John  Westlock,  laughing;  "whose  parents,  or 
guardians,  are  destined  to  be  hooked  bj  the  advertisement. 
What !  don't  you  Jmow  that  he  has  advertised  again  ?'' 

"  No." 

"  Oh,  yes.  I  read  it  just  before  dinner  in  the  old  news-* 
paper.  I  know  it  to  be  his ;  having  some  reason  to  remember 
the  style.  Hush !  Here  's  Pinch.  Strange,  is  it  not,  that 
the  more  he  likes  Pecksniff  (if  he  can  like  him  better  than  he 
does),  the  greater  reason  one  has  to  like  himf  Not  a  word 
more,  or  we  shall  spoil  his  whole  enjojrment." 

Tom  entered  as  the  words  were  spoken,  with  a  radiant 
smile  upon  his  face;  and  rubbing  his  hands,  more  from  a 
sense  of  delight  tiian  because  he  was  cold  (for  he  had  been 
running  fast),  sat  down  in  his  warm  comer  again,  and  was  as 
happy  as — as  only  Tom  Pinch  could  bp.  There  is  no  other 
simile  that  will  express  his  state  of  mind. 

''  And  so,"  he  said,  when  he  had  gazed  at  his  Mend  for 
some  time  in  silent  pleasure,  "so  you  really  are  a  gentleman  at 
last,  John.     Well,  to  be  sure !" 

"Trying  to  be,  Tom;  trying  to  be,"  he  rejoined  good- 
humouredly,  "  There  is  no  saying  what  I  may  turn  out,  in 
time." 

"  I  suppose  you  woiddn't  carry  your  own  box  to  the  mail 
now,"  said  Tom  Pinch  smiling:  "although  you  lost  it 
altogether  by  not  taking  it." 

"Wouldn't  I?"  retorted  John.  "That's  all  you  know 
about  it.  Pinch.  It  must  be  a  very  heavy  box  that  I  wouldn't 
carry  to  get  away  from  Pecksniff's,  Tom." 

"  There !"  cried  Pinch,  turning  to  Martin,  "  I  told  you  so. 
The  great  fault  in  his  character,  is  his  injustice  to  Pecksniff. 
You  mustn't  mind  a  word  he  says  on  that  subject.  His 
prejudice  is  most  extra^rdinaiy." 

"The  absence  of  anything  like  prejudice  on  Tom's  part, 
you  know,"  said  John  Westlock,  laughhig  heartily,  as  he  laid 
his  hand  on  Mr.  Pinch's  shoulder,  "is  perfectly  wonderful. 
If  one  man  ever  had  a  profound  knowledge  of  another,  and 
saw  him  in  a  true  light,  and  in  his  own  proper  colours,  Tom 
has  that  knowledge  of  Mr.  Pecksniff." 

"Why,  of  course  I  have,"  cried  Tom.  "That's  exactly 
what  I  have  so  often  said  to  you.     If  you  knew  him  as  well  as 
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I  do — John,  I  'd  give  almost  any  money  to  bring  that  about 
— ^you'd  admire,  respect,  and  reverence  him.  You  couldn't 
help  it.  Oh,  how  you  wounded  his  feeling  when  you  went 
away!" 

''  If  I  had  known  whereabout  his  feelings  lay,''  retorted  young 
Westlock,  "  I  'd  have  done  my  best,  Tom,  with  that  end  in 
view,  you  may  depend  upon  it.  But  as  I  couldn't  wound  him 
in  what  he  has  not,  and  in  what  he  knows  nothing  of,  except 
in  his  ability  to  probe  them  to  the  quick  in  other  people,  I 
am  afraid  I  can  lay  no  claim  to  your  compliment." 

Mr.  Pinch,  being  unwilling  to  protract  a  discussion  which 
might  possibly  corrupt  Martin,  forbore  to  say  anything  in 
reply  to  this  speech  ;*  but  John  Westlock,  whom  nothing  short 
of  an  iron  gag  would  have  silenced  when  Mr.  Pecksniff's 
merits  were  once  in  question,  continued  notwithstanding. 

**'His  feelings !  Oh,  he 's  a  tender-hearted  man.  His 
feelings !  Oh,  he 's  a  considerate,  conscientious,  self-examin- 
ing, moral  vagabond,  he  is!  His  feelings!  Oh! — ^what's 
the  matter,  Tom ! " 

Mr.  Pinch  was  by  this  time  erect  upon  the  hearth-rug, 
buttoniag  his  coat  with  great  energy. 

**  I  can't  bear  it,"  said  Tom,  shaking  his  head.  "  No.  I 
really  cannot.  You  must  excuse  me,  John.  I  have  a  great 
esteem  and  friendship  for  you ;  I  love  you  very  much ;  and 
have  been  perfectly  charmed  and  overjoyed  to-day  to  find  you 
just  the  same  as  ever;  but  I  cannot  listen  to  this." 

"  Why,  it 's  my  old  way,  Tom ;  and  you  say  yourself  that 
you  are  glad  to  find  me  unchanged." 

"Not  in  this  respect,"  said  Tom  Pinch.  "You  must 
excuse  me,  John.  I  cannot,  really;  I  will  not.  It's  very 
wrong ;  you  should  be  more  guarded  in  your  expressions.  It 
was  bad  enough  when  you  and  I  used  to  be  alone  together, 
but  under  existing  circumstances,  I  can't  endure  it,  really. 
No.     I  cannot,  indeed." 

"  You  are  quite  right ! "  exclaimed  the  other,  exchanging 
looks  with  Martin ;  "  and  I  am  quite  wrong,  Tom.  I  don't 
know  how  the  deuce  we  feU  on  tiiis  unlucky  theme.  I  beg 
your  pardon  with  aU  my  heart." 

"  You  have  a  free  and  manly  temper,  I  know,"  said  Pinch; 
"  and  therefore,  your  being  so  ungenerous  in  this  one  solitary 
instance,  only  grieves  me  the  more.  It's  not  my  pardon  you 
have  to  ask,  John.     You  have  done  me  nothing  but  kindnesses." 
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**Well!  PeckszufiTs  pardon,  then,"  said  young  Westlock. 
"  Anything,  Tom,  or  anybody.  Pecksniffs  pardon — ^will  that 
do  ?     Here  !  let  us  drink  Pecksniff's  health ! " 

*'  Thank  you,"  cried  Tom,  shaking  hands  with  him  eagerly, 
and  filling  a  bumper.  ''  Thank  you ;  I  'U  drink  it  with  all 
my  heart,  John.  Mr.  Pecksniffs  health,  and  prosperity  to 
him!'' 

John  Westlock  echoed  the  sentiment,  or  nearly  so ;  for  he 
drank  Mr.  Pecksniffs  health,  and  Something  to  him — ^but 
what,  was  not  quite  audible.  The  general  unanimity  being 
then  completely  restored,  they  drew  their  chairs  closer  round 
the  fire,  and  conversed  in  perfect  harmony  and  enjo3rment 
until  bed-time. 

No  slight  circumstance,  perhaps,  could  hare  better  illustrated 
the  difference  of  character  between  John  Westlock  and  Martin 
Chuzzlewit,  than  the  manner  in  which  each  of  the  young  men 
contemplated  Tom  Pinch,  after  the  little  rupture  just 
described.  There  was  a  certain  amount  of  jocularity  in  the 
looks  of  both,  no  doubt,  but  there  all  resemblance  ceased. 
The  old  pupil  could  not  do  enough  to  show  Tom  how  cordially 
he  felt  towards  him,  and  his  firiendly  regard  seemed  of  a 
graver  and  more  thoughtful  kind  than  before.  The  new  one, 
on  the  other  hand,  hod  no  impulse  but  to  laugh  at  the 
recollection  of  Tom's  extreme  absurdity;  and  mingled  with 
his  amusement  there  was  something  slighting  and  con- 
temptux)us,  indicative  as  it  appeared,  of  his  opinion  that  Mr. 
Pinch  was  much  too  fSax  gone  in  simplicity,  to  be  admitted  as 
the  j&iend,  on  serious  and  equal  terms,  of  any  rational  man. 

John  Westlock,  who  did  nothing  by  halves,  if  he  could  help 
it,  had  provided  beds  for  his  two  guests  in  the  hotel;  and 
after  a  very  happy  evening,  they  retired.  Mr.  Pinch  was 
sitting  on  the  side  of  his  bed  with  his  cravat  and  shoes  off, 
ruminating  on  the  manifold  good  qualities  of  his  old  friend, 
when  he  was  intemipted  by  a  knock  at  his  chamber  door, 
and  the  voice  of  John  himself. 

"  You  're  not  asleep  yet,  are  you,  Tom  ?  " 
"Bless  you,  no!  not  I.     I  was  thinking  of  you,"  replied 
Tom,  opening  the  door.     *'  Come  in." 

"I  am  not  going  to  detain  you,"  said  John;  "but  I  have 
forgotten  all  the  evening  a  little  commission  I  took  upon 
myself ;  and  I  am  afraid  I  may  forget  it  again,  if  I  fail  to 
discharge  it  at  once.    You  know  a  Mr.  Tigg,  Tom,  I  believe?" 
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"Tigg!"  cried  Tom.  "Tigg!  The  gentleman  who  bor- 
rowed some  money  of  me  ?  " 

"Exactly,"  said  John  WesHock.  "He  begged  me  to 
present  his  compliments,  and  to  return  it  with  many  thanks. 
Here  it  is.  I  suppose  it's  a  good  one,  but  he  is  rather  a 
doubtful  kind  of  customer,  Tom." 

Mr.  Pinch  received  the  little  piece  of  gold,  with  a  face 
whose  brightness  might  hare  shamed  the  metal ;  and  said  he 
had  no  fear  about  that.  He  was  glad,  he  added,  to  £nd  Mr* 
Tigg  so  prompt  and  honourable  in  his  dealings ;  very  glad. 

"  Why,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  Tom,"  replied  his  Mend,  "  he 
is  not  always  so.  If  you  'U  take  my  advice,  you  '11  avoid  him 
as  much  as  you  can,  in  the  event  of  your  encountering  him 
again.  And  by  no  means  Tom — ^pray  bear  this  in  mind,  for 
I  am  very  serious — ^by  no  means  lend  him  money  any  more." 

*'  Aye,  aye ! "  said  Tom,  with  his  eyes  wide  open. 

"  He  is  very  far  from  being  a  reputable  acquaintance,"  re- 
turned young  Westlock ;  "  and  the  more  you  let  him  know 
you  think  so,  the  better  for  you,  Tom." 

"  I  say,  John,"  quoth  Mr.  Pinch,  as  his  countenance  feU, 
and  he  shook  his  head  in  a  dejected  manner,  "  I  hope  you  are 
not  getting  into  bad  company." 

"No,  no,"  he  replied  laughing.  "Don't  be  uneasy  on 
that  score." 

"  Oh  but  I  am  uneasy,"  said  Tom  Pinch ;  "  I  can't  help  it, 
when  I  hear  you  talking  in  that  way.  If  Mr,  Tigg  is  what 
you  describe  him  to  be,  you  have  no  business  to  know  him, 
John.  You  may  laugh,  but  I  don't  consider  it  by  any  means 
a  laughing  matter,  I  assure  you." 

"No,  no,"  returned  his  friend,  composing  his  features, 
"  Quite  right.     It  is  not,  certainly." 

"You  know,  John,"  said  Mr.  Pinch,  "your  very  good 
nature  and  kindness  of  heart  make  you  thoughtless ;  and  you 
can't  be  too  careful  on  such  a  point  as  this.  Upon  my  word, 
if  I  thought  you  were  falling  among  bad  companions,  I  should 
be  quite  wretched,  for  I  know  how  difficult  you  would  find  it 
to  shake  them  off.  I  would  much  rather  have  lost  this 
money,  John,  than  I  would  have  had  it  back  again  on  such 
terms." 

"I  tell  you,  my  dear  good  old  feUow,"  cried  his  friend, 
shaking  him  to  and  fro  with  both  hands,  and  smiling  at  him 
with  a  cheerful,  open  countenance,  that  would  have  carried 
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conviction  to  a  mind  mucli  more  suspicious  than  Tom's ;  ''I 
tell  you  there  is  no  danger." 

'*  Well !  "  cried  Tom,  **  I  am  glad  to  hear  it ;  I  am  over- 
joyed to  hear  it.  I  am  sure  there  is  not,  when  you  say  so  in 
that  manner.  You  won't  take  it  ill,  John,  that  I  said  what  I 
did  just  now ! " 

''  111 ! ''  said  the  other,  giving  his  hand  a  hearty  squeeze  ; 
"why  what  do  you  think  I  am  made  of?  Mr.  Tigg  and  I 
are  not  on  such  an  intimate  footing  that  you  need  be  at  all 
uneasy ;  I  give  you  my  solemn  assurance  of  that,  Tom.  You 
are  quite  comfortable  now  ?  " 

"  Quite,"  said  Tom. 

"  Then  once  more,  good  night ! " 

"  Good  night ! "  cried  Tom ;  **  and  such  pleasant  dreams  ta 
you,  as  should  attend  the  sleep  of  the  best  fellow  in  the 
world!" 

" — ^Except  Pecksniff,"  said  his  friend,  stopping  at  the  door 
for  a  moment,  and  looking  gaily  back. 

"Except  Pecksniff,"  answered  Tom,  with  great  gravity; 
''of  course." 

And  thus  they  parted  for  the  night ;  John  Westlock  ftdl  of 
light-heartedness  and  good  humour;  and  poor  Tom  Pinch 
quite  satisfied,  though  still,  as  he  turned  over  on  his  side  in 
bed,  he  muttered  to  himself,  "  I  really  do  wish,  for  all  that, 
though,  that  he  wasn't  acquainted  with  Mr.  Tigg !  " 

They  breakfasted  together  very  early  next  morning,  for  the 
two  young  men  desired  to  get  back  again  in  good  season;  and 
John  Westlock  was  to  return  to  London  by  the  coach  that 
day.  As  he  had  some  hours  to  spare,  he  bore  them  company 
for  three  or  four  miles  on  their  walk,  and  only  parted  from 
them  at  last  ia  sheer  necessity.  The  parting  was  an  un- 
usually heariy  one,  not  only  as  between  him  and  Tom  Pinch, 
but  on  the  side  of  Martin  also,  who  had  found  in  the  old 
pupil  a  very  different  sort  of  person  fi^Dm  the  milksop  he  had 
prepared  himself  to  expect. 

Young  Westlock  stopped  upon  a  rising  groiuid,  when  he 
had  gone  a  little  distance,  and  looked  back.  They  were 
walking  at  a  brisk  pace,  and  Tom  appeared  to  be  talking 
earnestly.  Martin  had  taken  off  his  great-coat,  the  wind 
being  now  behind  them,  and  carried  it  upon  his  arm.  As  he 
looked,  he  saw  Tom  relieve  him  of  it,  after  a  faint  resistance, 
and,  throwing  it  upon  his  own,  enciunber  himself  with  the 
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weight  of  botih.  This  trivial  incident  impressed  the  old  pupil 
mightily,  for  he  stood  there,  gazing  after  them,  until  they 
were  hidden  from  his  view ;  when  he  shook  his  head,  as  if  he 
were  troubled  by  some  imeasy  reflection,  and  thoughtfully  re- 
traced his  steps  to  Salisbury. 

In  the  mean  time,  Martin  and  Tom  pursued  their  way, 
until  they  halted,  safe  and  sound,  at  Mr.  Pecksniff's  house, 
where  a  brief  epistle  from  that  good  gentleman  to  Mr.  Pinch, 
announced  the  £simily's  return  by  that  night's  coach.  As  it 
would  pass  the  comer  of  the  lane  at  about  six  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  Mr.  Pecksniff  requested  that  the  gig  might  be  in 
waiting  at  the  finger-post  about  that  time,  together  with  & 
cart  for  the  luggage.  And  to  the  end  that  he  might  be 
received  with  the  greater  honour,  the  young  men  agreed  to 
rise  early,  and  be  upon  the  spot  themselves. 

It  was  the  least  cheerful  day  they  had  yet  passed  together. 
Martin  was  out  of  spirits  and  out  of  humour,  and  took  every 
opportunity  of  comparing  his  condition  and  prospects  with 
those  of  young  Westlock :  much  to  his  own  disadvantage 
always.  This  mood  of  his  depressed  Tom  :  and  neither  that 
morning's  parting,  nor  yesterday's  dinner,  helped  to  mend  the 
matter.  So  the  hours  dragged  on  heavily  enough ;  and  they 
were  g^ad  to  go  to  bed  early. 

They  were  not  quite  so  glad  to  get  up  again  at  half-past 
four  o'clock,  in  aU  the  shivering  discomfort  of  a  dark  winter's 
morning;  but  they  turned  out  punctually,  and  were  at  the 
finger-post  full  half-an-hour  before  the  appointed  time.  It 
was  not  by  any  means  a  lively  morning,  for  the  sky  was  black 
and  cloudy,  and  it  rained  hard ;  but  Martin  said  there  was 
some  satisfaction  in  seeing  that  brute  of  a  horse  (by  this,  he 
meant  Mr.  Pecksniff's  Arab  steed)  getting  very  wet;  and  that 
he  rejoiced,  on  his  account,  that  it  rained  so  fast.  From  this 
it  may  be  inferred,  that  Martin's  spirits  had  not  improved,  as 
indeed  they  had  not ;  for  while  he  and  Mr.  Pinch  stood  wait- 
ing under  a  hedge,  looking  at  the  rain,  the  gig,  the  cart,  and 
its  reeking  driver,  he  did  nothing  but  grumble;  and,  but 
that  it  is  indispensable  to  any  dispute  that  there  should  be 
two  parties  to  it,  he  would  certainly  have  picked  a  quarrel 
with  Tom. 

At  length  the  noise  of  wheels  was  faintly  audible  in  the 
distance,  and  presently  the  coach  came  splashing  through  the 
BBiud  and  mire,  with  one  miserable  outside  passenger  crouch- 
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ing  down  among  wet  straw,  under  a  saturated  umbrella ;  and 
the  coacbman,  guard,  and  horses,  in  a  fellowship  of  dripping 
wretdiedness.  Immediately  on  its  stopping,  Mr.  Pecksniff  let 
down  the  window*-glass  and  hailed  Tom  Pinch. 

"  Dear  me,  Mr.  Pinch !  is  it  possible  that  you  are  out  upon 
this  very  inclement  morning  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  cried  Tom,  advancing  eagerly,  '*  Mr.  CSiuzzlewit 
and  I,  sir — " 

''  Oh !  "  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  looking,  not  so  much  at  Martin 
as  at  the  spot  on  which  he  stood.  "  Oh !  Indeed !  Do  me 
the  fftYOur  to  see  to  the  trunks,  if  you  please,  Mr.  Pinch/' 

Then,  Mr.  Pecksniff  descended,  and  helped  his  daughters  to 
alight ;  but  neither  he  nor  the  young  ladies  took  the  slightest 
notice  of  Martin,  who  had  advanced  to  offer  his  assistance, 
but  was  repulsed  by  Mr.  Pecksniff's  standing  immediately 
before  his  person,  with  his  back  towards  him.  In  the  same 
manner,  and  in  profound  silence,  Mr.  Pecksniff  handed  his 
daughters  into  the  gig ;  and  following  himself  and  taking  the 
reins,  drove  off  home. 

Lost  in  astonishment,  Martin  stood  staring  at  the  coach, 
and  when  the  coach  had  driven  away,  at  Mr.  Pinch  and  the 
l^Q^Ag^)  until  the  cart  moved  off  too ;  when  he  said  to  Tom : 

"  Now  will  you  have  the  goodness  to  tell  me  what  thii 
portends  ?  " 

"  What  ?  "  asked  Tom. 

"  This  fellow's  behaviour — ^Mr.  Pecksniff's  I  mean.  You 
saw  it?" 

"  No.  Indeed  I  did  not,"  cried  Tom.  "  I  was  busy  with 
the  trunks." 

*'  It  is  no  matter,"  said  Martin.  "  Come  !  Let  us  make 
baste  back."  And  without  another  word  he  started  off  at 
such  a  pace,  that  Tom  had  some  difficulty  in  keeping  up 
with  him.  • 

He  had  no  care  where  he  went,  but  walked  through  little 
heaps  of  mud  and  little  pools  of  water  with  the  utmost  indif- 
Ibrence ;  looking  straight  before  him,  and  sometimes  laughing 
in  a  strange  manner  within  himself.  Tom  felt  that  anything 
"he  could  say  would  only  render  hm  the  more  obstinate,  and 
therefore  trusted  to  Mr.  Pecksniff's  manner  when  they  reached 
the  house,  to  remove  the  mistaken  impression  under  which  he 
felt  convinced  so  great  a  favourite  as  the  new  pupil  must  un- 
questionably be  labouring.     But  he  was  not  a  littie  amazed 
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himself,  wlien  they  did  reax^h  it,  and  entered  the  paxlour  where 
Mr.  Pecksniff  was  sitting  alone  before  the  fire,  drinking  some 
hot  tea,  to  find,  that  instead  of  taking  favourable  notice  of  his 
relative,  and  keeping  him,  Mr.  Pinch,  in  the  background,  he 
did  exactly  the  reverse,  and  was  so  lavish  in  his  attentions  to 
Tom,  that  Tom  was  thoroughly  confounded. 

"  Take  some  tea,  Mr.  Pinch — ^take  some  tea,"  said  Peck- 
sniff, stirring  the  fire.  "  You  must  be  very  cold  and  damp. 
Pray  take  some  tea,  and  come  into  a  warm  place,  Mr.  Pinch." 

Tom  saw  that  Martin  looked  at  Mr.  Pecksniff  as  though  he 
could  have  easily  found  it  in  his  heart  to  give  him  an  invita- 
tion to  a  very  warm  place ;  but  he  was  quite  silent,  and 
standing  opposite  that  gentleman  at  the  table,  regarded  him 
attentively. 

"  Take  a  chair,  Mr.  Pinch,"  said  Pecksniff.  "  Take  a  chair, 
if  you  please.  How  have  things  gone  on  in  our  absence,  Mr. 
Pinch  ?  " 

**  You — you  will  be  very  much  pleased  with  the  grammar- 
school,  sir,"  said  Tom.     "  It 's  nearly  finished." 

"  If  you  will  have  the  gOQdness,  Mr.  Pinch,"  said  Pecksniff, 
waving  his  hand  and  smiling,  *^  we  will  not  discuss  anything 
connected  with  that  question  at  present.  What  have  you 
been  doing,  Thomas,  humph  ?  " 

Mr.  Pinch  looked  from  master  to  pupil,  and  from  pupil  to 
master,  and  was  so  perplexed  and  dismayed,  that  he  wanted 
presence  of  mind  to  answer  the  question.  In  this  awkward 
interval,  Mr.  Pecksniff  (who  was  perfectly  conscious  of  Martin's 
gaze,  though  he  had  never  once  glanced  towards  him)  poked 
the  fire  very  much,  and  when  he  couldn't  do  that  any  more, 
drank  tea,  assiduously. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Pecksniff,"  said  Martin  at  last,  in  a  very  quiet 
voice,  '*  if  you  have  sufficiently  refreshed  and  recovered  your- 
self, I  shall  be  glad  to  hear  what  yoi#mean  by  this  treatment 
of  me." 

"  And  what,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  turning  his  eyes  on  Tom 
Pinch,  even  more  placidly  and  gently  than  before,  "  what  have 
you  been  doing,  Thomas,  humph  ?  " 

When  he  had  repeated  this  inquiry,  he  looked  round  the 
walls  of  the  room  as  if  he  were  curious  to  see  whether  any 
nails  had  been  left  there  by  accident  in  former  times. 

Tom  was  almost  at  his  wit's  end  wHat  to  say  between  the 
two,  and  had  already  made  a  gesture  as  if  he  would  call  Mr, 
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Pecksniff's  attention  to  the  gentleman  wlio  had  last  addressed 
him,  when  Martin  saved  him  further  trouble,  by  doing  so 
himself. 

"  Mr.  Pecksniff/'  he  said,  softly  rapping  the  table  twice  or 
thrice,  and  moving  a  step  or  two  nearer,  so  that  he  could  have 
touched  him  with  his  hand;  ''you  heard  what  I  said  just 
now.  Do  me  the  favour  to  reply,  if  you  please.  I  ask  you  " 
— he  raised  his  voice  a  little  here — "what  you  mean  by 
this?" 

*'I  will  talk  to  you,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff  in  a  severe 
voice,  as  he  looked  at  him  for  the  first  time,  '*  presently." 

"  You  are  very  obliging,"  returned  Martin ;  **  presently 
will  not  do.     I  must  trouble  you  to  talk  to  me  at  once." 

Mr.  Pecksniff  made  a  feint  of  being  deeply  interested  in  his 
pocket-book,  but  it  shook  in  his  hands ;  he  trembled  so. 

"  Now,"  retorted  Martin,  rapping  the  table  again.  "  Now. 
Presently  will  not  do.     Now !  " 

*'  Do  you  threaten  me,  sir?  "  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff. 
.    Martin  looked  at  him,  and  made  no  answer ;  but  a  curious 
observer  might  have  detected  an  ominous  twitching  at  his 
mouth,  and  perhaps  an  involuntary  attraction  of  his  right 
hand  in  the  direction  of  Mr.  Pecksniff's  cravat. 

•*  I  lament  to  be  obliged  to  say,  sir,"  resumed  Mr.  Peck- 
sniff, "that  it  would  be  quite  in  keeping  with  your  character 
if  you  did  threaten  me.  You  have  deceived  me.  You  have 
imposed  upon  a  nature  which  you  knew  to  be  confiding  and 
unsuspicious.  You  have  obtained  admission,  sir,"  said  Mr. 
Pecksniff,  rising,  "to  this  house,  on  perverted  statements,  and 
on  false  pretences." 

"  Go  on,"  said  Martin,  with  a  scomfiil  smile.  "  I  under- 
stand you  now.     What  more  !  " 

"Thus  much  more,  sir,"  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff,  trembling 
jfrom  head  to  foot,  and  trying  to  rub  his  hands,  as  though  he 
were  only  cold.  "Thus  much  more,  if  you  force  me  to  publish 
your  shame  before  a  third  party,  which  I  was  unwilling  and 
indisposed  to  do.  This  lowly  roof,  sir,  must  not  be  contami- 
nated by  the  presence  of  one,  who  has  deceived,  and  cruelly 
deceived,  an  honourable,  beloved,  venerated,  and  venerable 
gentleman ;  and  who  wisely  suppressed  that  deceit  from  me 
when  he  sought  my  protection  and  favour,  knowing  that, 
humble  as  I  am,  I  am  an  honest  man,  seeking  to  do  my  duty 
in  this  carnal  universe,  and  setting  my  face  against  all  vice 
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and  treacliery.  I  weep  for  your  depraviiy,  sir,"  said  Mr. 
PecksniflP;  "  I  mourn  orer  your  corruption,  I  pity  your  volun- 
tary withdrawal  of  yourself  from  the  flowery  paths  of  purity 
and  peace  ;  "  here  he  struck  himself  upon  his  breast,  or  moral 
garden ;  ''  but  I  cannot  have  a  leper  and  a  serpent  for  an 
inmate.  Go  forth/'  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  stretching  out  his 
hand :  ''go  forth,  young  man !  Like  all  who  know  you,  I 
renounce  you ! " 

With  what  intention  Martin  made  a  stride  forward  at  these 
words,  it  is  impossible  to  say.  It  is  enough  to  know  that 
Tom  Pinch  caught  him  in  his  arms,  and  that,  at  the  same 
moment,  Mr.  Pecksniff  stepped  back  so  hastily,  that  he  missed 
his  footing,  tumbled  over  a  chair,  and  fell  in  a  sitting  posture 
on  the  ground ;  where  he  remained  without  an  effort  to  get 
up  again,  with  his  head  in  a  comer :  perhaps  considering  it 
the  safest  place. 

"  Let  me  go.  Pinch ! "  ciied  Martin,  shaking  him  away. 
'*  Why  do  you  hold  me !  Do  you  think  a  blow  doiild  make 
him  a  more  abject  creature  than  he  is  ?  Do  you  think  that  if 
I  spat  upon  him,  I  coidd  degrade  him  to  a  lower  level  than 
his  own  ?     Look  at  him.     Look  at  him.  Pinch  !  " 

Mr.  Pinch  involuntarily  did  so.  Mr.  Pecksniff  sitting,  as 
has  been  already  mentioned,  on  the  carpet,  with  his  head  in 
an  acute  angle  of  the  wainscot,  and  all  ^Qie  damage  and  detri- 
ment of  an  uiicomfortable  journey  about  him,  was  not  exactly 
a  model  of  all  that  is  prepossessing  and  dignified  in  man, 
certainly.  Still  he  was  Pecksniff;  it  was  impossible  to  deprive 
him  of  that  unique  and  paramoomt  appeal  to  Tom.  And  he 
returned  Tom's  glance,  as  if  he  would  have  said,  '*  Aye,  Mr. 
Pinch,  look  at  me !  Here  I  am !  You  know  what  the  Poet 
says  about  an  honest  man :  and  an  honest  man  is  one  of  the 
few  great  works  that  can  be  seen  for  nothing !  Look  at  me !  " 
"  I  tell  you,"  said  Martin,  "  that  as  he  lies  there,  disgraced, 
bought,  used ;  a  cloth  for  dirty  hands,  a  mat  for  dirty  feet,  a 
lying,  fawning,  servile  hound,  he  is  the  very  last  and  worst 
among  the  vermin  of  Uie  world.  And  mark  me,  Pinch !  The 
day  will  come — ^he  knows  it :  see  it  written  on  his  face,  while 
I  speak !— when  even  you  will  find  him  out,  and  wiU  know 
h™  as  I  do,  and  as  he  knows  I  do.  He  renounce  me  !  Cast 
your  eyes  on  the  Renouncer,  Pinch,  and  be  the  wiser  for  the 
recollection ! " 

He  pointed  at  him  as  he  spoke  with  unutterable  contempt, 
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and  flinging  his  hat  upon  his  head,  walked  from  the  room  and 
from  the  house.  He  went  so  rapidly  that  he  was  already  clear 
of  the  village,  when  he  heard  Tom  Pinch  calling  breathlessly 
after  him  in  the  distance. 

"  Well !  what  now  ?  "  he  said,  when  Tom  came  up. 

"  Dear,  dear  !  *'  cried  Tom,  "  are  you  going  ?  " 

"  Going  ! "  he  echoed.     *'  Going ! " 

"  I  didn't  so  much  mean  that,  as  were  you  going  now  at 
once — in  this  bad  weather — on  foot — without  your  clothes — 
with  no  money  ?  "  cried  Tom. 

"  Yes,"  he  answered  sternly,  "  I  am." 

"  And  where  ?  "  cried  Tom.     "  Oh  where  wiU  you  go  ?  " 

"I  don't  know,"  he  said.— "Yes  I  do.  I 'U  go  to 
America ! " 

"  No,  no,"  cried  Tom,  in  a  kind  of  agony.  "  Don't  go 
there.  Pray  don't  I  Think  better  of  it.  Don't  be  so  dread- 
fiiUy  regardless  of  yourself.     Don't  go  to  America ! " 

"  My  mind  is  made  up,"  he  said.  "  Your  friend  was  right. 
I  'U  go  to  America.     God  bless  you.  Pinch  !  " 

'*  Take  this ! "  cried  Tom,  pressing  a  book  upon  him  in 
great  agitation.  "  I  must  make  haste  back,  and  can't  say 
anything  I  would.  Heaven  be  with  you.  Look  at  the  leaf  I 
have  turned  down.     Good  bye,  good  bye  ! " 

The  simple  fellow  wrung  him  by  the  hand,  with  tears 
stealing  down  his  cheeks;  and  they  parted  hurriedly  upon 
their  separate  ways. 
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CHAPTER  Xni. 

SHOWING  WHAT  BECAME  OF  MARTIN  AND  HIS  DESPERATE  BESOLVE,  AFTER 
HE  LEFT  MR.  PEOKSNIFF*S  HOUSE ;  WHAT  PERSONS  HE  ENCOUNTERED  ; 
WHAT  ANXIETIES  HE  SUFFERED;   AND  WHAT  NEWS  HE  HEARD. 

Cabbting  Tom  Pinch's  book  quite  tmconscioiisly  under  his 
arm,  and  not  even  buttoning  bis  coat  as  a  protection  against 
the  heavy  rain,  Martin  went  doggedly  forward  at  the  same 
quick  pace,  until  he  had  passed  the  finger-post,  and  was  on 
the  high  road  to  London.  He  slackened  very  little  in  his 
speed  even  then,  but  he  began  to  think,  and  look  about  him, 
and  to  disengage  his  senses  from  the  coil  of  angry  passions 
which  hitherto  had  held  them  prisoner. 

It  must  be  confessed  that,  at  that  moment,  he  had  no  very 
agreeable  employment  either  for  his  moral  or  his  physical  per- 
ceptions. The  day  was  dawning  from  a  patch  of  watery  light 
in  the  east,  and  sullen  clouds  came  driving  up  before  it,  from 
which  the  rain  descended  in  a  thick,  wet  mist.  It  streamed 
from  every .  twig  and  bramble  in  the  hedge ;  made  little 
g^ullies  in  the  path;  ran  dowTi  a  hundred  chaimels  in  the 
road ;  and  pimched  innumerable  holes  into  the  face  of  every 
pond  and  gutter.  It  feU  with  an  oozy,  slushy  sound  among 
the  grass ;  and  made  a  muddy  kennel  of  every  furrow  in  the 
ploughed  fields.  No  living  creature  was  anywhere  to  be  seen. 
The  prospect  coidd  hardly  have  been  more  desolate  if  animated 
nature  had  been  dissolved  in  water,  and  poured  down  upon 
the  earth  again  in  that  form. 

The  range  of  view  within  the  solitary  traveller,  was  quite 
as  cheerless  as  the  scene  without.  Friendless  and  penniless ; 
incensed  to  the  last  degree ;  deeply  wounded  in  his  pride  and 
self-love ;  fall  of  independent  schemes,  and  perfectly  destitute 
of  any  means  of  realizing  them ;  his  most  vindictive  enemy 
might  have  been  satisfied  with  the  extent  of  his  troubles.  To 
add  to  his  other  miseries,  he  was  by  this  time  sensible  of  beinp* 
wet  to  the  skin,  and  cold  at  his  very  heart 
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In  this  deplorable  conditioiiy  he  remembered  Mr.  Pinch's 
book ;  more  because  it  was  rather  troublesome  to  carry,  than 
£rom  any  hope  of  being  comforted  by  that  parting  gilt  He 
looked  at  the  dingy  lettering  on  the  back,  and  finding  it  to  be 
an  odd  volume  of  tiie  *'  Bachelor  of  Salamanca/'  inihe  French 
tongue,  cursed  Tom  Pinch's  folly,  twenty  times.  He  was  on 
the  point  of  throwing  it  away,  in  his  iU-humour  and  Te:sation, 
when  he  bethought  himself  that  Tom  had  referred  him  to  a 
leaf,  turned  down;  and  opening  it,  at  that  place,  that  he 
might  have  additional  cause  of  complaint  against  him  for  sup* 
posing  that  any  cold  scrap  of  the  Bachelor's  wisdom  could 
cheer  him  in  such  circumstances,  found — 

Well,  well !  not  much,  but  Tom's  all.  The  half-sovereign. 
He  had  wrapped  it  hastily  in  a  piece  of  paper,  and  pinned  it 
to  the  leaf.  These  words  were  scrawled  in  pencil  on  the 
inside  :  "I  don't  want  it,  indeed.  I  should  not  know  what  to 
do  with  it  if  I  had  it." 

There  are  some  falsehoods,  Tom,  on  which  men  mount,  as 
on  bright  wings,  towards  Heaven.  There  are  some  truths, 
cold,  bitter,  taunting  truths,  wherein  your  worldly  scholars 
are  very  apt  and  punctual,  which  bind  men  down  to  earth 
with  leaden  chains.  Who  would  not  rather  have  to  fan  him, 
in  his  dying  hour,  the  lightest  feather  of  a  falsehood  such  as 
thine,  than  all  the  quills  that  have  been  plucked  from  the 
sharp  porcupine,  reproachful  truth,  since  time  began  ! 

Martiii  felt  keenly  for  himself,  and  he  felt  this  good  deed  of 
Tom's  keenly.  After  a  few  minutes  it  had  the  effect  of  raising 
his  spirits,  and  reminding  him  that  he  was  not  altogether 
destitute,  as  he  had  left  a  fair  stock  of  clothes  behind  him,  and 
wore  a  gold  hunting-watch  in  his  pocket.  He  foimd  a  curious 
gratification,  too,  in  thinking  what  a  winning  fellow  he  must 
be  to  have  made  such  an  impression  on  Tom ;  and  in  reflecting 
how  superior  he  was  to  Tom ;  and  how  much  more  likely  to 
make  his  way  in  the  world.  Animated  by  these  thoughts, 
and  strengthened  in  his  design  of  endeavouring  to  push  his 
fortime  in  another  country,  he  resolved  to  get  to  London  as  a 
rallying-point,  in  the  best  way  he  could ;  and  to  lose  no  time 
about  it. 

He  was  ten  good  miles  from  the  village  made  illustrious  by 
being  the  abiding-place  of  Mr.  Pecksniff,  when  he  stopped  to 
breakfast  at  a  little  road-side  alehouse ;  and  resting  upon  a 
high-backed  settle  before  the  fire,  pulled  off  his  coat,   and 
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himg  it  before  the  oheerM  blaze,  to  dry.  It  was  a  very 
differezit  place  from  the  last  tavern  in  which  he  had  regaled : 
boasting  no  greater  extent  of  accommodation  than  the  brick- 
floored  kitchen  yielded  :  but  the  mind  so  soon  accommodates 
itself  to  the  necessities  of  the  body,  that  this  poor  waggoners' 
house-of-call,  which  he  woxdd  have  despised  yesterday,  became 
now  qnite  a  choice  hotel ;  while  his  dish  of  eggs  and  bacon 
and  his  mug  of  beer,  were  not  by  any  means  the  coarse  fare 
he  had  supposed,  but  fully  bore  out  the  inscription  on  the 
window-shutter,  which  proclaimed  those  viands  to  be  ''  Good 
entertainment  for  travellers/' 

He  pushed  away  his  empiy  plate ;  and  with  a  second  mug 
upon  the  hearth  before  him,  looked  thoughtfully  at  the  fire 
until  his  eyes  ached.  Then  he  looked  at  the  highly-coloured 
scripture  pieces  on  the  walls,  in  little  black  frames  like 
common  shaving-glasses,  and  saw  how  the  Wise  Men  (with  a 
strong  family  likeness  among  them)  worshipped  in  a  pink 
manger ;  and  how  the  Prodigal  Son  came  home  in  red  rags  to 
a  purple  father,  and  already  feasted  his  imagination  on  a  sea- 
green  calf.  Ilien  he  glanced  through  the  window  at  the 
fiEJling  rain,  coming  down  aslant  upon  the  signpost  over 
against  the  house,  and  overflowing  the  horse-trough;  and 
then  he  looked  at  the  fire  again,  and  seemed  to  descry  a 
doubly-distant  London,  retreating  among  the  fragments  of 
the  burning  wood. 

He  had  repeated  this  process  in  just  the  same  order,  many 
times,  as  if  it  were  a  matter  of  necessity,  when  the  sound  of 
wheels  called  his  attention  to  the  window,  out  of  its  regular 
turn ;  and  there  he  beheld  a  kind  of  light  van  drawn  by  four 
horses,  and  laden,  as  well  as  he  could  see  (for  it  was  covered 
in),  with  com  and  straw.  The  driver,  who  was  alone,  stopped 
at  the  door  to  water  his  team,  and  presently  came  stamping 
and  shaking  the  wet  o&  his  hat  and  coat,  into  the  room 
where  Martin  sat. 

He  was  a  red-faced  burly  young  feUow ;  smart  in  his  way, 
and  with  a  good-humoured  countenance.  As  he  advanced 
towards  the  fire,  he  touched  his  shining  forehecid  with  the 
forefinger  of  his  stiff  leather  glove,  by  way  of  salutation ;  and 
said  (rather  unnecessarily)  that  it  was  an  uncommon  wet  day. 

"  Very  wet,"  said  Martin. 

"  I  don't  know  as  ever  I  see  a  wetter." 

**  I  never  felt  one,"  said  Martin. 
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The  driver  glanced  at  Martin's  soiled  dress,  and  his  damp 
shirt-sleeves,  and  his  coat  hung  up  to  dry ;  and  said,  a^r  a 
pause,  as  he  warmed  his  hands  : 

"  You  have  been  caught  in  it,  sir  ?  " 

*'  Yes,"  was  the  short  reply. 

"  Out  riding,  maybe  ?  "  said  the  driver. 

"  I  should  have  been,  if  I  owned  a  horse ;  but  I  don't," 
returned  Martin. 

"  That's  bad,".said  the  driver. 

'*  And  may  be  worse,"  said  Martin. 

Now,  the  driver  said  "  That 's  bad,"  not  so  much  because 
Martin  didn't  own  a  horse,  as  because  he  said  he  didn't  with 
all  the  reckless  desperation  of  his  mood  and  circumstances, 
aad.  so  lefb  a  great  deal  to  be  inferred.  Martin  put  his  hands 
in  his  pockets  and  whistled,  when  he  had  retorted  on  the 
driver :  thus  giving  him  to  understand  that  he  didn't  care  a 
pin  for  Fortune;  that  he  was  above  pretending  to  be  her 
favourite  when  he  was  not ;  and  that  he  snapped  his  fingers 
at  hejTj  the  driver,  and  everybody  else. 

The  driver  looked  at  him  stealthily  for  a  minute  or  so ;  and 
in  the  pauses  of  his  warming,  whistled  too.  At  length  he 
asked,  as  he  pointed  his  thumb  towards  the  rodd, 

** Up  or  down?" 

"Which  it  up?"  said  Martin. 

*^  liondon  of  course,"  said  the  driver. 

'^  Up  then,"  said  Martin.  He  tossed  his  head  in  a  careless 
manner  afterwards,  as  if  he  would  have  added,  ''  Now  you 
know  all  about  it ;  "  put  his  hands  deeper  into  his  pockets ; 
changed  his  tune,  and  whistled  a  little  louder. 

"/'m  going  up,"  observed  the  driver;  " Hounslow,  ten 
miles  this  side  London." 

*'  Are  you  ? "  coried  Martin,  stopping  sh<»rt  and  looking 
at  him. 

The  driver  sprinkled  the  fire  with  his  wet  hat  until  it  hissed 
again,  and  answered,  *  Ay ;  to  be  mire  he  was.' 

"  Why,  then,"  said  Martin,  "  I  '11  be  plain  with  you.  You 
may  suppose  from  my  dress  that  I  have  money  to  spare.  I 
hmve  not.  All  I  can  afford  for  coach-hire  is  a  crown,  for  I 
haye  but  two.  If  you  can  take  me  for  that,  and  my  waistcoat^ 
or  this  silk  handkerchief,  do.     If  you  can't,  leave  it  alone." 

"  Short  and  sweet,"  remarked  the  driver. 

*'You  want  more?"  said  Martin.     "Then  I  haven^t  got 
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more,  and  I  can't  get  it,  so  there 's  an  end  of  that."  Where- 
upon he  'began  to  whistle  again. 

**  I  didn't  say  I  wanted  more^  did  I  ?  "  asked  the  driver, 
with  something  like  indignation. 

"  You  didn't  say  my  oflTer  waa  enough,"  rejoined  Martin. 

**Why  how  could  I,  when  you  wouldn't  let  me?  In 
regard  to  the  waistcoat,  I  wouldn't  have  a  man's  waistcoat, 
much  less  a  gentleman's  waistcoat,  on  my  mind,  for  no  con- 
sideration ;  but  the  silk  handkerchief's  another  thing ;  and  if 
you  was  satisfied  when  we  got  to  Hounslow,  I  shouldn't  object 
to  that  aa  a  gift." 

'<  Is  it  a  bargain,  then  ?  "  said  Martin. 

"  Yes,  it  is,"  returned  the  other. 

*'  Then  finish  this  beer,"  said  Martin,  handing  him  the 
mug,  and  pulling  on  his  coat  with  great  alacrity ;  ''  and  let 
us  be  off  as  soon  as  you  like." 

In  two  minutes  more  he  had  paid  his  bill,  which  amounted 
to  a  flhining ;  was  lying  at  faU.  length  on  a  truss  of  straw, 
high  and  diy  at  the  top  of  the  van,  with  the  tUt  a  Httle  open 
in  front  for  the  convenience  of  talking  to  his  new  Mend ;  and 
was  moving  along  in  the  right  direction  with  a  most 
satisfactory  and  encouraging  briskness. 

The  driver's  name,  as  he  soon  informed  Martin,  was 
William  Simmons,  better  known  as  BiU;  and  his  spruce 
appearance  was  sufficiently  explained  by  his  connexion  with  a 
large  stage-coaching  establishment  at  Hounslow,  whither  he 
was  conveying  his  load  from  a  farm  belonging  to  the  concern 
in  Wiltshire.  He  was  frequently  up  and  down  the  road  on 
such  errands,  he  said,  and  to  look  after  the  sick  and  rest 
horses,  of  which  animals  he  had  much  to  relate  that  occupied 
a  long  time  in  the  telling.  He  aspired  to  the  dignity  of  the 
regular  box,  and  expected  an  appointment  on  ^e  first 
vacancy.  He  was  musical  besides,  and  had  a  little  key-bugle 
in  his  pocket,  on  which,  whenever  the  conversation  flagged, 
he  played  the  first  part  of  a  great  many  tunes,  and  regularly 
broke  down  in  the  second. 

"  Ah ! "  said  Bill,  with  a  sigh,  as  he  drew  the  back  of  his 
JUand  across  his  lips,  and  put  this  instrument  in  his  pocket, 
after  screwing  off  the  mouth-piece  to  drain  it;  "Lummy 
Ned  of  the  Light  Salisbury,  lie  was  the  one  for  musical 
talents.  ,  He  was  a  guard.  What  you  may  call  a  Guard' an 
Angel;  waa  Ned." 
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**  Is  lie  dead  ?  '*  asked  Martin. 

"  Dead !"  replied  the  other,  with  a  contemptuous  emphasis* 
**  Not  he.  You  won't  catch  Ned  a  dying  easy.  No,  no.  He 
knows  better  than  that." 

"  You  spoke  of  him  in  the  past  tense,"  observed  Martin, 
"  so  I  supposed  he  was  no  more." 

"He's  no  more  in  England,"  said  Bill,  "if  that's  what 
you  mean.     He  went  to  the  U-nited  States." 

"  Did  he  ?  "  asked  Martin,  with  sudden  interest.    "  When  ?  " 

"  Five  year  ago,  or  thenabout,"  said  Bill.  "  He  had  set 
up  in  the  public  line  here,  and  couldn't  meet  his  engagements, 
so  he  cut  off  to  Liverpool  one  day  without  saying  anything 
about  it,  and  went  and  shipped  himself  for  the  U-nited  States." 

"WeU?"  said  Martin. 

"  Well !  as  he  landed  there  without  a  penny  to  bless  him- 
self with,  of  course  they  wos  very  glad  to  see  him  in  the 
U-nited  States." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  Martin,  with  some  scorn. 

"What  do  I  mean?"  said  Bill.  "Why,  that.  All  men 
are  alike  in  the  U-nited  States,  an't  they  ?  It  makes  no  odds 
whether  a  man  has  a  thousand  pound,  or  nothing,  there — 
particular  in  New  York,  I  'm  told,  where  Ned  landed." 

"  New  York,  was  it  ?  "  asked  Martin,  thoughtfully. 

"  Yes,"  said  Bill.  "  New  York.  I  know  that,  because  he 
sent  word  home  that  it  brought  Old  York  to  his  mind,  quite 
wivid,  in  consequence  of  being  so  exactly  unlike  it  in  every 
respect.  I  don't  imderstand  wot  particidar  business  Ned 
turned  his  mind  to,  when  he  got  there ;  but  he  wrote  home 
that  him  and  his  Mends  was  always  a  singing.  Ale  Columbia, 
and  blowing  up  the  President,  so  I  suppose  it  was  something 
in  the  public  line,  or  free-and-easy  way,  again.  Any  how, 
he  made  his  fortune." 

"  No !  "  cried  Martin. 

"  Yes  he  did,"  said  Bill.  "  I  know  that,  because  he  lost  it 
aU,  the  day  after,  in  six-and-twenty  banks  as  broke.  He 
settled  a  lot  of  the  notes  on  his  father,  when  it  was  ascertained 
that  they  was  really  stopped,  and  sent  'em  over  with  a  dutiful 
letter.  I  know  that,  because  they  was  shown  down  our  yard 
for  the  old  gentleman's  benefit,  that  he  might  treat  himself 
with  tobacco  in  the  workus." 

"  He  was  a  foolish  fellow  not  to  take  care  of  his  money 
when  he  had  it,"  said  Martiu  indignantly. 
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"There  you're  right,"  said  Bill,  '"^ especially  as  it  was  all 
in  paper,  and  he  might  have  took  care  of  it  so  very  easy,  by 
folding  it  np  in  a  small  parcel." 

Martin  said  nothing  in  reply,  but,  soon  afbrawards  fell 
asleep,  and  remained  so  for  an  hour  or  more.  When  he 
awoke,  finding  it  had  ceased  to  rain,  he  took  his  seat  beside 
the  driver,  and  ajsked  him  several  questions, — as  how  long 
had  the  fortunate  guard  of  the  Light  Salisbury  be^x  in. 
crossing  the  Atlantic  ;  at  what  time  of  the  year  had  he  sail<ed; 
what  was  the  name  of  the  ship  in  which  he  made  the  voyage ; 
how  much  had  he  paid  for  passage>money ;  did  he  su£6ar 
greatly  from  sea-sickness  ?  aoid  so  forth.  But  on  tiiese  points 
of  detail,  his  Mend  was  possessed  of  Httle  or  no  information; 
either  answering  obviously  at  random,  or  acknowledging  that 
he  had  never  heard,  or  had  &>rgotten ;  nor,  alihough  he 
returned  to  the  charge  very  often,  could  he  obtain  any  useful 
intelligence  on  these  essential  particulars. 

They  jogged  on  all  day,  and  stbpped  so  often — ^now  to 
refresh,  now  to  change  their  team  of  horses,  now  to  exchange 
or  bring  away  a  set  of  harness,  now  on  one  point  of  business, 
and  now  upon  another,  connected  with  the  coaching  on  that 
liae  of  road — that  it  was  midnight  when  they  reached 
Hounslow.  A  little  short  of  the  stables  for  which  the  van 
was  bound,  Martin  got  down,  paid  his  crown,  and  forced  his 
silk  handkerchief  upon  his  honest  friend,  notwithstanding  th« 
many  protestations  that  he  didn't  wish  to  deprive  him .  of  i^ 
with  which  he  tried  to  give  the  lie  to  his  longing  looks.  That 
done,  they  parted  company;  and  when  the  van  hud  driv^ 
into  its  own  yard  and  the  gates  were  closed,  Martin  stood  in 
the  dark  street,  with  a  pretty  strong  sense  of  being  shut  out, 
alone,  upon  the  dreaiy  world,  without  the  key  of  it. 

But  in  this  moment  of  despondency,  and  often  afterwaids, 
the  recollection  of  Mr.  Pecksniff  operated  as  a  cordial  to  him ; 
awakening  in  his  breast  an  indignation  that  was  very  whole- 
some in  nerving  him  to  obstinate  endurance.  Under  the 
influence  of  this  fiery  dram,  he  started  off  for  London  without 
more  ado.  Arriving  there  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  and 
not  knowing  where  to  find  a  tavern  open,  he  was  fain  to  stroll 
about  the  streets  and  market-places  until  morning. 

He  foimd  himself,  about  an  hour  before  dawn,  in  the  humbler 
regions  of  the  Adelphi ;  and  addressing  himself  to  a  man  in  a 
fur-cap  who  was  taking   down  the  shutters   of  an  obscure 
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puLlic-liouse,  informed  him  ihaJb  he  was  a  stxanger,  and 
inquired  if  he  ooiild  have  a  bed  there.  It  happened,  ^y  good 
luck,  that  he  oould.  Though  none  of  the  gaudiest,  it  waa 
tolerably  clean,  and  Martin  felt  very  glad  and  grated  when 
he  crept  into  it,  for  warmth,  rest,  and  forgetftilness. 

It  was  qtiite  late  in  ^lue  afternoon  when  he  awoke ;  and  by 
the  time  he  had  washed  and  dressed,  and  broken  his  fast,  it 
was  growing  dusk  again.  This  was  all  the  better,  for  it  was 
now  a  matter  of  absolute  necessity  that  he  should  part  with  his 
watch  to  some  obliging  pawnbroker.  He  would  have  waited 
until  a^r  dark  for  this  purpose,  though  it  had  been  the  longest 
day  in  the  year,  and  he  had  begun  it  without  a  breakfast. 

He  passed  more  Golden  Balls  than  all  the  jugglers  in 
Europe  have  juggled  with,  in  the  course  of  their  united 
performances,  before  he  could  determine  in  feivour  of  any 
particular  shop  where  those  symbols  were  displayed.  In  the 
end,  he  came  back  to  one  of  the  £rst  he  had  seen,  and  enter- 
ing by  a  side-door  in  a  court,  where  the  three  balls,  with  the 
legend  *' 'Money  Lent,"  were  repeated  in  a  ghastiy  transpa- 
rency, passed  into  one  of  a  series  of  little  closets,  or  private 
boxes,  erected  for  the  accommodation  of  the  more  bashful  and 
uninitiated  customers.  He  bolted  himself  in ;  pulled  out  his 
watch ;  and  laid  it  on  the  counter. 

**  Upon  my  life  and  soul ! "  said  a  low  voice  in  the  next  box 
to  the  shopman  who  was  in  treaty  with  him,  "you  must  make 
it  more ;  you  must  make  it  a  trifle  more,  you  must  indeed ! 
You  must  dispense  with   one   half-quarter  of  an   ounce  in 

weighing  out  your  pound  of  fbsh,  my  best  of  frioidfi,  and 

make  it  two-and-sb:." 

Martin  drew  back  involuntarily,  for  he  knew  the  voice  at 

once. 

"You're  always  fuU  of  your  chaff,"  said  the  shopman, 

rolling  up  the  article  (which  looked  like  a  shirt)  quite  as  a 

matter  of  course,  and  nibbing  his  pen  upon  the  counter. 
*'  I  shall  never  be  fuU  of  my  wheat,"  said  Mr.  Tigg,  "  as 

long  as  I  come  here.    Ha,  ha !     Not  bad !     Make  it  two-and- 

six,  my  dear  Mend,  positively  for  this  occasion  only.     Half-a- 

crown  is  a  delightful  coin — Two-and-six !     Going  at  two-and- 

six !     For  the  last  time,  at  two-and-six ! " 

''It'll  never  be  the  last  time  till  it's  quite  worn  out," 

rejoined  the  shopman.     '*  It 's  grown  yellow  in  the  service  as 

it  is." 
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"  It's  master  has  grown  yellow  in  the  service,  if  you  mean 
that,  my  Mend,'*  said  Mr.  Tigg ;  "in  the  patriotic  service  of 
an  ungrateful  country.  You  are  making  it  two-and-six,  I 
think?" 

"  I  'm  making  it,"  returned  the  shopman,  "  what  it  always 
has  been — ^two  shillings.     Same  name  as  usual,  I  suppose  ?" 

**  Still  the  same  name,"  said  Mr.  Tigg;  "my  claim  to  the 
dormant  peerage  not  being  yet  established  by  the  House  of 
Lords." 

"  The  old  address  ?  " 

" Not  at  all,"  said  Mr.  Tigg ;  "I  have  removed  my  town 
establishment  from  thirty-eight,  Mayfair,  to  number  fifteen- 
hundred-and-forty-two,  Park-lane." 

"  Come,  I  *m  not  going  to  put  down  that,  you  know,"  said 
the  shopman,  with  a  grin. 

"  You  may  put  down  what  you  please,  my  Mend,"  quoth 
Mr.  Tigg.  "  The  fact  is  still  the  same.  The  apartments  for 
the  imder-butler  and  the  fifth  footman  being  of  a  most  con- 
founded low  and  vulgar  kind  at  thiriy-eight,  Mayfair,  I  have 
been  compelled,  in  my  regard  for  the  feelings  which  do  them 
so  much  honour,  to  take  on  lease,  for  seven,  fourteen,  or 
twenty-one  years,  renewable  at  the  option  of  the  tenant,  the 
elegant  and  commodious  family  mansion,  number  fifteen- 
hundred-and-forty-two,  Park-lane.  Make  it  two-and-six,  and 
come  and  see  me ! " 

The  shopman  was  so  highly  entertained  by  this  piece  of 
humour,  that  Mr.  Tigg  himself  could  not  repress  some  Httle 
show  of  exultation.  It  vented  itself,  in  part,  in  a  desire  to  see 
how  the  occupant  of  the  next  box  received  his  pleasantry ;  to 
ascertain  which,  he  glanced  round  the  partition,  and  imme- 
diately, by  the  gaslight,  recognised  Martin. 

"  I  widi  I  may  die,"  said  Mr.  Tigg,  stretching  out  his  body 
so  far  that  his  head  was  as  much  in  Martin's  little  cell  as 
Martin's  own  head  was,  "  but  this  is  one  of  the  most 
tremendous  meetings  in  Ancient  or  Modem  History !  How 
are  you  ?  What  is  the  news  from  the  agricultural  districts  ? 
How  are  our  Mends  the  P.'s  ?  Ha,  ha !  David,  pay  particular 
attention  to  this  gentleman,  immediately,  as  a  Mend  of  mine, 
I  beg."  . 

"  Here !  Please  to  give  me  the  most  you  can  for  this,"  said 
Martin,  handing  the  watch  to  the  shopman,  *'  I  want  money 
sorely." 
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"  He  wants  money  sorely !  "  cried  Mr.  Tigg  with  excessive 
sympathy.  "  David,  you  will  have  the  goodness  to  do  your 
very  utmost  for  my  Mend,  who  wants  money  sorely.  You 
will  deal  with  my  friend  as  if  he  were  myself.  A  gold  hunting- 
watch,  David,  engine-turned,  capped  and  jewelled  in  four  holes, 
escape  movement,  horizontal  lever,  and  warranted  to  per- 
form correctly,  upon  my  personal  reputation,  who  have 
observed  it  naxrowly  for  many  years,  under  the  most  trying 
circumstances — "  here  he  winked  at  Martin,  that  he  might 
understand  this  recommendation  would  have  an  immense 
effect  upon  the  shopman :  "  what  do  you  say,  David,  to  my 
Mend?  Be  veiy  paxtieulax  to  deserve  my  custom  and 
recommendation,  David." 

"  I  can  lend  you  three  pound  on  this,  if  you  like,"  said  the 
shopman  to  Martin,  confidentially.  "  It 's  very  old-fashioned. 
I  couldn't  say  more." 

"  And  devilish  handsome  too,"  cried  Mr.  Tigg.  "  Two- 
twelve-six  for  the  watch,  and  seven-and-six  for  personal  regard. 
I  am  gratified :  it  may  be  weakness,  but  I  am.  Three  pound 
wiU  do.  We  take  it.  The  name  of  my  Mend  is  Smivey : 
Chicken  Smivey,  of  Holbom,  twenty-six-and-a-half  B : 
lodger."  Here  he  winked  at  Martin  again,  to  apprise  him 
that  all  the  forms  and  ceremonies  prescribed  by  law  were  now 
complied  with,  and  nothing  remained  but  the  receipt  of  the 
money. 

In  point  of  fact,  this  proved  to  be  the  case,  for  Martin,  who 
had  no  resource  but  to  take  what  was  offered  him,  signified 
his  acquiescence  by  a  nod  of  his  head,  and  presently  came  out 
with  the  cash  in  his  pocket.  He  was  joined  in  the  entry  by 
Mr.  Tigg,  who  warmly  congratulated  him,  as  he  took  his  arm 
and  accompanied  him  into  the  street,  on  the  successful  issue 
of  the  negotiation. 

"As  for  my  part  in  the  same,"  said  Mr.  Tigg,  '*  don't 
mention  it.     Don't  compliment  me,  for  I  can't  bear  it !" 

"  I  have  no  such  intention,  I  assure  you,"  retorted  Martin, 
releasing  his  arm,  and  stopping. 

"  You  oblige  m^e  very  much,"  said  Mr.  Tigg.  *'  Thank 
you." 

"Now,  sir,"  observed  Martin,  biting  his  lip,  "this  is  a 
large  town,  and  we  can  easily  find  different  ways  in  it.  If 
you  will  show  me  which  is  your  way,  I  will  take  another." 

Mr.  Tigg  waa  about  to  speak,  but  Martin  interposed : 
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^'  I  need  scarcely  tell  you,  after  what  you  have  jxiat  seen, 
that  I  have  nothing  to  bestow  upon  your  Mend,  Mr.  Slyme. 
And  it  is  quite  as  unnecessary  for  me  to  tell  you  that  I  don't 
desire  the  honour  of  yoiir  company.*' 

''  Stop !"  cried  Mr.  Tigg,  hoUing  out  his  hand.  "  Hold ! 
There  is  a  most  remarkably  long-headed,  flowing-bearded,  and 
patriarchal  proverb,  which  observes  that  it  is  the  duty  of  a 
man  to  be  just  before  he  is  generous.  Be  just  now,  and  you 
can  be  generous  presently.  Do  not  concise  me  with  the  man 
Slyme.  Do  not  distinguish  the  man  Slyme  as  a  Mend  of 
mine,  for  he  is  no  such  thing.  I  have  been  compelled,  sir,  to 
abandon  the  party  whom  you  call  Slyme.  I  have  no  knowledge 
of  the  party  whom  you  call  Slyme.  I  am,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Tigg, 
striking  himself  upon  the  breast,  "  a  premium  tulip,  of  a  very 
difOarent  growth  and  cultivation  &om  the  cabbage  Slyme,  sir." 

"  It  matters  very  little  to  me,"  said  Martin  coolly,  "  whether 
you  have  set  up  as  a  vagabond  on  your  own  aooount,  or  are 
stin  trading  on  behalf  of  Mr.  Slyme.  I  wish  to  hold  no 
correspondence  with  you.  In  the  devil's  name,  man,"  said 
Martin,  scarcely  able  despite  his  vexation  to  repress  a  smile, 
as  Mr.  Tigg  stood  leaning  his  back  against  the  shutters  of  a 
shop  window  adjusting  his  hair  with  great  composure,  *'  will 
you  go  one  way  or  other  ?" 

"  You  will  allow  me  to  remind  you,  air,"  said  Mr.  Tigg, 
with  sudden  dignity,  *'that  you — ^not  I — that  you — I  say 
emphatically,  you — ^have  reduced  the  proceedings  of  this 
evening  to  a  cold  and  distant  matter  of  business,  when  I  was 
disposed  to  place  them  on  a  Mendly  footing.  It  being  made 
a  matter  of  business,  sir,  I  beg  to  say  that  I  expect  a  trifle 
(which  I  shall  bestow  in  Charity)  as  commission  upon  the 
pecuniary  advance,  in  which  I  have  rendered  you  my  humble 
services.  After  the  terms  in  which  you  have  addressed  me, 
sir,"  concluded  Mr.  Tigg,  ''you  will  not  insult  me,  if  you 
please,  by  offering  more  than  half-a-crown." 

Martin  drew  that  piece  of  money  from  his  pocket,  and 
tossed  it  towards  him.  Mr.  Tigg  caught  it,  looked  at  it  to 
assure  himself  of  its  goodness,  spun  it  in  the  air  after  the 
mamier  of  a  pieman,  and  buttoned  it  up.  Finally,  he  raised 
his  hat  an  inch  or  two  from  his  head,  with  a  military  air, 
and,  after  pausing  a  moment  with  deep  gravity,  as  to  decide 
in  which  direction  he  should  go,  and  to  what  Earl  or  Marquis 
among  his  Mends  he  should  give  the  -prei&reaxce  in  his  next 
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call,  stuck  his  hands  in  his  skirt-pockets  and  swaggered  round 
the  comer.  Martin  took  the  directly  opposite  course ;  and  so^ 
to  his  great  content,  they  parted  company. 

It  was  with  a  bitter  sense  of  humiliation  that  he  cursed^ 
again  and  agaia,  the  mischance  of  haviog  encountered  this 
man  in  the  pawnbroker's  shop.  The  only  comfort  he  had  in 
"the  recollection  was,  Mr.  Tigg's  volimtary  avowal  of  a  separa- 
tion between  himself  and  Slyme,  that  would  at  least  prevent 
his  circumstances  (so  Martin  argued)  from  being  known  to 
any  member  of  his  family,  the  bare  possibility  of  which  filled 
him  with  shame  and  wounded  pride.  Abstractedly,  there  was 
greater  reason,  perhaps,  for  supposing  any  declaration  of 
Mr.  Tigg's  to  be  false,  than  for  attaching  the  least  credence  to 
it ;  but  reniembering  the  terms  on  which  the  intimacy  between 
that  gentleman  and  his  bosom  friend  had  subsisted,  and  the 
strong  probability  of  Mr.  Tigg's  having  established  an  inde* 
pendent  business  of  his  own  on  Mr.  Slyme's  connexion,  it  had 
a  reasonable  appearance  of  probability :  at  all  events,  Martin 
hoped  so  ;  and  that  went  a  long  way. 

His  first  step,  now  that  he  had  a  supply  of  ready  money  for 
his  present  necessities,  was,  to  retain  his  bed  at  the  public- 
house  until  forther  notice,  and  to  write  a  formal  note  to  Tom 
Pinch  (for  he  knew  Pecksniff  would  see  it)  requesting  to  have 
his  clothes  forwarded  to  London  by  coach,  with  a  direction  to 
be  left  at  the  office  until  called  for.  These  measures  taken, 
he  passed  the  interval  before  the  box  arrived — three  days — in 
making  inquiries  relative  to  American  vessels,  at  the  offices  of 
various  shipping-agents  in  the  city;  and  in  lingering  about 
the  docks  and  wharves,  with  the  faint  hope  of  stumbling  upon 
some  engagement  for  the  voyage,  as  clerk  or  supercargo,  or 
custodian  of  something  or  somebody,  which  would  enable  him  to 
procure  a  free  passage.  But,  finding,  soon,  that  no  such  means 
of  employment  were  likely  to  present  themselves,  and  dreading 
the  consequences  of  delay,  he  drew  up  a  short  advertisement, 
stating  what  he  wanted  and  inserted  it  in  the  leading  news- 
papers. Pending  the  receipt  of  the  twenty  or  thirty  answers 
which  he  vaguely  expected,  he  reduced  his  wardrobe  to  the 
narrowest  limits  consistent  with  decent  respectability,  and 
carried  the  overplus  at  different  times  to  the  pawnbroker's 
shop,  for  conversion  into  money. 

And  it  was  strange,  very  strange,  even  to  himself,  to  find, 
how  by  quick  though  almost  imperceptible  degrees  he  lost  his 
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delicacy  and  self-respect,  and  gradually  came  to  do  that  as  a 
matter  of  course  without  the  least  compunction,  which  but  a 
few  short  days  before  had  galled  him  to  the  quick.  The  first 
time  he  visited  the  pawnbroker's,  he  felt  on  his  way  there  as 
if  every  person  whom  he  passed  suspected  whither  he  was 
going ;  and  on  his  way  back  again,  as  if  the  whole  human 
tide  he  stemmed,  knew  well  where  he  had  come  from.  When 
did  he  care  to  think  of  their  discernment  now !  In  his  first 
wanderings  up  and  down  the  weary  streets,  he  counterfeited 
the  walk  of  one  who  had  an  object  in  his  view ;  but,  soon 
there  came  upon  him  the  sauntering,  slipshod  gait  of  listless 
idleness,  and  the  lounging  at  street-comers,  and  plucking  and 
biting  of  stray  bits  of  straw,  and  strolling  up  and  down  the 
same  place,  and  looking  into  the  same  shop-windows,  with  a 
miserable  indifierence  fifty  times  a  day.  At  first,  he  came 
out  jfrom  his  lodging  with  an  imeasy  sense  of  being  observed 
— even  by  those  chance  passers-by,  on  whom  he  had  never 
looked  before,  and  hundreds  to  one  would  never  see  again — 
issuing  in  the  morning  from  a  pubHc-house ;  but  now,  in  his 
comings-out  and  goings-in  he  did  not  mind  to  lounge  about 
the  door,  or  to  stand  sunning  himself  in  careless  thought 
beside  the  wooden  stem,  studded  from  head  to  heel  with  pegs, 
on  which  the  beer-pots  dangled  like  so  many  boughs  upon  a 
pewter-tree.  And  yet  it  took  but  five  weeks  to  reach  the 
lowest  round  of  this  tall  ladder ! 

Oh,  morahsts,  who  treat  of  happiness  and  self-respect, 
innate  in  every  sphere  of  life,  and  shedding  Hght  on  every 
grain  of  dust  in  God's  highway,  so  smooth  below  your 
carriage- wheels,  so  rough  beneath  the  tread  of  naked  feet, — 
bethink  yourselves  in  looking  on  the  swift  descent  of  men 
who  have  Hved  in  their  own  esteem,  that  there  are  scores  of 
thousands  breathing  now,  and  breathing  thick  with  painful 
toil,  who  in  that  high  respect  have  never  Hved  at  all,  nor  had 
a  chance  of  life !  Go  ye,  who  rest  so  placidly  upon  the  sacred 
Bard  who  had  been  young,  and  when  he  strung  his  harp  was 
old,  and  had  never  seen  the  righteous  forsaken,  or  his  seed 
begging  their  bread;  go.  Teachers  of  content  and  honest 
pride,  into  the  mine,  the  mill,  the  forge,  the  squalid  depths  of 
deepest  ignorance,  and  uttermost  abyss  of  man's  neglect,  and 
say  can  any  hopeful  plant  spring  up  in  air  so  foul  that  it 
extinguishes  the  soul's  bright  torch  as  fast  as  it  is  kindled ! 
And,  oh!   ye  Pharisees  of  the  nineteen  hundredth  year  of 
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Cbristiazi  Knowledge,  wlio  soundinglj  appeal  to  human 
nature,  see  that  it  be  human  first.  Take  heed  it  has  not 
been  tranfiformed,  during  your  slumber  and  the  sleep  of 
generations,  into  the  nature  of  the  Beasts ! 

Five  weeks !  Of  all  the  twenty  or  thirty  answers,  not  one 
had  come.  His  money — even  the  additional  stock  he  had 
raised  from  the  disposal  of  his  spare  clothes  (and  that  was  not 
much,  for  clothes,  though  dear  to  buy,  are  cheap  to  pawn) — 
was  fast  diminishing.  Yet  what  could  he  do  ?  At  times  an 
agony  came  over  him  in  which  he  darted  forth  again,  though 
he  was  but  newly  home,  and,  returning  to  some  place  where 
he  had  been  already  twenty  times,  made  some  new  attempt  to 
gain  his  end,  but  always  unsuccessfully.  He  was  years  and 
years  too  old  for  a  cabin-boy,  and  years  upon  years  too 
inexperienced  to  be  accepted  as  a  common  seaman.  His 
dress  and  manner,  too,  militated  fatally  against  any  such 
proposal  aa  the  latter ;  and  yet  he  was  reduced  to  making  it ; 
for,  even  if  he  could  have  contemplated  the  being  set  down  in 
America,  totally  without  money,  he  had  not  enough  left  now 
for  a  steerage  passage  and  the  poorest  provisions  upon  the 
voyage. 

It  is  an  illustration  of  a  very  common  tendency  in  the  mind 
of  man,  that  all  this  time  he  never  once  doubted,  one  may 
almost  say  the  certainty  of  doing  great  things  in  the  New 
World,  if  he  could  only  get  there.  In  proportion  aa  he 
became  more  and  more  dejected  by  his  present  circumstances, 
and  the  means  of  gaining  AmeriL  Wed  from  hia  grasp, 
the  more  he  fretted  himself  with  the  conviction  that  that  was 
the  only  place  in  which  he  could  hope  to  achieve  any  high 
end,  and  worried  his  brain  with  the  thought  that  men  going 
there  in  the  meanwhile  might  anticipate  him  in  the  attain- 
ment Qf  those  objects  which  were  dearest  to  his  heart.  He 
often  thought  of  John  Westiock,  and  besides  looking  out  for 
him  on  all  occasions,  actually  walked  about  London  for  three 
days  together,  for  the  express  purpose  of  meeting  with  him. 
But,  although  he  failed  in  this ;  and  although  he  would  not 
have  scrupled  to  borrow  money  of  him;  and  although  he 
believed  that  John  would  have  lent  it ;  yet  stiU  he  could  not 
bring  his  mind  to  write  to  Pinch  and  inquire  where  he  was  to 
be  found.  For  although,  as  we  have  seen,  he  was  fond  of 
Tom  after  his  own  fashion,  he  could  not  endure  the  thought 
(feeling  so  superior  to  Tom)  of  making  him  the  stepping-stone 
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to  his  fortune,  or  being  anything  to  him  but  a  patron ;  and 
his  pride  so  revolted  from  the  idea,  that  it  restrained  him, 
even  now. 

It  might  have  yielded,  however ;  and  no  doubt  must  hons 
yielded  soon,  but  for  a  veiy  strange  and  unlooked-for 
occurrence. 

The  five  weeks  had  quite  run  out,  and  he  was  in  a  truly 
desperate  plight,  when  one  evening,  having  just  returned  to 
his  lodging,  and  being  in  the  act  of  lighting  his  candle  at  the 
gas  jet  in  the  bar  before  stalking  moodily  up-stairs  to  his  own 
room,  his  landlord  called  him  by  his  name.  Now,  as  he  had 
never  told  it  to  the  man,  but  had  scrupulously  kept  it  to 
himself,  he  was  not  a  little  startled  by  this ;  and  so  plainly 
showed  his  agitation,  that  the  landlord,  to  reassure  him,  said 
"  it  was  only  a  letter." 

"A  letter!"  cried  Martin. 

*'  For  Mr.  Martin  Chuzzlewit,"  said  the  landlord,  reading 
the  superscription  of  one  he  held  in  his  hand.  ''Noon. 
Chief  Office.     Paid." 

Martin  took  it  £rom  him,  thanked  him,  and  walked  up- 
stairs. It  was  not  sealed,  but  pasted  close ;  the  hand- writing 
was  quite  tmknown  to  him.  He  opened  it,  and  found 
enclosed,  without  any  name,  address,  or  other  inscription  or 
explanation  of  any  kind  whatever,  a  Bank  of  England  note 
for  Twenty  Pounds. 

To  say  that  he  was  perfectly  stunned  with  astonishment 
and  delight ;  that  he  looked  again  and  again  at  the  note  and 
the  wrapper;  that  he  hurried  below  stairs  to  make  quite 
certain  that  the  note  was  a  good  note ;  and  then  hurried  up 
again  to  satisfy  himself  for  the  fiftieth  time  that  he  had  not 
overlooked  some  scrap  of  writing  on  the  wrapper;  that  he 
exhausted  and  bewildered  himself  with  conjectures ;  an^  could 
make  nothing  of  it  bat  that  there  the  note  was,  and  he  was 
suddenly  enriched ;  would  be  only  to  relate  so  many  matters 
of  course,  to  no  purpose.  The  filial  upshot  of  the  business  at 
that  time  was,  that  he  resolved  to  treat  himself  to  a  comfortable 
but  frugal  meal  in  his  own  chamber ;  and  having  ordered  a 
fire  to  be  kindled,  went  out  to  purchase  it  forthwith. 

He  bought  some  cold  bee^  and  ham,  and  French  bread, 
and  butter,  and  came  back  with  his  pockets  pretty  heavily 
laden.  It  was  8(»newhat  <x£  a  damping  dreumstaiwe  to  find 
the  room  full  of  smoke,  which  was  i^tributable  to  two  cauMB: 
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firstly,  to  the  flue  being  naturally  Ticioiis  and  a  smoker ;  and 
secondly,  to  their  haying  forgotten  in  lighting  the  fire,  an  odd 
sack  or  two  and  some  other  trifles,  which  had  been  put  up  the 
chinmey  to  keep  the  rain  out.  They  had  already  remedied 
this  OY^sight,  however;  and  propped  up  the  window-sash 
with  a  bundle  of  firewood  to  keep  it  open ;  so  that,  except  in 
being  rather  inflammatory  to  the  eyes  and  choking  to  the 
lungs,  the  apartment  was  quite  comfortable. 

Martin  was  in  no  vein  to  quarrel  with  it,  if  it  had  been  in 
less  tolerable  order,  especially  when  a  gleaming  pint  of  porter 
was  set  upon  the  table,  and  ike  servant-girl  withdrew,  bearing 
with  her  particular  instructions  relative  to  the  production  of 
something  hot,  when  he  should  ring  the  bell.  The  cold  meat 
being  wrapped  in  a  play-bill,  Martin  laid  the  cloth  by 
spreading  that  document  on  the  little  round  table  wifch  the 
print  downwards;  tind  arrangiug  the  collation  upon  .it.  The 
foot  of  the  bed,  which  was  very  close  to  the  fire,  answered  for 
a  sideboard ;  and  when  he  had  completed  these  preparations, 
he  squeezed  an  old  arm-chair  into  the  warmest  corner^  and 
sat  down  to  enjoy  himself. 

He  had  begun  to  eat  with  great  appetite,  glancing  roimd 
tibuB  room  meanwhile  with  a  triumphant  anticipation  of  quitting 
it  for  ever  on  the  morrow,  when  his  attention  was  arrested  by 
a  stealthy  footstep  on  the  stairs,  and  presently  by  a  knock  at 
his  chamber  door,  which,  although  it  was  a  gentle  knock 
enough,  commimicated  such  a  start  to  the  bundle  of  firewood 
that  it  instantly  leaped  out  of  window,  and  plunged  into  the 
street. 

"  More  coals,  I  suppose,"  said  Martin.     "  Come  in !" 

''It  an't  a  liberty,  sir,  though  it  seems  so,"  rejoined  a 
man's  voice.  "  Your  servant,  sir.  Hope  you  're  pretiy  weU, 
sir." 

Martin  stajred  at  the  face  that  was  bowing  in  the  doorway : 
perfectly  remembering  the  features  and  ezpressicm,  but  quite 
fod^etting  to  whom  they  belonged. 

"Tapley,  sir,"  said  his  visitor.  "Him  as  formerly  lived 
at  the  Dragon,  sir,  and  was  forced  to  leave  in  consequence  of 
a  want  of  jollity,  air." 

*' To  be  sore ! "  cried  Martin.  "Why,  how  did  you  comie 
here  ?  " 

"  Right  through  the  passage,  and  up  the  stairs,  sir,"  said 
Mark. 
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''  How  did  you  find  me  out,  I  mean  ?  "  asked  Martin. 

"  Why,  sir,"  said  Mark,  "  I  Ve  passed  you  once  or  twice  in 
the  street  if  I  'm  not  mistaken ;  and  when  I  was  a  looking  in 
at  the  beef-and-ham  shop  just  now,  along  with  a  hungry 
sweep,  as  was  very  much  calculated  to  make  a  man  joUy,  sir 
— I  see  you  a  buying  that." 

Martin  reddened  as  he  pointed  to  the  table,  and  said,  some- 
what hastily : 

"Well!  what  then?" 

*' Why  then,  sir,"  said  Mark,  "  I  made  bold  to  foller;  and 
as  I  told  'em  down  stairs  that  you  expected  me,  I  was  let  up." 

*'Are  you  charged  with  any  message,  that  you  told  them 
you  were  expected?"  inquired  Martin. 

"  No,  sir,  I  an%"  said  Mark.  *'  That  was  what  you  may 
call  a  pious  fraud,  sir,  that  was." 

Martin  cast  an  angry  look  at  him :  but  there  was  some- 
thing in  the  fellow's  merry  face,  and  in  his  manner — ^which 
with  all  its  cheerfulness  was  far  from  being  obtrusive  or 
familiar — ^that  quite  disarmed  him.  He  had  lived  a  solitary 
life  too,  for  many  weeks,  and  the  voice  was  pleasant  in  his 
ear. 

"  Tapley,"  he  said,  "  I  'U  deal  openly  with  you.  From  all 
I  can  judge,  and  from  all  I  have  heard  of  you  through  Pinch, 
you  are  not  a  likely  kind  of  fellow  to  have  been  brought  here 
by  impertinent  curiosity  or  any  other  offensive  motive.  Sit 
down.     I  *m  glad  to  see  you." 

"  Thankee,  sir,"  said  Mark.     "  I  *d  as  lieve  stand." 

"  If  you  don't  sit  down,"  retorted  Martin,  "  I  'U  not  talk 
to  you." 

"Very  good,  sir,"  observed  Mark.  "Your  will's  a  law, 
sir.  Down  it  is ; "  and  he  sat  down  accordingly,  upon  the 
bedstead. 

"  Help  yourself,"  said  Martin,  handing,  him  the  only  knife. 

"  Thankee,  sir,"  rejoined  Mark.     "  After  you  've  done." 

"If  you  don't  take  it  now,  you'll  not  have  any,"  said 
Martin. 

"Very  good,  sir,"  rejoined  Mark.  "That  being  your 
desire — ^now  it  is."  With  which  reply  he  gravely  helped 
himself,  and  went  on  eating.  Martin  having  done  the  like 
for  a  short  time  in  silence,  said  abruptly  : 

"  What  are  you  doing  in  London  ?  " 

"  Nothing  at  all,  sir,"  rejoined  Mark. 
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"  How  's  that  ?  "  asked  Martin. 

**  I  want  a  place/'  said  Mark. 

**  I  'm  sorry  ft)r  you,"  said  Martin. 

** — ^To  attend  upon  a  single  gentleman,"  resumed  Mark. 
"  If  from  the  country  the  more  desirable.  Makeshifts  would 
be  preferred.     Wages  no  object." 

He  said  this  so  pointedly,  that  Martin  stopped  in  his  eatings 
and  said : 

"  If  you  mean  me — " 

**  Yes,  I  do,  sir,"  interposed  Mark. 

"  Then  you  may  judge  from  my  style  of  living  here,  of  my 
means  of  keeping  a  man-servant.  Besides,  I  am  going  to 
America  immediately." 

"  Well,  sir,"  returned  Mark,  quite  unmoved  by  this  intel- 
ligence, ''from  all  that  ever  I  heard  about  it,  I  should  say 
America  is  a  very  likely  sort  of  place  for  me  to  be  jolly  in  ! " 

Again  Martin  looked  at  him  angrily ;  and  again  his  anger 
melted  away  in  spite  of  himself. 

"  Lord  bless  you,  sir,"  said  Mark,  "  what  is  the  use  of  us 
a  going  round  and  round,  and  hiding  behind  the  comer,  and 
dodging  up  and  down,  when  we  can  come  straight  to  the 
point  in  six  words !  I  've  had  my  eye  upon  you  any  time  this 
fortnight.  I  see  well  enough  that  there 's  a  screw  loose  in 
your  affairs.  I  know  *d  well  enough  the  first  time  I  see  you 
down  at  the  Dragon  that  it  must  be  so,  sooner  or  later. 
Now,  sir,  here  am  I,  without  a  sitiwation ;  without  any  want 
of  wages  for  a  year  to  come ;  for  I  saved  up  (I  didn't  mean 
to  do  it,  but  I  couldn't  help  it)  at  the  Dragon — ^here  am  I 
with  a  liking  for  what's  wentersome,  and  a  liking  for  you, 
and  a  wish  to  come  out  strong  under  circumstances  as  woidd 
keep  other  men  down:  and  will  you  take  me,  or  will  you 
leave  me  ?  " 

"  How  can  I  take  you  ?  "  cried  Martin. 

'*  When  I  say  take,"  rejoined  Mark,  "  I  mean  will  you  let 
me  go  ?  and  when  I  say  will  you  let  me  go,  I  mean  will  you 
let  me  go  along  with  you  ?  for  go  I  will,  somehow  or  another. 
Now  that  you  've  said  America,  I  see  clear  at  once,  that  that 's 
the  place  for  me  to  be  joUy  in.  Therefore,  if  I  don't  pay  my 
own  passage  in  the  diip  you  go  in,  sir,  I'U  pay  my  own 
passage  in  another.  And  mark  my  words,  if  I  go  alone  it 
shall  be,  to  cany  out  the  principle,  in  the  rottenest,  craziest, 
leakiDgest  tub  of  a  wessel  that  a  place  can  be  got  in  for  love 
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or  money.  So  if  I  'm  lost  upon  the  way,  sir,  there  '11  "be  a 
drowned  man  at  your  door — ^and  always  a  knocking  doable 
knocks  at  it,  too,  or  never  trufit  me ! " 

''  This  is  mere  folly,''  said  Martin. 

"  Very  good,  sir,''  returned  Mark.  "  I  'm  glad  to  hear  it, 
because  if  you  don't  mean  to  let  me  go,  you.  11  be  store 
comfortable,  perhaps,  on  account  of  thinking  so.  Therefore 
I  contradict  no  gentleman.  But  all  I  say  is,  that  if  I  don't 
emigrate  to  America  in  that  case,  in  the  beastliest,  old  cockle- 
shell as  goes  out  of  port,  I  'm " 

"  You  don't  mean  what  yoa  say,  I  'm  sure,"  said  Maridn. 

"Yes  I  do,"  cried  Mark. 

"  I  teU  you  I  know  better,"  rejoined  Martin. 

*' Very  good,  sir,"  said  Mark,  with  the  same  air  of  i)erfect 
satisfaction.  "  Let  it  stand  that  way  at  present,  sir,  and  wait 
and  see  how  it  turns  out.  Why,  love  my  heart  alive !  the 
Qoly  doubt  I  have,  is,  whether  there's  any  credit  in  going 
with  a  gentleman  like  you,  that 's  as  certain  to  make  his  way 
there  as  a  gimlet  is  to  go  through  soft  deal." 

This  was  touching  Martin  on  his  weak  x>oint,  and  having 
him  at  a  great  advantage.  He  could  not  help  thinking, 
either,  what  a  brisk  fellow  this  Mark  was,  and  how  great  a 
change  he  had  wrought  in  the  atmoE^here  of  the  dismal  litde 
room  already. 

"Why,  certainly,  Mark,"  he  said,  "  I  have  hopes  of  doing 
well  there,  ix  I  shouldn't  go.  I  may  have  the  quali£cati<»is 
finr  doing  well,  perhaps." 

"Of  course  you  have,  sir,"  returned  Mark  Tapley.  "Every- 
body knows  duit." 

"  You  see,"  said  Martin,  leaning  his  chin  upon  his  hand, 
and  looking  at  the  fire,  "  ornamental  architecture  applied  to 
domestic  purposes,  can  hardly  fail  to  be  in  great  request  in 
that  country;  for  men  are  constantly  changing  their  residences 
there,  and  moving  further  off ;  and  it 's  clear  they  must  have 
houses  to  live  in," 

"I  should  say,  sir,'^  observed  Mark,  "that  that's  a  state 
of  things,  as  opens  one  of  the  jolliest  .look-outs  for  domestic 
architecture  that  ever  I  heeid  tell  on." 

Martin  glanced  at  him  hastily,  not  feeling  quite  firee  from  a 
flus^^kaon  that  fhis  remark  implied  a  doubt  of  the  sucoess&il 
imtte  of  his  plans.  But  Mr.  Tapley  was  eating  the  boiled 
beef  and  bread  with  such  entire  good  £ftith  and  singleness  of 
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purpose  expreseed  ia  his  yisage,  that  he  could  aot  hnf  be 
satisfied.  Another  doubt  azose  in  his  mind,  however,  as  this 
one  disappeared.  He  produced  the  blank  ooyer  in  which  the 
note  had  been  eodosedy  and  fixing  his  eyes  on  Mark  as  he 
put  it  in  his  hands,  said, 

*'  Now  tell  me  the  ixuih.  Do  you  know  anything  about 
that?" 

Mark  turned  it  over  and  over ;  held  it  near  his  eyes ;  held 
it  away  &oin  him.  at  arm's  length ;  held  it  with  the  super- 
scription upwards,  and  with  the  superscription  downwards; 
and  shook  his  head  with  such  a  geuuine  expression  of  aston- 
ishment at  being  asked  the  question,  that  Martin  said,  as  he 
took  it  from  him  again : 

''  No,  I  see  you  don't  How  should  you !  Though,  indeed, 
your  knowing  about  it  would  not  be  more  extraordinary  than 
its  being  here.  Come,  Tapley,"  he  added,  after  a  moment's 
thought,  "  I  '11  trust  you  with  my  history,  sudi  as  it  is,  and 
then  you  '11  see,  more  clearly,  what  sort  of  fortunes  you  would 
link  yourself  to,  if  you  &)llowed  me." 

^'I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Mark;  ^'but  afore  you 
enter  upon  it,  will  you  take  me  if  I  dioose  to  go  ?  Will  you 
turn  off  me — ^Mark  Tapley — ^formerly  of  the  Blue  Dragon,  as 
can  be  weU  reoommeaded  by  Mr.  Pinch,  and  as  wants  a 
gentleman  of  your  strength  of  mind  to  look  up  to ;  or  wiU 
you,  in  climbing  the  ladder  as  you  're  certain  to  get  to  the  top 
of,  take  me  along  with  you  at  a  respectM  diBbance  ?  Now, 
BST,^^  said  Mark,  "it's  of  very  little  importance  to  you,  I 
know — there 's  the  difficulty ;  but  it 's  of  very  great  impor- 
tanee  to  me ;  and  will  you  be  so  good  as  to  consider  of  it  ?  " 

If  this  were  meant  as  a  second  appeal  to  Martin's  weak 
«de,  founded  on  his  observation  of  ^  effect  of  the  first,  Mr. 
Tapley  was  a  skilftil  and  shrewd  observer.  "Whether  an 
intentional  or  an  accidental  shot,  it  hit  the  mark  foU.;  for 
Martin,  relenting  more  and  more,  said  with  a  condescension 
which  was  inexpressibly  delicious  to  him,  after  his  recent 
humiliation : 

'*  We  'U  see  about  it,  Tapley.  You  shall  teil  me  ia  what 
disposition  you  find  yourself  to-morrow." 

"Then,  sir,"  said  Mark,  rubbiug  his  hands,  "the  job's 
done.     Go  on,  mr,  if  you  please.     I  'm  all  attention." 

Throwing  himself  b»,ck  in  his  arm-chair,  and  looking  at 

the  fire,  with,  now  and  then  a  glance  at  Mark,  who  at  such 

r2 
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times  nodded  his  head  sagely,  to  express  his  profound  interest 
and  attention ;  Martin  ran  over  the  chief  points  in  his  history, 
to  the  same  effect  as  he  had  related  them,  weeks  before,  to 
Mr.  Pinch.  But  he  adapted  them,  according  to  the  best  of 
his  judgment,  to  Mr.  Tapley^s  comprehension ;  and  with  that 
view  made  as  light  of  his  love  aflEair  as  he  cotlld,  and  referred 
to  it  in  very  few  words.  But  here  he  reckoned  without  liis 
host;  for  Mark's  interest  was  keenest  in  this  parfc  of  the 
business,  and  prompted  him  to  ask  sundry  questions  in 
relation  to  it ;  for  which  he  apologised  as  one  in  some  measure 
privileged  to  do  so,  jfrom  having  seen  (as  Martin  explained  to 
him)  the  young  lady  at  the  Blue  Dragon. 

"  And  a  young  lady  as  any  gentleman  ought  to  ffeel  more 
proud  of  being  in  love  with,"  said  Mark,  energetically, 
*'  don't  draw  breath." 

"  Aye !  You  saw  her  when  she  was  not  happy,"  said 
Martin,  gazing  at  the  fire  again.  **  If  you  had  seen  her  in 
the  old  times,  indeed — " 

"Why,  she  certainly  was  a  little  down-hearted,  sir,  and 
something  paler  in  her  colour  than  I  could  have  wished,"  said 
Mark,  "  but  none  the  worse  in  her  looks  for  that.  I  think 
she  seemed  better,  sir,  after  she  come  to  London." 

Martin  withdrew  his  eyes  from  the  fire ;  stared  at  Mark  as 
if  he  thought  he  had  suddenly  gone  mad ;  and  asked  him 
what  he  meant. 

"  No  offence  intended,  sir,"  urged  Mark.  '*  I  don't  mean 
to  say  she  was  any  the  happier  without  you ;  but  I  thought 
she  was  a  looking  better,  sir." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  she  has  been  in  London  ?  "  asked 
Martin,  rising  hurriedly,  and  pushing  back  his  chair. 

'*  Of  course  I  do,"  said  Mark,  rising  too,  in  great  amaze- 
ment, from  the  bedstead. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  teU  me  she 's  in  London  now  ?  " 

"  Most  likely,  sir.     I  mean  to  say  she  was,  a  week  ago." 

'*  And  you  know  where  ?  " 

"  Yes !  "  cried  Mark.     "  What !     Don't  you  ?  " 

"My  good  fellow!"  exclaimed  Martin,. clutching  him  by 
both  arms,  "  I  have  never  seen  her  since  I  left  my  grand- 
father's house." 

"  Why  then ! "  cried  Mark,  giving  the  little  table  such  a 
blow  with  his  clenched  fist  that  the  slices  of  beef  and  ham 
danced  upon  it,  while  all  his  features  seemed,  with  delight,  to 
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be  going  up  into  his  forehead,  and  never  coming  back  again 
any  more,  '*  if  I  an't  your  nat'ral  bom  servant,  hired  by  Fate, 
there  an't  such  a  thing  in  natur'  as  a  Blue  Dragon.  What ! 
-when  I  was  a  rambling  up  and  down  a  old  church-yard  in 
the  City,  getting  myself  into  a  jolly  state,  didn't  I  see  your 
grandfEither  a  toddling  to  and  fix)  for  pretty  nigh  a  mortal 
liour!  Didn't  I  watch  him  into  Codgers' s  commercial 
boarding-house,  and  watch  him  out,  and  watch  him  home  to 
bis  hotel,  and  go  and  teU  him  as  his  was  the  service  for  my 
money,  and  I  had  said  so,  afore  I  left  the  Dragon !  Wasn't 
the  young  lady  a  sitting  with  him  then,  and  didn't  she  falL  a 
laughing  in  a  maimer  as  was  beautiful  to  see  !  Didn't  your 
grandfiEither  say,  *  Come  back  again  next  week,'  aad  didn't  I 
go  next  week ;  and  didn't  he  say  that  he  couldn't  make  up 
his  mind  to  trust  nobody  no  more,  and  therefore  wouldn't 
engage  me ;  but  at  the  same  time  stood  something  to  drink  as 
was  handsome !  Why,"  cried  Mr.  Tapley,  with  a  comical 
mixture  of  delight  and  chagrin,  *'  where  's  the  credit  of  a 
man's  being  jolly  under  such  circumstances  !  who  could  help 
it,  when  things  come  about  Hke  this ! "  x 

For  some  moments,  Martin  stood  gazing  at  him,  as  if  he 
really  doubted  the  evidence  of  his  senses,  and  could  not 
believe  that  Mark  stood  there,  in  the  body  before  him.  At 
length  he  asked  him  whether,  if  the  young  lady  were  stiU  in 
London,  he  thought  he  could  contrive  to  deliver  a  letter  to 
her  secretly." 

"  Do  I  think  I  can !"  cried  Mark.  ''Think  Icanl  Here, 
sit  down,  sir.     Write  it  out,  sir  !  " 

With  that  he  cleared  the  table  by  the  summary  process  of 
tilting  everything  upon  it  into  the  fire-place ;  snatched  some 
writing  materials  fix)m  the  mantel-shelf;  set  Martin's  chair 
before  them ;  forced  him  down  into  it ;  dipped  a  pen  into  the 
ink ;  and  put  it  in  his  hand. 

"Cut  away,  sir!"  cried  Mark.  "Make  it  strong,  sir. 
Let  it  be  wery  pinted,  sir.  Do  I  think  so  ?  I  should  think 
so.     Go  to  work,  sir ! " 

Martin  required  no  further  adjuration,  but  went  to  work  at 
a  great  rate;  while  Mr.  Tapley,  installing  himself  without 
any  more  formalities  into  the  functions  of  his  valet  and 
general  attendant,  divested  himself  of  his  coat,  and  went  on 
to  clear  the  fire-place  and  arrange  the  room :  talking  to 
himself  in  a  low  voice  the  whole  time. 
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'^  JoUj  fioit  of  lodgings/'  said  Mark,  rubbing  his  nose  with 
the  nob  at  the  end  of  the  fire-shoyel,  and  looking  round  the 
poor  chamber :  ''  that 's  a  comfort.  The  rain 's  come  ifarongh 
the  roof  too.  That  an't  bad.  A  lirely  old  bedstead,  I  'U  be 
boond ;  popilaied  by  lots  of  wampires,  no  doubt.  Come !  my 
spirits  is  a  getting  up  again.  An  uncommon  ragged  night- 
cap this.  A  very  good  sign.  We  shall  do  yet !  Here  Jane, 
my  dear"  calling  down  the  stairs,  **  bring  up  that  there  hot 
tinnbler  for  my  master,  as  was  a  miTing  when  I  come  in. 
That 's  right,  sir,"  to  Martin.  ''  Go  at  it  as  if  you  meant  it, 
sir.  Be  veiy  tender,  sir,  if  you  pleaae.  You  can't  make  it 
too  strong,  sir  I " 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

TJX  WHICH  KABTIN  BIDS  ADIEU  TO  THE  LADT  OF  HIS  LOTE ;  AlTD  HONOUBS 
AN  OBSCURE  INDIVIDUAL  WHOSE  FORTUNE  HE  INTENDS  TO  HAKE,  BT 
OOMMENDINO  HER  TO  HIS  PROTECTION. 

Ts£  letter  being  duly  signed,  sealed,  and  deliT^^ed,  was 
handed  to  Mark  Taplej,  for  immediate  oonyejance  if  possible. 
And  lie  suoceeded  so  weU  in  bis  embassy  as  to  be  enabled  to 
return  that  same  nighj^,  just  as  the  house  was  closing ;  with 
the  -welcome  intelligence  that  he  had  sent  it  up  stairs  to  the 
young  lady,  enclosed  in  a  small  manuscript  of  his  own, 
purporting  to  contain  his  further  petition  to  be  engaged  in 
Mr.  Chuzdewit's  service ;  and  that  she  had  herself  oome  down 
and  told  him,  in  great  haste  and  agitation,  that  she  would 
meet  the  gentleman  at  eight  o'dock  to-morrow  morning  in 
St.  James's  Park.  It  was  then  agreed  between  the  new 
master  and  the  new  man,  that  Mark  should  be  in  waiting 
near  the  hotel  in  good  time,  to  escort  the  young  lady  to  the 
X^ace  of  appointment;  and  when  they  had  parted  for  the 
night  with  this  understanding,  Martin  todc  up  his  pen  again ; 
and  before  he  went  to  bed  wrote  another  letter,  whereof  more 
will  be  seen  presently. 

He  was  up  before  day-break,  and  came  upon  the  Park  with 
the  morning,  which  was  clad  in  the  least  engaging  of  the 
three  hundred  and  sixty-five  dresses  in  the  wardrobe  of  the 
year.  It  was  raw,  damp,  dark,  and  dismal ;  the  clouds  were 
as  muddy  as  the  ground ;  and  the  short  perspectiye  of  every 
street  and  avenue,  was  ck>sed  up  by  the  mist  as  by  a  filthy 
curtain. 

**  Fine  weather  indeed,'*  Martin  bitterly  soHloquised,  **  to 
be  wandering  up  and  down  here  in,  like  a  thief!  Fine 
weather  indeed,  for  a  meeting  of  lovers  in  the  open  air,  and 
in  a  public  walk  I  I  need  be  departing,  with  all  speed,  for 
another  coimtry ;  for  I  have  come  to  a  pretty  pass  in  this !  " 

He  might  p^haps   have  gone  on  to  reflect   that   of  all 
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mornings  in  the  year,  ifc  was  not  the  best  calculated  for  a 
young  lady's  coming  forth  on  such  an  errand,  either.  But  he 
was  stopped  on  the  road  to  this  reflection,  if  his  thoughts 
tended  that  way,  by  her  appearance  at  a  short  distance,  on 
which  he  hurried  forward  to  meet  her.  Her  squire,  Mr. 
Tapley,  at  the  same  time,  feU  discreetly  back,  and  surveyed 
the  fog  above  him  with  an  appearance  of  attentive  interest. 

"  My  dear  Jfartin,"  said  Mary. 

"My  dear  Mary,"  said  Martin;  and  lovers  are  such  a 
singular  kind  of  people  that  this  is  all  they  did  say  just  then, 
though  Martin  took  her  arm,  and  her  hand  too,  and  iliey  paced 
up  and  down  a  short  walk  that  was  least  exposed  to  observation, 
half-a-dozen  times. 

"  If  you  have  changed  at  all,  my  love,  since  we  parted,'* 
said  Maxtin  at  leng^,  as  he  looked  upon  her  with  a  proud 
delight,  "  it  is  only  to  be  more  beautij^  than  ever  !  " 

Had  she  been  of  the  common  metal  of  love-worn  young 
ladies,  she  would  have  denied  this  in  her  most  interesting 
manner;  and  would  have  told  him  that  she  knew  she  had 
become  a  perfect  fright ;  or  that  she  had  wasted  away  with 
weeping  and  anxiety ;  or  that  she  was  dwindling  gently  into 
an  early  grave ;  or  that  her  mental  sufferings  were  unspeak- 
able; or  would,  either  by  tears  or  words,  or  a  mixture  of 
both,  have  furnished  him  with  some  other  information  to  that 
effect,  and  made  him  as  miserable  as  possible.  But  she  had 
been  reared  up  in  a  sterner  school  than  the  minds  of  most 
young  girls  are  formed  in ;  she  had  had  her  nature  strength- 
ened by  the  hands  of  hard  endurance  and  necessity;  had 
come  out  from  her  young  trials  constant,  self-denying,  earnest, 
and  devoted  ;  had  acquired  in  her  maidenhood — ^whether 
happily  in  the  end,  for  herself  or  him,  is  foreign  to  our 
present  purpose  to  inquire — something  of  that  nobler  quality 
of  gentle  hearts  which  is  developed  often  by  the  sorrows  and 
struggles  of  matronly  years,  but  often  by  their  lessons  only. 
Unspoiled,  unpampered  in  her  joys  or  griefe ;  with  frank,  and 
fiill,  and  deep  affection  for  the  object  of  her  early  love ;  she 
saw  in  him  one  who  for  her  sake  was  an  outcast  from  his 
home  and  fortune,  and  she  had  no  more  idea  of  bestowing 
that  love  upon  him  in  other  than  cheerful  and  sustaining 
words,  full  of  high  hope  and  grateful  trustfulness,  than  she 
had  of  being  unworthy  of  it,  in  her  lightest  thought  or  deed, 
for  any  base  temptation  that  the  world  could  offer. 


MABTDr  GHUZZLBWIT,  249 

**  What  change  is  there  in  you,  Martin,"  she  replied ;  "  for 
that  concerns  me  nearest  ?  You  look  more  anxious  and  more 
thoughtful  than  3rou  used." 

"  Why  as  to  that,  my  love,"  said  Martin,  as  he  drew  her 
waist  within  his  arm,  fbrst  looking  round  to  see  that  there 
were  no  ohservers  near,  and  heholding  Mr.  Tapley  more  intent 
than  ever  on  the  fog ;  '^  it  would  be  strange  if  I  did  not ;  for 
my  life — especially  of  late — has  been  a  hard  one." 

'*  I  know  it  must  have  been,"  she  answered.  "  When  have 
I  forgotten  to  think  of  it  and  you  ?  " 

"  Not  ofi;en,  I  hope,"  said  Martin.  "  Not  often,  I  am  sure. 
Not  often,  I  have  some  right  to  expect,  Maiy;  for  I  have 
undergone  a  great  deal  of  vexation  and  privation,  and  I 
naturally  look  for  that  return,  you  know." 

"  A  very,  very  poor  return,"  she  answered  with  a  fainter 
smile.  ''But  you  have  it,  and  will  have  it  always.  You 
have  paid  a  dear  price  for  a  poor  heart,  Martin ;  but  it  is  at 
least  your  own,  and  a  true  one." 

"  Of  course  I  feel  quite  certain  of  that,"  said  Martin,  **  or 
shouldn't  have  put  myself  in  my  present  position.  And  don't 
say  a  poor  heart,  Mary,  for  I  say  a  rich  one.  Now,  I  am 
about  to  break  a  design  to  you,  dearest,  which  wiU  startle  you 
at  first,  but  which  is  undertaken  for  your  sake.  I  am  going," 
he  added  slowly,  looking  far  into  the  deep  wonder  of  her 
bright  dark  eyes,  "  abroad." 

"  Abroad,  Martin ! " 

"  Only  to  America.     See  now — ^how  you  droop  directly !  " 

"  K  I  do,  or,  I  hope  I  may  say,  if  I  did,"  she  answered, 
raising  her  head  after  a  short  silence,  and  looking  once  more 
iuto  his  face,  "it  was  for  grief  to  think  of  what  you  are 
resolved  to  undergo  for  me.  I  would  not  venture  to  dissuade 
you,  Martin ;  but  it  is  a  long,  long  distance ;  there  is  a  wide 
ocean  to  be  crossed;  illness  and  want  are  sad  calamities  in 
any  place,  but  in  a  foreign  coimtry  dreadful  to  endure.  Have 
you  thought  of  all  this  ?  " 

"  Thought  of  it ! "  cried  Martin,  abating,  in  his  fondness — 
and  he  was  very  fond  of  her — ^hardly  an  iota  of  his  \isual 
impetuosity.  "  What  am  I  to  do  ?  It 's  very  well  to  say, 
*  Have  I  thought  of  it  ?  '  my  love  ;  but  you  should  ask  me  in 
the  same  breath,  have  I  thought  of  starving  at  home ;  have  I 
thought  of  doing  porter's  work  for  a  living ;  have  I  thought 
of  holding  horses  in  the  streets  to  earn  my  roll  of  bread  from 
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day  to  day  ?  Come,  come/',  he  added,  in  a  gentler  tone, . "  do 
not  hang  down  your  head,  my  dear,  for  I  need  ihe  encQusag;^ 
ment  that  your  sweet  face  alone  can  grre  me.  Why,  ihat  'a 
well !     Now  you  are  brave  again." 

**  I  am  endeayouring  to  be/'  the  answered,  smiling,  tbrough 
her  tears. 

*'  Endeayouring  to  be  anything-  that 's  good,  and  being  it, 
is,  with  you,  all  one.  Don't  I  know  that  of  old?"  cried 
Martin,  gaily.  "  So !  That 's  fiam.ous  !  Now  I  can  tell  you 
all  my  plans  as  cheerfully  as  if  you  were  my  little  wile  already, 
Mary.'* 

She  hung  more  closely  on  his  arm,  and  looking  upward  in 
his  face,  bade  him  speak  on. 

''  You  see,"  said  Martin,  playing  with  the  little  hand  upoci 
his  wrist,  "  that  my  attempts  to  advance  myself  at  home  have 
been  baffled  and  rendered  abortive.  I  will  not  say  by  whom,. 
Mary,  :^r  that  would  give  pain  to  na  both.  Bat  so  it  is. 
Have  you  heard  him  speak  of  late  of  any  relative  of  vane  or 
his,  called  Pecksniff?  Only  tell  me  what  I  ask  you,  no  moore." 
^*  I  have  heard,  to  my  surprise,  that  he  ia  a  better  man  tiian 
was  supposed." 

*^  I  thought  so,"  intermpted  Martin. 

'*  And  that  it  is  likely  we  may  come  to  know  him,  if  not  i» 
visit  and  reside  witib  him  and — I  think — ^his  daugfaters.  He 
has  daughters,  has  he,  love  ?  " 

"A  pair  of  them,"  Martin  answered.     "  A  precioas  pair  ! 
Gems  erf  the  first  water !  " 
"  Ah  !     You  are  jestiaag  !  " 

''  There  is  a  sort  of  jesting  which  is  very  much  in  earnest, 
and  includes  some  pretty  serious  disgust,"  said  Martin.  *^  I 
jest  in  reference  to  Mr.  Pecksniff  (at  whose  house  I  have  been 
liviag  as  his  assistant,  and  at  whose  hands  I  have  received 
insult  and  injury),  in  that  vein.  Whatever  betides,  or  how- 
ever closely  you  may  be  brought  into  communication  with  his 
family,  never  forget  that,  Mary ;  and  never  for  an  instant, 
whatever  appearances  may  seem  to  contradict  me,  lose  sight 
of  this  assurance — Pecksniff  is  a  sooimdrel." 
"  Indeed  I " 

''  In  thought,  and  in  deed,  and  in  everything  else.  A 
scoundrel  from  the  topmost  hair  of  his  head,  to  the  nether- 
most atom  of  his  heel.  Of  his  daughters  I  will  only  say  that, 
to  the  best  of  my  knowledge  and  belief  they  are  dutifal  youn^ 
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ladies,  and  take  after  their  £&iher  closely.  This  is  a  digression 
from  the  maiii  point,  and  yet  it  brings  me  to  what  I  was  going 
to  say.'* 

He  stopped  to  look  into  her  eyes  again,  and  seeing,  in  a 
hasty  glance  omer  his  shoulder,  that  there  was  no  one  near, 
and  that  Mark  was  still  intent  upon  the  fog,  not  only  looked 
at  her  lips  too,  but  kissed  them  into  the  bargain. 

''Now,  I  aim  going  to  America,  with  great  prospects  of 
doing  well,  and  of  returning  home  myself  very  soon ;  it  may 
be  to  take  you  there  for  a  few  years,  but,  at  all  events,  to 
claim  you  for  my  wife ;  which,  after  such  trials,  I  should  do 
with  no  fear  of  your  stilL  thinking  it  a  duty  to  cleave  to  him 
who  will  not  suffer  me  to  lire  (for  this  is  true),  if  he  can  help 
it,  in  my  own  land.  How  long  I  may  be  absent  is,  of  course, 
uncertain ;  but  it  shall  not  be  very  long.     Trust  me  for  that." 

**  In  the  meantime,  dear  Martin — " 

'/  That 's  the  very  thing  I  am  coming  to.  In  the  meantime 
you  shall  hear,  constantly,  of  all  my  goings-on.     Thus." 

He  pauaed  to  take  from,  his  pocket  the  letter  he  had  written 
OYer-night,  and  then  resumed : 

''In  this  fellow's  employment,  and  living  in  this  fellow's 
house  (by  fellow,  I  mean  Mr.  Pecksniff,  of  course),  there  is  a 
certain  person  of  the  name  of  Pinch— don't  forget  it ;  a  poor, 
strange,  simple  oddity,  Mary;  but  thoroughly  honest  and 
sincere ;  full  of  zeal,  and  with  a  cordial  regard  for  me ;  which 
I  mean  to  return  one  of  these  days,  by  setting  him  np  in  life 
IQ  some  way  or  other." 

"  Your  old  kind  nature,  Martin ! " 

"Oh!"  said  Martin,  ''that's  not  worth  speakmg  o^  my 
love.  He's  veiy  grateful  and  desirous  to  serve  me;  and  I 
am  more  than  repaid.  Now  one  night  I  told  this  Pinch  my 
history,  and  all  about  myself  and  you ;  in  which  he  was  not  a 
little  interested,  I  can  tell  you,  for  he  knows  you !  Aye,  you 
may  look  surprised — and  the  longer  the  better,  ior  it  becomes 
you — but  you  have  heard  him  play  the  c^gan  in  the  church  of 
that  village  he&xre  now ;  and  he  has  seen  you  listening  to  his 
music ;  and  has  caught  his  inspiration  frova.  you,  too ! " 

''  Was  he  the  organist  ?"  cried  Mary.  "  I  thank  him  from 
my  heart." 

"  Yes  he  was,"  said  Martin,  "  and  is,  and  gets  nothing  for 
it  either.  There  neyer  was  such  a  simple  fellow !  Quite  an 
infEuit !     But  a  very  good  sort  of  creature,  I  assure  you." 
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"I  am  sure  of  that/'  she  said^  mth  great  eamestxiesa. 
"He  must  be!" 

"  Oh,  yes,  no  doubt  at  all  about  it,"  rejoined  Martin,  in  his 
usual  careless  way.  **  He  is.  WeU !  It  has  occurred  to  me 
— ^but  stay,  if  I  read  you  what  I  have  written  and  intend 
sending  to  him  by  post  to-night,  it  will  explain  itself.  '  My 
dear  Tom  Pinch/  That's  rather  familiar,  perhaps,"  said 
Martin,  suddenly  remembering  that  he  was  proud  when  they 
had  last  met,  "  but  I  call  him  my  dear  Tom  Pinch,  because  he 
likes  it,  and  it  pleases  him." 

"  Very  right,  and  very  kind,"  said  Mary. 

"Exactly  so!"  cried  Martin.  "It's  as  well  to  be  kind 
whenever  one  can;  and,  as  I  said  before,  he  really  is  an 
excellent  fellow.  'My  dear  Tom  Pinch, — I  address  this 
under  cover  to  Mrs.  Lupin,  at  the  Blue  Dragon,  and  have 
begged  her  in  a  short  note  to  deliver  it  to  you  without  saying; 
anything  about  it  elsewhere;  and  to  do  the  same  with  all 
future  letters  ehe  may  receiye  fiom  me.  My  reiwon  for  bo 
domg  will  be  at  once  apparent  to  you' — I  don't  know  that  it 
wiU  be,  by  the  bye,"  said  Martin,  breaking  off,  "for  he's 
slow  of  comprehension,  poor  fellow ;  but  he  '11  find  it  out  in 
time.  My  reason  simply  is,  that  I  don't  want  my  letters  to 
be  read  by  other  people;  and  particularly  by  the  scoundrel 
whom  he  thinks  an  angel." 

"  Mr.  Pecksniff  again  ?"  asked  Mary. 

"The  same,"  said  Martin:  "  ' — will  be  at  once  apparent 
to  you.  I  have  completed  my  arrangements  for  going  to 
America ;  and  you  will  be  surprised  to  hear  that  I  am  to  be 
accompanied  by  Mark  Tapley,  upon  whom  I  have  stumbled 
strangely  in  London,  and  who  insists  on  putting  himself 
under  my  protection '-meaning,  my  love,"  said  Martin, 
breaking  off  again,  "  our  friend  in  the  rear,  of  course." 

She  was  delighted  to  hear  this,  and  bestowed  ^a  kind  glance 
upon  Mark,  which  he  brought  his  eyes  down  from  the  fog  to 
encounter,  and  received  with  immense  satisfaction.  She  said 
in  his  hearing,  too,  that  he  wa^  a  good  soul  and  a  many 
creature,  and  would  be  faithful,  she  was  certain ;  commenda- 
tions which  Mr.  Tapley  inwardly  resolved  to  deserve,  from 
such  lips,  if  he  died  for  it. 

"  *  Now,  my  dear  Pinch,'  "  resumed  Martin,  proceeding 
with  his  letter ;  "  '  I  am  going  to  repose  great  trust  in  you, 
knowing   that  I   may  do  so  with  perfect  reliance  on  your 
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honour  and  secrecy,  and  having  nobody  else  just  now  to 
trust  in.*  " 

"  I  don't  think  I  would  say  that,  Martin." 

"  Wouldn't  you  ?  WeU!  I 'U  take  that  out.  It 's  perfectly 
true,  though." 

"  But  it  might  seem  ungracious,  perhaps." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  mind  Pinch,"  said  Martin.  "  There  's  no 
occasion  to  stand  on  any  ceremony  with  him.  However,  I  'U 
take  it  out,  as  you  wish  it,  and  make  the  full  stop  at  '  secrecy.' 
Very  well !  *  I  shall  not  only' — this  is  the  letter  again,  you 
know." 

"  I  imderstand." 

"  *  I  shall  not  only  inclose  my  letters  to  the  young  lady  of 
whom  I  have  told  you,  to  your  charge,  to  be  forwarded  as  she 
may  request;  but  I  most  earnestly  commit  her,  the  yoimg 
lady  herself,  to  your  care  and  regard,  in  the  event  of  your 
meeting  in  my  absence.  I  have  reason  to  think  that  the 
probabilities  of  your  encoimtering  each  other — ^perhaps  very 
frequently — ^are  now  neither  remote  no:^  few ;  and  although  in 
your  position  you  can  do  very  little  to  lessen  the  imeasiness  of 
hers,  I  trust  to  you  impHcitly  to  do  that  much,  and  so  deserve 
the  confidence  I  have  reposed  in  you.'  You  see,  my  dear 
Mary,"  said  Martin,  "  it  will  be  a  great  consolation  to  you  tc 
have  anybody,  no  matter  how  simple,  with  whom  you  can 
speak  about  me  ;  and  the  very  first  time  you  talk  to  Pinch, 
you'll  feel  at  once,  that  there  is  no  more  occasion  for  any 
embarrassment  or  hesitation  in  talking  to  him,  than  if  he 
were  an  old  woman." 

"However  that  may  be,"  she  returned,  smiling,  "he  is 
your  friend,  and  that  is  enough." 

"Oh,  yes,  he's  my  friend,"  said  Martin,  "certainly.  In 
fact,  I  have  told  h\m  in  so  many  words  that  we  'U  always  take 
notice  of  him,  and  protect  him :  and  it 's  a  good  trait  in  his 
character  that  he's  grateful — ^very  grateful  indeed.  You'll 
like  him  of  all  things,  my  love,  I  know.  You  'U  observe  very 
much  that 's  comical  and  old-fashioned  about  Pinch,  but  you 
needn't  mind  laughing  at  him ;  for  he  'U  not  care  about  it. 
He  'U  rather  like  it,  indeed !" 

"  I  don't  think  I  shall  put  that  to  the  test,  Martin." 

"  You  won't  if  you  can  help  it,  of  course,"  he  said,  "  but  I 
think  you  'U  find  him  a  little  too  much  for  your  gravity. 
However  that 's  neither  here  nor  there,  and  it  certainly  is  not 
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the  letter;  which  ^ids  thuB:  'Kaowing  that  I  need  not 
impress  the  nature  and  extent  of  that  confidence  upon  yoa  at 
any  greater  length,  as  it  is  already  sufficiently  eetahlished  in 
your  mind,  I  will  only  say  in  bidding  you  £arewell,  and 
looking  forward  to  our  next  meeting,  that  I  shall  chai^ge 
myself  ^om  this  time,  through  all  changes  for  Oie  better,  with 
your  adyancement  and  happiness,  as  if  they  were  my  own. 
You  may  rely  upon  that.  And  always  believe  me,  my  dear 
Tom  Pinch,  faith&dly  your  Mend,  Martin  Chuzzlewit.  P.S.  I 
enclose  the  amount  which  you  so  kindly' — Oh,''  said  MartLn, 
checking  himself,  and  folding  up  the  letter,  "  that  'b 
nothing!" 

At  this  crisis  Mai^  Tapley  intraiposed,  with  an  apology  for 
remarking  that  the  dock  at  the  Horse  Guards  was  striking. 

<<  Which  I  shouldn't  have  said  nothing  about,  sir/'  added 
Mark,  **  if  the  young  lady  hadn't  b^ged  me  to  be  particular 
in  mentioning  it." 

"  I  did,"  said  Mary.  "  Thank  yon.  You  axe  quite  right. 
In  another  minute  I  shall  be  ready  to  return.  We  hove  time 
for  a  Tezy  few  words  more,  dear  Martin,  and  although  I  had 
much  to  say,  it  must  remain  unsaid  until  the  happy  time  c£ 
our  next  meeting.  Heaven  send  it  may  come  speedily  and 
prosperously !     But  I  hare  no  fear  of  that." 

"Fear I"  cried  Martin.  "Why,  who  has?  What  are  a 
few  months  ?  What  is  a  whole  year  ?  When  I  come  gaily 
back,  with  a  road  through  life  hewn  out  before  me,  then 
indeed,  looking  back  upon  this  parting,  it  may  seem  a  dismal 
one.  But  now!  I  swear  I  wouldn't  have  it  happen  under 
more  favourable  auspices,  if  I  could :  for  then  I  diouid  be  less 
inclined  to  go,  and  less  impressed  with  the  necessity." 

"  Yes,  yes.     I  feel  that  too.     When  do  you  go  ?" 

**  To-night.  We  leave  for  Liverpool  to-night.  A  vessel 
sails  :&om  that  port,  as  I  hear,  in  three  days.  In  a  monib, 
or  less,  we  shall  be  there.  Why,  what's  a  mimth!  How 
many  months  have  flown  by  since  our  last  parting ! " 

''  Long  to  look  back  upon,"  said  Maiy,  echoing  his  cheerl^ 
tone,  "  but  nothing  in  dieir  course ! " 

"  Nothing  at  aU ! "  cried  Martin.  "  I  shall  hav©  change  of 
scene  and  change  of  place:  change  of  people,  change  of 
mMmers,  change  of  cares  and  hopes !  Time  will  wear  wings 
indeed!  I  can  bear  anyfliing,  so  that  I  have  swift  action, 
Maiy." 
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Was  he  thiiiking  solely  of  her  care  for  him,  wheii  he  took 
BO  little  heed  of  her  share  in  the  separation;  of  her  quiet 
monotonous  endiirance,  and  her  slow  anxiety  from  day  to  day? 
Was  there  nothing  jarring  and  discordant  even  in  his  tone  of 
courage,  with  this  one  note  'self '  for  ever  audible,  however 
high  the  strain  ?  Not  in  her  ears.  It  bad  been  better  other- 
wise, perhaps,  but  so  it  was.  She  heard  the  same  bold  spirit 
which  bad  flung  away  as  dross  all  gain  and  profit  for  her 
sake,  making  light  of  peril  and  privation  <hat  she  might  be 
calm  and  happy ;  and  she  heard  no  more.  That  heart  where 
self  has  found  no  place  and  raised  no  throne,  is  slow  to  recog- 
nise its  ugly  presence  when  it  looks  upon  it.  As  one  possessed 
of  an  evil  spirit  was  held  in  old  time  to  be  akme  conscious  of 
the  lurking  demon  in  the  breasts  of  other  men,  so  kindred 
vices  know  each  other  in  their  hiding-places  eveiy  day,  when 
Virtue  is  incredulous  and  blind. 

''The  quarter's  gone!"  cried  Mr.  Tapley,  in  a  voice  of 
admonition. 

**  I  shall  be  ready  to  return  immediately,"  she  said.  '^  One 
thing,  dear  Martin,  I  am  bound  to  tell  you.  You  entreated 
me  a  few  minutes  since  only  to  answer  what  you  asked  me  i^ 
reference  to  one  theme,  but  you  should  and  must  know — 
otherwise  I  could  not  be  at  ease — that  since  that  s^aration  of 
which  I  was  the  unhappy  occasion,  he  has  never  once  uttered 
your  name ;  has  never  coupled  it,  or  any  faint  allusion  to  it, 
with  passion  or  reproach ;  and  has  never  abated  in  his  kind- 
ness to  me." 

"  I  thank  him  for  that  last  act,"  said  Martin,  **  and  lor 
nothiDg  else.  Though  on  consideration  I  may  thank  him  for 
his  other  forbearance  also,  inasmuch  as  I  neither  expect  nor 
desire  that  he  will  mention  my  name  again.  He  may  once, 
perhaps — ^to  couple  it  with  reproach — ^in  his  will.  Let  him, 
if  he  please !  By  the  time  it  reaches  me,  he  will  be  in  his 
grave :  a  satire  on  his  own  anger,  God  help  him  ! " 

"Martin!  If  you  would  but  sometimes,  in  som^  quiet 
hour ;  beside  the  winter  fire ;  in  the  summer  air ;  when  you 
hear  gentle  music,  or  think  of  Death,  or  Home,  or  Childhood; 
if  you  would  at  such  a  season  resolve  to  think,  but  once  a 
month,  or  even  once  a  year,  of  him,  or  any  one  who  ever 
wronged  you,  you  would  forgive  him  in  your  heart,  I  know !" 

"  If  I  believed  that  to  be  true,  Mary,"  he  replied,  '*  I  would 
resolve  at  no  such  time  to  bear  him  in  my  mind :  wishing  to 
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spare  myself  the  shame  of  such  a  weakness.  I  was  not  bom 
to  be  the  toy  and  puppet  of  any  man,  far  less  his ;  to  whose 
pleasure  and  caprice,  in  return  for  any  good  he  did  me,  my 
whole  youth  was  sacrificed.  It  became  between  us  two  a  fair 
exchange — a  barter — and  no  more:  and  there  is  no  such 
balance  against  me  that  I  need  throw  in  a  mawkish  forgiveness 
to  poise  the  scale.  He  has  forbidden  all  mention  of  me  to 
you,  I  know/'  he  added  hastiLy.     ''  Come !     Has  he  not  ?'' 

''That  was  long  ago,"  she  returned;  ''immediately  after 
your  parting ;  before  you  had  left  the  house.  He  has  never 
done  so  since.'' 

"He  has  never  done  so  since,  because  he  has  seen  no 
occasion,"  said  Martin ;  "  but  that  is  of  little  consequence,  one 
way  or  other.  Let  all  allusion  to  him  between  you  and  me 
be  interdicted  fix)m  this  time  forth.  And  therefore,  love —  " 
he  drew  her  quickly  to  him,  for  the  time  of  parting  had  now 
come — "  in  the  first  letter  that  you  write  to  me  through  the 
Post-office,  addressed  to  New  York ;  and  in  all  the  others  that 
you  send  through  Pinch ;  remember  he  has  no  existence,  but 
has  become  to  us  as  one  who  is  dead.  Now,  God  bless  you ! 
This  is  a  strange  place  for  such  a  meeting  and  such  a  parting; 
but  our  next  meeting  shall  be  in  a  better,  and  our  next  a^d 
last  partiog  in  a  worse." 

"One  other  question,  Martin,  I  must  ask.  Have  you 
provided  money  for  tlus  journey  ?" 

"  Have  I  ? "  cried  Martin ;  it  might  have  been  in  his 
pride ;  it  might  have  been  in  his  desire  to  set  her  mind  at 
ease :  "  Have  I  provided  money  ?  Why,  there 's  a  question 
for  an  emigrant's  wife !  How  could  I  move  on  land  or  sea 
without  it,  love?" 

"  I  mean,  enough." 

"  Enough !  More  than  enough.  Twenty  times  more  than 
enough.  A  pocket-fidl.  Mark  and  I,  for  aU  essential  ends, 
are  quite  as  rich  as  if  we  had  the  purse  of  Fortunatus  in  our 
baggage." 

"  The  half-hour's  a-going!"  cried  Mr.  Tapley. 

"  Good-bye  a  himdred  times !"  cried  Mary,  in  a  trembling 
voice. 

But  how  cold  the  comfort  in  Good-bye !  Mark  Tapley 
knew  it  perfectly.  Perhaps  he  knew  it  from  his  reading, 
perhaps  from  his  experience,  perhaps  from  intuition.  It  is 
impossible  to  say;  but  however  he  knew  it,  his  knowledge 


MAKTIN  CHUZZLEWll.  257 

iustiiictively  suggested  to  him  the  wisest  course  of  proceeding 
tixat  any  man  could  have  adopted  under  the  drcumstances. 
He  was  taken  with  a  violent  fit  of  sneezing,  and  was  obliged 
to  turn  his  head  another  way.  In  doing  which,  he  in  a 
manner,  fenced  and  screened  the  lovers  into  a  comer  by  them- 
flelves. 

There  was  a  short  pause,  but  Mark  had  an  undefined 
sensation  that  it  was  a  satisfactory  one  in  its  way.  Then 
Maiy,  with  her  veil  lowered,  passed  him  with  a  quick  step,  and 
beckoned  him  to  follow.  She  stopped  once  more  before  they 
lost  that  comer ;  looked  back ;  and  waved  her  hand  to  Martin. 
He  made  a  start  towards  them  at  the  moment  as  if  he  had 
some  other  farewell  words  to  say ;  but  she  only  hurried  off 
the  faster,  and  Mr.  Tapley  followed  as  in  duty  bound. 

When  he  rejoined  Martin  again  in  his  own  chamber,  he 
.found  that  genfleman  seated  moodily  before  the  dusty  grate, 
with  his  two  feet  on  the  fender,  his  two  elbows  on  his  knees, 
find  his  chin  supported  in  a  not  very  ornamental  manner,  on 
the  palms  of  his  hands. 

"WeU,  Mark?" 

"  Well,  sir,*'  said  Mark,  taking  a  long  breath,  '*  I  see  the 
young  lady  safe  home,  and  Tfee\  pretty  comfortable  after  it. 
She  sent  a  lot  of  kind  words,  sir,  and  this,"  handing  him  a 
ling,  ''for  a  parting  keepsake.** 

''Diamonds!*'  said  Martin,  kJRfling  it — ^let  us  do  him 
justice,  it  was  for  her  sake ;  not  for  theirs — and  putting  it  on 
his  Httle  finger.  "  Splendid  diamonds.  My  grandfather  is  a 
singular  character,  Mark.  He  must  have  given  her  this, 
now.*' 

Mark  Tapley  knew  as  well  that  she  had  bought  it,  to  the 
end  that  that  unconscious  speaker  might  cany  some  article  of 
sterling  value  with  him  in  his  necessity,  as  he  knew  that  it 
was  day,  and  not  night.  Though  he  had  no  more  acquaint- 
ance of  his  own  knowledge  with  the  history  of  the  glittering 
trinket  on  Martin's  outspread  finger,  than  Martin  himseK  had, 
he  was  as  certain  that  in  its  purchase  she  had  expended  her 
whole  stock  of  hoarded  money,  as  if  he  had  seen  it  paid  down 
coin  by  coin.  Her  lover's  strange  obtuseness  in  relation  to  this 
little  incident,  promptly  suggested  to  Mark's  mind  its  real 
cause  and  root ;  and  from  that  moment  he  had  a  dear  and 
perfect  insight  into  the  one  absorbing  principle  of  Martin's 
character. 

VOL.  I.  • 
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''She  is  worthy  of  the  sacrijGcea  I  haye  made/'  said* 
Maridxiy  folding  his  arms,  and  looking  at  the  ashes  in  the 
stoTe,  as  if  in  resumption  of  some  former  thoughts.  "  Well 
worthy  of  them*  No  riches/' — ^here  he  stroked  his  chin,  and 
mused — ''could  haye  compensated  for  the  loss  of  such  a 
nature.  Not  to  mention  that  in  gaining  her  affection,  I  have 
followed  the  bent  of  my  own  wishes,  and  baulked  the  sdfish 
schemes  of  others  who  had  no  right  to  £orm  them.  She  is 
quite  worthy — ^more  than  worthy — of  the  sacrifices  I  have 
made.     Yes,  she  is.     No  doubt  of  it." 

These  ruminations  might  or  might  not  have  reached  Mark 
Tapley ;  fbr  though  they  were  by  no  means  addressed  to  him, 
yet  they  were  softly  uttered.  In  any  case,  he  stood  there, 
watching  Martin,  with  an  indescribable  and  most  inyolved 
expression  on  his  visage,  untiL  that  young  man  roused  himself 
and  looked  towards  him;  when  he  turned  away,  as  being 
suddenly  intent  on  certain  preparations  for  the  journey,  and, 
Kdthout  giving  vent  to  any  articulate  sound,  smiled  with 
surpassing  ghastliness,  and  seemed  by  a  twist  of  his  features 
and  a  motion  of  his  Hps,  to  release  himself  of  this  word : 

"JoUy!" 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

TBS  BtTRDBN  WBlBtOF,  IS  HAIL  COLOMBIA ! 

A  DABK  and  dreary  niglit ;  people  nestling  in  their  beds 
or  circling  late  about  the  fire;  Want,  colder  than  Charity, 
shivering  at  the  street  comers ;  chnrch-towers  humming  with 
the  faint  vibration  of  their  own  tongues,  but  newly  resting 
from  the  ghostly  preachment  '  One !'  The  earth  covered  with 
a  sable  pall  as  for  the  burial  of  yesterday;  the  clumps  of 
dark  trees>  its  giant  plumes  of  funeral  feathers,  waving  sadly 
to  and  fro  :  aU  hushed,  all  noiseless,  and  in  deep  repose,  save 
the  swift  clouds  that  skim  across  the  moon,  and  the  cautious 
wind,  as,  creeping  after  them  upon  the  ground,  it  stops  to 
listen,  and  goes  rustling  on,  and  stops  again,  and  follows,  like 
a  savage  on  the  trail. 

Whither  go  the  clouds  and  wind,  so  eagerly?  If,  like 
guilty  spirits,  they  repair  to  some  dread  conference  with 
powers  like  themselves,  in  what  wild  region  do  the  elements 
hold  council,  or  where  unbend  iu  terrible  disport  ? 

Here !  Free  from  that  cramped  prison  called  the  earth,  and 
out  upon  the  waste  of  waters.  Here,  roaring,  raging,  shriek- 
ing, howling,  all  night  long.  Hither  come  the  soundhig  voices 
from  the  caverns  on  the  coast  of  that  small  island,  sleeping, 
a  thousand  miles  away,  so  quietly  in  the  midst  of  angry 
waves;  and  hither,  to  meet  them,  rush  the  blasts  from 
unknown  desert  places  of  the  world.  Here,  in  the  fury  of 
their  unchecked  liberty,  they  storm  and  buffet  with  each  other, 
until  the  sea,  lashed  into  passion  like  their  own,  leaps  up,  in 
ravings  mightier  than  theirs,  and  the  whole  scene  is  madness. 

On,  on,  on,  over  the  countless  miles  of  angry  space  rdl  the 
long  heaving  billows.  Mountains  and  caves  are  here,  and 
yet  are  not ;  for  what  is  now  the  one,  is  now  the  other ;  then 
all  is  but  a  boiling  heap  of  rushing  water.  Pursuit,  and 
flight,  and  mad  return  of  wave  on  wave,  and  savage  struggle, 

ending  in  a  spouting-up  of  foam  that  whitens  the  black  night; 

S3 
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incessaiit  change  of  place,  and  form,  and  hue ;  constancy  in 
nothing,  but  eternal  strife;  on,  on,  on,  they  roll,  and  darker 
grows  the  night,  and  louder  howl  the  winds,  and  more 
clamorous  and  fierce  become  the  miUion  voices  in  the  sea,  when 
the  wild  C17  goes  forth  upon  the  storm  ''  A  ship !  " 

Onward  she  comes,  in  gallant  combat  with  the  elements, 
her  tall  masts  trembling,  and  her  timbers  starting  on  the 
strain ;  onward  she  comes,  now  high  upon  the  curling  billows, 
now  low  down  in  the  hollows  of  the  sea,  as  hiding  for  the 
moment  from  its  iary ;  and  every  storm-voice  in  the  air  and 
water,  cries  more  loudly  yet,  "  A  ship  !  " 

Still  she  comes  striving  on :  and  at  her  boldness  and  the 
spreading  cry,  the  angry  waves  rise  up  above  each  other's 
hoary  heads  to  look ;  and  round  about  the  vessel,  far  as  the 
mariners  on  her  decks  can  pierce  into  the  gloom,  they  press 
upon  her,  forcing  each  other  down,  and  startiog  up,  and 
rushing  forward  from  afar,  in  dreadM  curiosity.  High  over 
her  they  break ;  and  round  her  surge  and  roar ;  and  giving 
place  to  others,  meaningly  depart,  and  dash  themselves  to 
fragments  in  their  baffled  anger :  still  she  comes  onward 
bravely.  And  though  the  eager  multitude  crowd  thick  and 
iast  upon  her  all  the  night,  and  dawn  of  day  discovers  the 
untiring  train  yet  bearing  down  upon  the  ship  in  an  eternity 
of  troubled  water,  onward  she  comes,  with  dim  lights  burning 
in  her  hull,  and  people  there,  asleep :  as  if  no  deadly  element 
were  peering  in  at  every  seam  and  chink,  and  no  drowned 
seaman's  grave,  with  but  a  plank  to  cover  it,  were  yawning 
in  the  unfathomable  depths  below. 

Among  these  sleeping  voyagers  were  Martin  and  Mark 
Tapley,  who,  rocked  into  a  heavy  drowsiness  by  the  imac- 
customed  motion,  were  as  insensible  to  the  foul  air  in  which 
they  lay,  as  to  the  uproar  without.  It  was  broad  day,  when 
the  latter  awoke  with  a  dim  idea  that  he  was  dreaming  of 
having  gone  to  sleep  in  a  four-post  bedstead  which  had  turned 
bottom  upwards  in  the  course  of  the  night.  There  was  more 
reason  in  this  too,  than  in  the  roasting  of  eggs ;  for  the  first 
objects  Mr.  Tapley  recognised  when  he  opened  his  eyes  were 
his  own  heels — ^looking  down  at  him,  as  he  afterwards 
observed,  from  a  nearly  perpendicular  elevation. 

<<  Well ! "  said  Mark,  getting  himself  into  a  sitting  posture, 
alter  various  ineffectual  struggles  with  the  rolling  of  the  ship. 
'  *  This  is  the  first  time  as  ever  I  stood  on  my  head  all  night." 
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''  You  shouldii't  go  to  sleep  upon  the  ground  with  your  head 
to  leeward,  then/'  growled  a  man  in  one  of  the  berths. 

*'  With  my  head  to  tohere  f  "  asked  Mark. 

The  man  repeated  his  previous  sentiment. 

"No,  I  won't  another  time,"  said  Mark,  "when  I  know 
whereabouts  on  the  map  that  country  is.  In  the  meanwhile 
I  can  give  you  a  better  piece  of  advice.  Don't  you  nor  any 
other  friend  of  mine  never  go  to  sleep  with  his  head  in  a 
ship,  any  more." 

The  man  gave  a  grunt  of  discontented  acquiescence,  tumea 
over  in  his  berth,  and  drew  his  blanket  over  his  head. 

"  — For,"  said  Mr.  Tapley,  pursuing  the  theme  by  way  of 
soliloquy,  in  a  low  tone  of  voice ;  "  the  sea  is  as  nonsensical  a 
thing  as  any  going.  It  never  knows  what  to  do  vdth  itself. 
It  hasn't  got  no  employment  for  its  mind,  and  is  always  in  a 
state  of  vacancy.  Like  them  Polar  bears  in  the  wild-beast- 
shows  as  is  constantly  a  nodding  their  heads  from  side  to  side, 
it  never  can  be  quiet.  Which  is  entirely  owing  to  its 
uncommon  stupidity." 

"  Is  that  you,  Mark  ?  "  asked  a  faint  voice  from  another 
berth. 

"  It 's  as  much  of  me  as  is  left,  sir,  after  a  fortnight  of  this 
work,"  Mr.  Tapley  replied.  "  What  with  leading  the  life  of 
a  fly,  ever  since  1  've  been  aboard — ^for  I  've  been  perpetually 
holding-on  to  something  or  other,  in  a  upside-down  position 
— ^what  with  that,  sir,  and  putting  a  very  little  into  myself, 
and  taking  a  good  deal  out  of  yourself,  there  an't  too  much  of 
me  to  swear  by.  How  do  you  find  yourself  this  morning, 
sir?" 

"Very  miserable,"  said  Martin,  with  a  peevish  groan. 
"  Ugh  !     This  is  wretehed,  indeed !  " 

"  Creditable,"  muttered  Mark,  pressing  one  hand  upon  his 
aching  head  and  looking  round  him  with  a  rueful  grin. 
"  That 's  the  great  comfort.  It  w  creditable  to  keep  up  one*i 
spirits  here.     Virtue  's  its  own  reward.     So  's  jollity." 

Mark  was  so  far  right,  that  unquestionably  any  man  who 
retained  his  cheerftdness  among  the  steerage  accommodatioDS 
of  that  noble  and  fast-sailing  line-of-packet  ship,  "The 
Screw,"  was  solely  indebted  to  his  own  resources,  and  shipped 
his  good  humour,  like  his  provisions,  without  any  contribution 
or  assistance  from  the  owners.  A  dark,  low,  stifling  cabin, 
surrounded  by  berths  all  filled  to   overflowing  with  men. 
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women,  and  children,  in  yarious  stages  of  sickness  and  mlseiy, 
is  not  the  liveliest  place  of  assembly  at  any  time ;  but  when  it 
is  so  crowded  (as  the  steerage  cabin  of  the  "Screw"  was, 
every  passage  out),  that  mattresses  and  beds  are  heaped  upon 
the  floor,  to  the  extinction  of  everything  like  comfort,  cleanli- 
ness, and  decency,  it  is  liable  to  operate  not  only  as  a  pretty 
strong  barrier  against  amiability  of  temper,  but  as  a  positive 
encourager  of  selflsh  and  rough  humours.  Mark  felt  this,  as 
he  sat  looking  about  him ;  and  his  spirits  rose  proportionately. 

There  were  English  people,  Irish  people,  Welsh  people,  and 
Scotch  people  there ;  all  with  their  little  store  of  ooaxse  food 
and  shabby  clothes;  and  nearly  all,  with  their  families  of 
children.  There  were  children  of  all  ages ;  from  the  baby  at 
the  breast,  to  the  slattern-girl  who  was  as  much  a  grown 
woman  as  her  mother.  Every  kind  of  domestic  suffering  that 
is  bred  in  poverty,  illness,  banishment,  sorrow,  and  long  travel 
in  bad  weather,  was  crammed  into  the  little  space ;  and  yet 
was  there  infinitely  less  of  complaint  and  querulousness,  and 
infinitely  more  of  mutual  assistance  and  general  kindness  to  be 
found  in  that  unwholesome  ark,  than  in  many  brilliant  ball- 
rooms. 

Mark  looked  about  him  wistfully,  and  his  face  brightened 
as  he  looked.  Here  an  old  grandmother  was  crooning  over  a 
sic^  child,  and  rocking  it  to  and  fro,  in  arms  hardly  more 
wasted  than  its  own  young  limbs ;  here  a  po(H:  woman  with  an 
infant  in  her  lap,  mended  another  little  creature's  clothes,  and 
quieted  another  who  was  creeping  up  about  her  from  their 
eoairfy  bed  upon  the  floor.  Here  were  old  men  awkwardly 
engaged  in  little  household  oflBlces,  wherein  they  would  have 
be^  ridiculous  but  fbr  their  good-wiU  and  kind  purpose ;  and 
here  were  swarthy  fellows — giants  in  their  way — doing  such 
little  acts  of  tenderness  for  those  about  them,  as  might  have 
belonged  to  gentlest-hearted  dwarfs.  The  very  idiot  in  the 
comer  who  sat  mowing  there,  all  day,  had  his  fSaculty  of  imita- 
tion roused  by  what  he  saw  about  him;  and  snapped  his 
fingers,  to  amuse  a  crying  child. 

**  Now,  then,"  said  Mark,  nodding  to  a  woman  who  was 
dressing  her  three  children  at  no  great  distance  from  him — 
and  4^  grin  upon  his  face  had  by  this  time  spread  from  ear 
to  ear — "  Hand  over  one  of  them  young  uns  according  to 
custom." 

"  I  wish  you  *d  get  breakfast,  Mark,  instead  of  worrying 
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ynQi   people  who  don't  belong  to  you/'  observed  Martin, 
X>etulaiitly. 

"An  right,"  said  Mark.  '' Shell  do  that.  It's  a  fair 
division  of  labour,  sir.  I  wash  her  bojs,  and  she  makes 
our  tea.  I  never  could  make  tea,  but  any  one  can  wash  a 
boy." 

The  woman^  who  was  deHcate  and  iU,  felt  and  understood 
his  kindness,  as  well  she  might,  for  die  had  been  covered 
every  night  with  his  great-coat,  while  he  had  had  for  his  own 
bed  the  bare  boards  and  a  rag.  But,  Martin,  who  seldom  got 
np  OP  looked  about  him,  was  quite  incensed  by  the  folly  of 
this  speech,  and  expressed  his  dissatisfaction  by  an  impatient 
groan. 

**  So  it  is,  certainly,"  said  Mark,  brushing  the  child's  hair 
as  coolly  as  if  he  had  been  bom  and  bred  a  barber. 
**  "What  are  you  talking  about,  now  ?"  asked  Martin. 
""What  you  said,"  repKed  Mark;   "or  what  you  meant, 
when  you  gave  that  there  dismal  vent  to  your  feelings.     I 
quite  go  along  with  it,  sir.     It  is  very  hard  upon  her." 
"What  is?" 

"  Making  the  voyage  by  herself  along  with  these  young 
impediments  here,  and  going  such  a  way  at  such  a  time  of  the 
year  to  join  her  husband.  If  you  don't  want  to  be  driven  mad 
with  yellow  soap  in  your  eye,  young  man,"  said  Mr.  Tapley  to 
the  second  urchin,  who  was  by  this  time  under  his  hands  at 
the  basin,  "  you  'd  better  shut  it." 

"Where  does  she  join  her  husband?"  asked  Martin, 
yawning. 

"  Why,  I  'm  very  much  afraid,"  said  Mr.  Tapley,  in  a  low 
voice,  "that  she  don't  know.  I  hope  she  mayn't  miss  him. 
But  she  sent  her  last  letter  by  hand,  and  it  don't  seem  to  have 
been  very  clearly  understood  between  'em  without  it,  and  if 
she  don't  see  him  a  waving  his  pocket-hankerchief  on  the 
shore,  like  a  pictur  out  of  a  song-book,  my  opinion  is,  she  '11 
break  her  heart." 

"  Why,  how,  in  Folly's  name,  does  the  woman  come  to 
be  on  board  cthip  on  such  a  wild-goose  venture ! "  cried 
Martin. 

Mr.  Tapley  glanced  at  him  for  a  moment  as  he  lay  prostrate 
in  his  berth,  and  then  said,  very  quietly, 

"  Ah !  How,  indeed !  I  can't  think  !  He 's  been  away 
from  her,  for  two  year;  she's  been  very  poor  and  lonely  in 
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hier  own  oomitry ;  and  has  always  been  a  looking  forward  to 
meeting  him.  It 's  very  strange  she  should  be  here.  Quite 
amaaring !  A  little  mad,  perhaps !  There  can't  be  no  other 
way  of  accounting  for  it." 

Martin  was  too  far  gone  in  the  lassitude  of  sea-sickness  to 
make  any  reply  to  these  words,  or  even  to  attend  to  them  as 
they  were  spoken.  And  the  subject  of  their  discourse  return- 
ing at  this  crisis  with  some  hot  tea,  effectually  put  a  stop  to 
any  resumption  of  the  theme  by  Mr.  Tapley ;  who,  when  the 
meal  was  over  and  he  had  adjusted  Martin's  bed,  went  up  on 
deck  to  wash  the  breakfast  service,  which  consisted  of  two 
half-pint  tin  mugs,  and  a  shaving-pot  of  the  same  metaL 

It  is  due  to  Mark  Tapley  to  state,  that  he  suffered  at  least 
as  much  from  sea-sickness  as  any  man,  woman,  or  child,  on 
bo£urd ;  and  that  he  had  a  peculiar  faculty  of  knocking  himself 
about  on  the  smallest  provocation,  and  losing  his  legs  at  eveiy 
lurch  of  the  ship.  But  resolved,  in  his  usual  phrase,  to  ''<x)me 
out  strong"  under  disadvantageous  circumstances,  he  was  the 
life  and  soul  of  the  steerage,  and  made  no  more  of  stopping 
in  the  middle  of  a  feu^etious  conversation  to  go  away  and  be 
excessively  ill  by  himself,  and  afterwards  come  back  in  the 
very  best  and  gayest  of  tempers  to  resume  it,  than  if  such 
a  course  of  proceeding  had  been  the  commonest  in  the 
world. 

It  cannot  be  said  that  as  his  illness  wore  off,  his  cheerful- 
ness and  good-nature  increased,  because  they  would  hardly 
admit  of  augmentation ;  but  his  useAilness  among  the  weaker 
members  of  the  party  was  much  enlarged ;  and  at  all  times 
and  seasons  there  he  was  exerting  it.  K  a  gleam  of  sim  shone 
out  of  the  dark  sky,  down  Mark  tumbled  into  the  cabin,  and 
presently  up  he  came  again  with  a  woman  in  his  arms,  or 
half-a-dozen  children,  or  a  man,  or  a  bed,  or  a  saucepan,  or  a 
basket,  or  something  animate  or  inanimate,  that  he  thought 
would  be  the  better  for  the  air.  If  an  hour  or  two  of  fine 
weather  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  tempted  those  who  seldom 
or  never  came  on  deck  at  other  times,  to  crawl  into  the  long- 
boat, or  lie  down  upon  the  spare  spars,  and  try  to  eat,  there, 
in  the  centre  of  the  group,  was  Mr.  Tapley,  handing  about 
salt  beef  and  biscuit,  or  dispensing  tastes  of  grog,  or  cutting 
up  the  children's  provisions  with  his  pocket-knife,  for  their' 
greater  ease  and  comfort,  or  reading  aloud  from  a  venerable 
newspaper,  or  singing  some  roaring  old  song  to  a  select  party. 
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or  writing  the  beginnings  of  letters  to  their  Mends  at  home 
for  people  who  couldn't  write,  or  cracking  jokes  with  the  crew, 
or  nearly  getting  blown  over  the  side,  or  emerging,  half- 
drowned,  from  a  shower  of  spray,  or  lending  a  hand  some- 
where or  other :  but  always  doing  something  for  the  general 
entertainment.  At  night,  when  the  cooking-fire  was  lighted 
on  the  deck,  and  the  driving  sparks  that  flew  among  the 
rigging,  and  the  cloud  of  sails,  seemed  to  menace  the  ship 
with  certain  annihilation  by  fire,  in  case  the  elements  of  air 
and  water  failed  to  compass  her  destruction ;  there,  again,  was 
Mr.  Ti^ley,  with  his  coat  ofi^  and  his  shirt-sleeves  turned  up  to 
his  elbows,  doing  all  kinds  of  culinary  ofBlces ;  compounding 
the  strangest  dishes ;  recognised  by  eveiy  one  as  an  established 
authority ;  and  helping  all  parties  to  achieve  something,  which 
lefb  to  themselves,  they  never  could  have  done,  and  never 
would  have  dreamed  of.  In  short,  there  never  was  a  more 
popular  character  than  Mark  Tapley  became,  on  board  that 
noble  and  fSast-sailing  line-of-packet  ship,  the  Screw ;  and  he 
attained  at  last  to  such  a  pitch  of  universal  admiration,  that  he 
began  to  have  grave  doubts  within  himself  whether  a  man 
might  reasonably  claim  any  credit  for  being  jolly  under  such 
exciting  circumstances. 

"  If  this  was  going  to  last,"  said  Mr.  Tapley,  "  there  'd  be 
no  great  difference  as  I  can  perceive,  between  the  Screw  and 
the  Dragon.  I  never  am  to  get  any  credit,  I  think.  I  begin 
to  be  afraid  that  the  Fates  is  determined  to  make  the  world 
easy  to  me." 

"Well,  Mark,"  said  Martin,  near  whose  berth  he  had 
ruminated  to  this  effect.     "  When  will  this  be  over  ?  " 

'*  Another  week,  they  say,  sir,"  returned  Mark,  "  will  most 
likely  bring  us  into  port.  The  ship's  a  going  along  at 
present,  as  sensible  as  a  ship  can,  sir ;  though  I  don't  mean 
to  say  as  that 's  any  very  high  praise." 

"  I  don't  think  it  is,  indeed,"  groaned  Martin. 
"  You  'd  feel  all  the  better  for  it,  sir,  if  you  was  to  turn 
out,"  observed  Mark. 

"  And  be  seen  by  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  on  the  after- 
deck,"  returned  Martin,  with  a  scom&il  emphasis  upon  the 
words,  "  mingling  with  the  beggarly  crowd  that  are  stowed 
away  in  this  vile  hole.  I  should  be  greatly  the  better  for 
that,  no  doubt !  " 

<<  I  'm  thankd^  that  I  can't  say  from  my  own  experience 


9168  LIFB  AND  ADVENTUEBS  OF 

wliat  the  feelings  of  a  gentLeman  maj  be/'  said  Maik,  **  birt 
I  should  hare  thought,  sir,  as  a  gentleman  would  feel  a  deal 
more  uncomfortable  down  here,  than  up  in  the  fresh  air, 
especially  when  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  in  the  after-cabin 
know  just  as  much  about  him,  as  he  does  about  them,  and  are 
likely  to  trouble  their  heads  about  him  in  the  same  proportion. 
I  should  hare  thought  that,  certainly.'' 

"I  tell  you,  then,"  rejoined  Martin,  *'you  would  have 
thought  wrong,  and  do  think  wrong." 

**Very  likely,  sir,"  said  Mark,  with  imperturbable  good 
temper.     "  I  often  do." 

"  As  to  lying  here,"  cried  Martin,  raising  himself  on  his 
elbow,  and  looking  angrily  at  his  follower.  '*  Do  you  suppose 
it 's  a  pleasure  to  lie  here  ?  " 

''AU  the  madhouses  in  the  world,"  said  Mr.  Tapley, 
**  couldn't  produce  such  a  maniac  as  the  man  must  be  who 
could  think  that." 

"Then  why  are  you  for  ever  goading  and  ui^^ing  me  to 
get  up  ?  "  asked  Martin.  "  I  lie  here  because  I  don't  wish 
to  be  recognised,  in  the  better  days  to  which  I  aspire,  by  any 
purse-proud  citizen,  as  the  man  who  came  oyer  with  him 
among  the  steerage  passengers.  I  lie  here,  because  I  wish  to 
conceal  my  circumstances  and  myself,  and  not  to  arrive  in  a 
new  world  badged  and  ticketed  as  an  utterly  povertynstricken 
nLan.  K  I  could  have  afforded  a  passage  in  the  after-cabin,  I 
should  have  held  up  my  head  with  the  rest.  As  I  couldn't,  I 
hide  it.     Do  you  understand  that  ?  " 

"  I  am  very  sorry,  sir,"  said  Mark.  **  I  didn't  know  you 
took  it  so  much  to  heart  as  this  comes  to." 

"  Of  course  you.  didn't  know,"  returned  his  master.  "How 
should  you  know,  unless  I  told  you?  It's  no  trial  to  you, 
Mark,  to  make  yourself  comfortable  and  to  bustle  about. 
It 's  as  natural  for  you  to  do  so  under  the  circumstances  as  it 
is  for  me  not  to  do  so.  Why,  you  don't  suppose  there  is  a 
living  creature  in  this  ship  who  can  by  possibility  have  half 
so  much  to  imdergo  on  board  of  her  as  I  have  ?  Do  you  ?  '* 
he  asked,  sitting  upright  in  his  berth  and  looking  at  Mark, 
with  an  expression  of  great  earnestness  not  unmixed  with 
wonder. 

Mark  twisted  his  fkce  into  a  tight  knot,  and  with  his  head 
very  much  on  one  side  pondered  upon  this  question  as  if  he 
felt  it  an  extremely  difficult  one  to  answer.     He  was  relieved 
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£roni  his  embarrassmeiit  by  Martin  himself,  who  said;  w  h^ 
stretched  hixoself  upcm  his  back  again  and  resumed  Hie  book 
he  had  been  reading : 

''  But  what  is  the  use  of  mj  putting  such  a  case  to  you, 
when  the  very  essence  of  what  I  have  been  sayiiig,  is,  that 
you  cannot  by  possibility  understand  it !  Make  me  a  little 
brandy-and- water — cold  and  Tery  weak — and  give  me  a 
biscuit,  and  tell  your  M«id,  who  is  a  nearer  neighbour  of 
ours  than  I  could  wish,  to  ixj  and  keep  her  children  a  little 
quieter  to-night  than  she  did  last  night;  4hat's  a  good 
fellow/' 

Mr.  Tapley  set  himself  to  obey  these  orders  with  great 
alacrity,  and  pending  their  execution,  it  may  be  presumed 
his  flaggiug  spirits  revived:  inasmuch  as  he  several  times 
observed,  below  his  breath,  that  in  respect  of  its  power  of  im- 
porting a  credit  to  joUily,  the  Screw  unquestionably  had  some  - 
decided  advantages  over  the  Dragon.  He  also  remarked, 
tiiat  it  was  a  high  gratification  to  him  to  reflect  that  he  would 
carry  its  main  excellence  ashcnre  with  him,  and  have  it  con- 
stantly beside  him  wherever  he  went ;  but  what  he  meant  by 
these  consolatory  thoughts  he  did  not  explain. 

And  now  a  general  excitement  began  to  prevail  on  board ; 
and  various  predictions  relative  to  the  precise  day,  and  even 
the  precise  hour  at  which  they  would  reach  New  York,  were 
&eely  broached.  There  was  infinitely  more  crowding  on 
deck  and  looking  over  the  ship's  side  than  th^e  had  been 
before,*  and  an  epidemic  broke  out  for  packiog  up  things 
every  morning,  which  required  unpacking  again  every  night. 
Those  who  had  any  letters  to  deliver,  or  any  Mends  to  meet, 
or  any  settled  plans  of  going  anywhere  or  doing  anything, 
discussed  their  prospects  a  hundred  times  a  day;  and  as  this 
class  of  passengers  was  very  small,  and  the  number  of  those 
who  had  no  prospects  whatever  was  very  large,  there  were 
plenty  of  listeners  and  few  talkers.  Those  who  had  been  ill 
all  along,  got  well  now,  and  those  who  had  been  well  got 
better.  An  American  gentleman  in  the  after-cabin,  who  had 
been  wrapped  up  in  fur  and  oilskin  the  whole  passage,  un- 
expectedly appeared  in  a  very  shiny,  tall,  black  hat,  and  con- 
stantly overhauled  a  very  little  valise  of  pale  leather,  which 
contained  his  clothes,  linen,  brushes,  shaving  apparatus,  books, 
trinkets,  and  other  baggage.  He  likewise  stuck  his  hands 
deep  into  his  pockets,  and  walked  the  deck  with  his  nostrils 
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dilated,  as  already  iTihaliTig  the  air  of  Freedom  which  carries 
death  to  all  tyrants,  and  can  never  (under  any  circumstanoes 
worth  mentioning)  be  breathed  by  slaves.  An  English  gen- 
tleman who  was  strongly  suspected  of  having  ran  away  from 
a  bank,  with  something  in  his  possession  belonging  to  its 
strong  box  besides  the  key,  grew  eloquent  upon  the  subject 
of  the  rights  of  man,  and  hummed  "Qie  Marseillaise  Hymn 
constantly.  In  a  word,  one  great  sensation  pervaded  the 
whole  ship,  and  the  soil  of  America  lay  dose  before  them. :  so 
dose  at  last,  that,  upon  a  certain  starlight  night,  they  took  a 
pilot  on  board,  and  within  a  few  hours  afterwards  lay  to  until 
the  morning,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  a  steam-boat  in  which 
the  passengers  were  to  be  conveyed  ashore. 

Off  she  came,  soon  after  it  was  light  next  morning,  and, 
lying  alongside  an  hour  or  more— during  which  period  her 
veiy  firemen  were  objects  of  hardly  less  interest  and  curiosity, 
than  if  they  had  been  so  many  angels,  good  or  bad — took  all 
her  living  freight  aboard.  Among  them,  Mark,  who  still  had 
his  friend  and  her  three  children  under  his  close  protection ; 
and  Martin,  who  had  once  more  dressed  himself  in  his  usual 
attire,  but  wore  a  soiled,  old  doak  above  his  ordinary  clothes, 
until  such  time  as  he  should  separate  for  ever  from  his  late 
companions. 

The  steamer — ^which,  with  its  machinery  on  deck,  looked, 
as  it  worked  its  long  slim  legs,  like  some  enormously  magni- 
fied insect  or  antediluvian  monster — dashed  at  great  speed  up 
a  beautifrd  bay :  and  presently  they  saw  some  heights,  and 
islands,  and  a  long,  flat,  straggling  city. 

"  And  this,"  said  Mr.  Tapley,  loo^g  far  ahead,  '*  is  the 
Land  of  Liberty,  is  it  ?  Very  well.  I  'm  agreeable.  Any 
land  will  do  for  me,  after  so  mudi  water ! '' 
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CHAPTER  XVT. 

MABTIN  DISEMBABKS  FBOII  THAT  KOBLB  AlTD  FAST-SAILING  LINE-OF-FAOKET 
SHIP,  THE  8CBEW,  AT  THE  POBT  OF  NEW  TOBK,  IN  THE  UNITED  STATES 
OF  AMEBIOA.  HE  MAKES  BOMB  ACQUAINTANCES,  AND  DINES  AT  A 
BOABDINChHOUSE.     THE  FABTICULABS  OF  THOSE  TBANSACTIONS. 

Some  trifling  excitement  prevailed  upon  the  veiy  brink  and 
margin  of  the  land  of  liberty;  for  an  alderman  had  been 
elected  the  day  before ;  and  Party  Feeling  naturally  running 
rather  high  on  such  an  exciting  occasion,  the  Mends  of  the 
disappointed  candidate  had  found  it  necessary  to  assert  the 
great  principles  of  Purity  of  Election  and  Freedom  of  Opinion 
by  breaking  a  few  legs  and  arms,  and  Airthermore  pursuing 
one  obnoxious  gentleman  through  the  streets  with  the  design 
of  slitting  his  nose.  These  good-humoured  little  outbursts  of 
the  popular  fancy  were  not  in  themselves  sufficiently  remark- 
able to  create  any  great  stir,  after  the  lapse  of  a  whole  night ; 
but  they  found  fresh  life  and  notoriety  in  the  breath  of  the 
news-boys,  who  not  only  proclaimed  them  with  shrill  yells  in 
all  the  highways  and  byeways  of  the  town,  upon  the  wharves 
and  among  the  shipping,  but  on  the  deck  and  down  in  the 
cabins  of  the  steam-boat ;  which,  before  she  touched  the  shore, 
was  boarded  and  overrun  by  a  legion  of  those  young  citizens. 

"  Here 's  this  morning's  New  York  Sewer ! "  cried  one. 
''Here's  this  morning's  New  York  Stabber!  Here's  the 
New  York  Family  Spy!  Here's  the  New  York  Private 
Listener !  Here 's  the  New  York  Peeper !  Here 's  the  New 
York  Plunderer !  Here 's  the  New  York  Keyhole  Eeporter ! 
Here 's  the  New  York  Rowdy  Journal !  Here 's  all  the  New 
York  papers  !  Here 's  faiR  particulars  of  the  patriotic  loco- 
foGO  movement  yesterday,  in  which  the  whigs  was  so  chawed 
up ;  and  the  last  Alabama  gouging  case ;  and  the  interesting 
Arkansas  dooel  with  Bowie  knives;  and  all  the  Political, 
Commercial,  and  Fashionable  News.  Here  they  are  !  Here 
they  are !     Here 's  the  papers,  here 's  the  papers  *  " 


170  UFB  AND  ASTEITrnBES  OF 

"  Here 's  the  Sewer  !  "  cried  another.  *'  Here  *s  the  New 
York  Sewer !  Here  's  some  of  the  twelfth  thousand  of  to- 
day's Sewer,  with  the  best  accounts  of  the  markets,  and  all 
the  shipping  news,  and  four  whole  columns  of  coimtry  corre- 
spondence, and  a  full  account  of  the  Ball  at  Mrs.  White's  last 
night,  where  aU  the  beauty  and  feishion  of  New  York  was 
assembled ;  with  the  Sewer's  own  particulars  of  the  private 
lives  of  all  the  ladies  that  was  there !  Here 's  the  Sewer ! 
Here 's  some  of  the  twelfth  thousand  of  the  New  York  Sewer  ! 
Here 's  the  Sewer's  exposure  of  the  Wall  Street  Gang,  and  the 
Sewer's  exposure  of  the  Washington  Gang,  and  the  Sewer's 
exclusive  account  of  a  Eagrant  act  of  dishonesty  committed  by 
the  Secretary  of  State  when  he  was  eight  years  old;  now 
communicated,  at  a  great  expense,  by  his  own  nuxse.  Here 's 
the  Sewer!  Here's  the  New  York  Sewer,  in  its  twelfth 
thoijgnnd,  with  a  whole  column  of  New  Yorkers  to  be  shown 
up,  and  all  their  names  printed !  Here 's  the  Sewer's  article 
upon  the  Judge  that  tried  him,  day  afore  yesterday,  fbr  libel, 
and  the  Sewer's  tribute  to  the  independent  Jury  that  didn't 
convict  him,  and  the  Sewer's  aeoount  of  what. they  might  have 
expected  if  they  had !  H^e  's  the  Sewer,  here 's  the  Sewer ! 
Here 's  the  wide-awake  Sewer  ,*  always  on  the  look-out  ,*  the 
leading  Journal  of  the  United  States,  now  in  its  twelfth 
thousand^  and  still  a  printing  off: — ^Here's  the  New  York 
Sewer ! " 

''It  is  in  such  enlightened  means,"  said  a  voice  almost  in 
Martin's  ear,  ''  that  the  bubbling  passions  of  my  comitry  find 
a  vent." 

Martin  turned  involuntarily,  and  saw,  standing  dose  at  his 
side,  a  saUow  gentleman,  with  sunken  cheeks,  black  hair^ 
small  twinkling  eyes,  and  a  singular  expression  hovering 
about  that  region  of  his  feuse,  whicb.  was  not  a  frown,  nor  a 
leer,  and  yet  might  have  been  mistaken  at  the  first  glance  for 
either.  Indeed  it  would  have  been  difiicult,  on  a  much  closer 
acquaintance,  to  describe  it  in  any  more  satisfactory  terms 
than  as  a  mixed  expression  of  vulgar*  cunning  and  conceit. 
This  gentleman  wore  a  rather  broad-brimmed  hat  for  the 
greater  wisdom  of  his  appearance ;  and  had  his  arms  folded 
fbr  the  greater  impressiveness  of  his  attitude.  He  was  some- 
what shabbily  dressed  in  a  blue  surtout  reaching  nearly  to  his 
ankles,  short  loose  trousers  of  the  same  colour,'  and  a  faded 
buff  waistcoat,  through  which  a  discoloured  shirt-frUl  struggled 
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to  force  itself  into  notice,  as  asserting  an  equality  of  civil  rigbtn 
with  the  other  portions  of  his  drees,  and  medntaining  a  decla^ 
ration  of  Independence  on  its  own  account.  His  feet,  which 
were  of  unusually  large  proportions,  were  leisurely  crossed 
before  him  as  he  half  leaned  against,  half  sot  upon,,  the 
steamboat's  bulwark ;  and  his  thick  oane,  shod  with  a  mighty 
ferule  at  one  end  and  armed  with  a  great  metal  knob  at  the 
other,  depended  from  ^  Hne-and-tassel  on  his  wrist.  Thus 
attired,  and  thus  composed  into  an  aspect  of  great  proftmdity, 
the  gentleman  twitched  up  the  right-hand  cornei  of  his  momth 
and  his  right  eye,  simultaneously,  and  said,  once  more : 

''It  is  in  such  enlightened  means,  that  the  bubbling  passions 
of  my  country  find  a  vent." 

As  he  looked  at  Martin,  and  nobody  else  was  by,  Martin 
inclined  his  head,  and  said : 

"  You  allude  to— " 

''  To  the  Palladium  of  rational  Liberty  at  home,  sir,  and 
the  dread  of  Foreign  oppression  abroad,"  returned  the  gentle- 
man, as  he  pointed  with  his  cane  to  an  uncommonly  dirfy 
news-boy  with  one  eye.  ''  To  the  Envy  of  the  world,  sir,  and 
the  leaders  of  Human  Civilisation.  Let  me  ask  you,  sir,"  he 
added,  bringing  the  ferule  of  his  stick  heavily  upon  the  deck 
with  the  air  of  a  man  who  must  not  be  equivocated  with, 
"  how  do  you  like  my  Coimtry  ?  " 

"  I  am  hardly  prepared  to  answer  that  question  yet,"  said 
Martin,  "  seeing  that  I  have  not  been  ashore." 

"Well,  I  should  expect  you  were  not  prepared,  sir,"  said 
the  gentleman,  ''  to  behold  such  signs  of  National  Prosperity 
as  those  ?  " 

He  pointed  to  the  vessels  lying  at  the  wharves ;  and  then 
gave  a  vague  flourish  with  Ids  stick,  as  if  he  would  include 
the  air  and  water,  generally,  in  this  remark. 

"  ReaUy,"  said  Martin,  "  I  don't  know.  Yes.  I  think 
I  was." 

The  gentleman  glanced  at  him  with  a  knowing  look,  and* 
said  he  liked  his  policy.  It  was  natural,  he  said,  and  it 
pleased  him  as  a  philosopher  to  observe  the  prejudices  of 
human  nature. 

"You  have  brought,  I  see,  sir,"  he  said,  turning  round 
towards  Martin,  and  resting  his  chin  on  the  top  of  his  stick, 
"  the  ujsual  amount  of  misery  and  poverty,  and  ignorance  and 
cnme,  to  bet  located  in  the  bosom  of  the  Gbreat  Repablic. 
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Well,  sir!  let  'em  come  on  in  ship-loads  from  the  old  oonntiy. 
When  yessels  are  about  to  founder,  the  rats  are  said  to 
leave  'em.  There  is  considerable  of  truth,  I  find,  in  that 
remark." 

"  The  old  ship  will  keep  afloat  a  year  or  two  longer  yet, 
perhaps,*'  said  Martin  with  a  smile,  partly  occasioned  by  what 
the  gentleman  said,  and  partly  by  his  manner  of  saying  it, 
which  was  odd  enough,  for  he  emphasised  all  the  small  words 
and  syllables  in  his  discourse,  and  left  the  others  to  take  care 
of  themselves :  as  if  he  thought  the  larger  parts  of  speech 
could  be  trusted  alone,  but  the  little  ones  required  to  be 
constantly  looked  after. 

"  Hope  is  said  by  the  poet,  sir,"  observed  the  gentleman, 
"  to  be  the  nurse  of  Young  Desire." 

Martin  signified  that  he  had  heard  of  the  cardinal  virtue  in 
question  serving  occasionally  in  that  domestic  capacity. 

''  She  wiU  not  rear  her  infant  in  the  present  instance,  sir, 
you  *11  find,"  observed  the  gentleman. 

'*  Time  will  show,"  said  Martin. 

The  gentleman  nodded  his  head,  gravely;  and  said  '^  What 
is  your  name,  sir  ?  " 

Martin  told  him. 

"  How  old  are  you,  sir  ?  " 

Martin  told  him. 

**  What  is  your  profession,  sir  ?  " 

Martin  told  him  that,  also. 

**  What  is  your  destination,  sir  ?  "  inquired  the  gentleman. 

"  Really,"  said  Martin,  laughing,  "  I  can 't  satisfy  you  in 
that  particular,  for  I  don 't  know  it  myself." 

'*  Yes  ?  "  said  the  gentleman. 

**  No,"  said  Martia. 

The  gentleman  adjusted  his  cane  under  his  lefb  arm,  and 
took  a  more  deliberate  and  complete  survey  of  Martin  than  he 
had  yet  had  leisure  to  make.  When  he  had  completed  his 
inspection,  he  put  out  his  right  hand,  shook  Maxtbi's  hand, 
and  said : 

"  My  name  is  Colonel  Diver,  sir.  I  am  the  Editor  of  the 
New  York  Rowdy  Journal. 

Martin  received  the  commimication  with  that  degree  of 
respect  which  an  announcement  so  disting^hed  appeared  to 
demand. 

The  New  York  Rowdy  Journal,  sir,"  resumed  the  colonel^ 
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"is,  as  I  expect  you  know^  the  organ  of  our  aristocracy  in 
this  city." 

''Oh!  there  %$  an  aristocrax^  here,  Uien?"  said  Martin. 
*'  Of  what  is  it  composed  ?  " 

'*  Of  intelligence,  sir/'  replied  the  colonel ;  "  of  intelligence 
.  and  -virtue.  And  of  their  necessary  consequence  in  this 
republic — dollars,  sir." 

Martin  was  very  glad  to  hear  this,  feeling  well  assured  that 
if  intelligence  and  -virtue  led,  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  the 
acquisition  of  doUars,  he  would  speedily  become  a  great 
capitalist.  He  was  about  to  express  the  gratification  such 
news  afforded  him,  when  he  -was  interrupted  by  the  captain  of 
the  ship,  who  came  up  at  the  moment  to  shake  hands  with 
the  colonel;  and  who,  seeing  a  well-dressed  stranger  on  the 
deck  (for  Martin  had  thrp-wn  aside  his  doak),  shook  hands 
with  him  also.  This  was  an  unspeakable  relief  to  Martin, 
who,  in  spite  of  the  acknowledged  supremacy  of  Intelligence 
and  -virtue  in  that  happy  country,  would  have  been  deeply 
mortified  to  appear  before  Colonel  Diver  in  the  poor  character 
of  a  steerage  passenger. 

"  Well,  cap'en ! "  said  the  colonel. 

"Well,  colonel!"  cried  the  captain.  "You're  looking 
most  uncommon  bright,  sir.  I  can  hardly  realise  its  being 
you,  and  that's  a  fact." 

"  A  good  passage,  cap'en  ?  "  inquired  the  colonel,  taking 
him  aside. 

"  Well  now!  It  was  a  pretty  spanking  run,  sir,"  said,  or 
rather  smig,  the  captain,  who  was  a  genuine  New  Englander: 
"con-siderin  the  weather." 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  the  coloneL 

"  WeU !  It  was,  sir,"  said  the  captain.  "  I  've  just  now 
sent  a  boy  up  to  your  office  -with  the  passenger-list,  colonel." 

"  You  haven't  got  another  boy  to  spare,  p'raps,  cap'en  ?  " 
said  the  colonel,  in  a  tone  almost  amounting  to  severity. 

"  I  guess  there  air  a  dozen  if  you  want  'em,  oolond,"  said 
the  captain. 

"  Oine  moderate  big  'un  could  convey  a  dozen  of  champagne, 
perhaps,"  observed  the  colonel,  musing,  "  to  my  office.  You 
said  a  spanking  run,  I  think  ?  " 

"  WeU !  so  I  did,"  was  the  reply. 

"  It  *s  very  nigh  you  know,"  observed  the  colonel,  "  I  'm 
glad  it  was  a  spanldng  run,   cap'en.     Don't  mind  about 
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quarts  if  you're  shoit  of  'em.  The  boy  can  as  well  hiag 
four-and-twenty  pints,  and  travel  twice  ap  once. — A  fost-rate 
spanker,  cap'en,  was  it  ?    Yes  ?  " 

'*  A  most  e — ^tamal  spanker/'  said  the  skipper. 

^'  I  admire  at  your  good  fortun,  cap'en.  You  might  loas 
me  a  corkscrew  at  the  same  time,  aad  half-a*dozen  gLeusses  if 
you  likQd.  However  bad  the  elements  combine  against  my 
counjby's  noble  padcet-ship  the  Screw,  sir,"  said  the  colonel, 
turning  to  Martin,  and  drawing  a  flourish  on  the  surface  of 
the  deck  with  his  cane,  '^  her  passage  either  way,  is  almost 
certain  to  eventuate  a  spanker !  " 

The  captain,  who  had  the  Sewer  below  at  that  moment, 
lunching  expensively  in  one  cabin,  while  the  amiable  Stabber 
was  drinking  himself  into  a  state  of  blind  madness  in  an- 
other, took  a  cordial  leave  of  his  fiiend  the  colonel,  and 
hurried  away  to  despatch  the  champagne :  well^knowing  (as 
it  afterwards  appeared)  that  if  he  failed  to  conciliate  the 
editor  of  the  Eowdy  Journal,  that  potentate  would  denounce 
him  and  his  ship  in  large  capitals  brfore  he  was  a  day  older ; 
and  would  probably  assault  the  memory  of  his  mother  also, 
who  had  not  been  dead  more  than  twenty  years.  The 
colonel  being  again  left  alone  with  Martin,  checked  him  as 
he  was  moving  away,  and  offered,  in  consideration  of  bis 
being  an  Englishman,  to  show  him  tbe  town,  and  to  introduce 
him,  if  such  were  his  desire,  to  a  genteel  boarding-house. 
But  before  they  entered  on  these  proceedings  (he  said),  he 
would  beseech  the  honour  of  his  company  at  the  office  of  the 
Bowdy  Journal,  to  partake  ci  a  bottle  of  champagne  of  his 
own  importation. 

All  this  was  so  extremely  kind  and  hospitable,  that  Martin, 
though  it  was  quite  early  in  the  morning,  readily  acquiesced. 
So,  instructing  Mark,  who  was  deeply  engaged  with  his  Mend 
and  her  three  children,  that  when  he  bad  done  assisting  them, 
and  had  cleared  the  baggage,  he  was  to  wait  for  further 
orders  at  the  Bowdy  Journal  Office,  Martin  accompanied  his 
new  friend  on  shore. 

They  made  their  way  as  they  best  could  through  the 
melancholy  crowd  of  emigrants  upon  the  wharf— who, 
grouped  about  their  beds  and  boxes,  with  the  bare  ground 
below  them  and  the  bare  sky  above,  might  have  fallen  from 
another  planet,  for  anything  they  knew  of  the  country — and 
walked  for  some  short  distance  along  a  busy  street,  bounded 
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on  one  side  by  the  quays  and  shipping ;  and  on  the  other  by 
a  long  row  of  staring  red-brick  storehouses  and  offices,  orna- 
mented with  more  black  boards  and  white  letters,  and  more 
white  boards  and  black  letters,  than  Martin  had  ever  seen 
before,  in  fifty  times  the  space.  Presently  they  turned  up  a 
narrow  street,  and  presently  into  other  narrow  streets,  until 
at  last  they  stopped  before  a  house  whereon  was  painted  in 
great  characters,  "  Rowdy  Journal.*' 

The  colonel,  who  had  walked  the  whole  way  with  one  hand 
in  his  breast,  his  head  occasionally  wagging  from  side  to  side, 
and  his  hat  thrown  back  upon  his  ears — ^like  a  man  who  was 
oppressed  to  inconvenience  by  a  sense  of  his  own  greatness — 
led  the  way  up  a  dark  and  diriy  flight  of  stairs  into  a  room  of 
similar  character,  aU  littered  and  bestrewn  with  odds  and  ends 
of  newspapers  and  other  cr|impled  fragments,  both  in  proof 
and  manuscript.  Behind  a  mangy  old  writing-table  in  this 
apartment,  sat  a  figure  with  a  stump  of  a  pen  in  its  mouth 
and  a  great  pair  of  scissors  in  its  right  hand,  clipping  and 
slicing  at  a  file  of  Rowdy  Journals ;  and  it  was  such  a 
laughable  figure  that  Martin  had  some  difficuliy  in  preserving 
his  gravity,  though  conscious  of  the  dose  observation  of 
Colonel  Diver. 

The  individual  who  sat  clipping  and  slicing  as  aforesaid  at 
the  Rowdy  Journals,  was  a  small  young  gentleman  of  very 
juvenile  appearance,  and  unwholesomely  pale  in  the  face; 
partly,  perhaps,  from  intense  thought,  but  partly,  there  is  no 
doubt,  from  the  excessive  use  of  tobacco,  which  he  was  at  that 
moment  chewing  vigorously.  He  wore  his  shirt-collar  turned 
down  over  a  black  ribbon ;  and  his  lank  hair — a  fragile  crop 
— ^was  not  only  smoothed  and  parted  back  from  his  brow,  that 
none  of  the  Poetry  of  his  aspect  might  be  lost,  but  had,  here 
and  there,  been  grubbed  up  by  the  roots :  which  accounted 
for  his  loftiest  developments  being  somewhat  pimply.  He 
had  that  order  of  nose  on  which  the  envy  of  mankind  has 
bestowed  the  appellation  "snub,*'  and  it  was  very  much 
turned  up  at  the  end,  as  with  a  lofty  scorn.  Upon  the 
upper  lip  of  this  young  gentleman,  were  tokens  of  a  sandy 
down — so  very,  very  smooth  and  scant,  that,  though  encou- 
raged to  the  utmost,  it  looked  more  like  a  recent  trace  of 
gingerbread,  than  the  fair  promise  of  a  moustache ;  and  this 
conjecture,  his  apparently  tender  age  went  far  to  strengthen. 

He  was  intent  upon  his  work.     Every  time  he  snapped  the 
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great  pair  of  scissors,  lie  made  a  corresponding  motion  T\dth 
his  jaws,  wliicli  gave  him  a  very  terrible  appearance. 

Martin  was  not  long  in  determining  within  himself  that 
this  must  be  Colonel  Diver's  son ;  the  hope  of  the  family,  and 
future  mainspring  of  the  Rowdy  Journal.  Indeed  he  had 
begun  to  say  that  he  presumed  this  was  the  colonel's  little 
boy,  and  that  it  was  very  pleasant  to  see  him  playing  at 
Editor  in  all  the  guilelessness  of  childhood,  when  the  colonel 
proudly  interposed,  and  said : 

"My  War  Correspondent,  sir — ^Mr.  Jefferson  Brick!" 

Martin  could  not  help  starting  at  this  unexpected  announce- 
ment, and  the  consciousness  of  the  irretrievable  mistake  he 
had  nearly  made. 

Mr.  Brick  seemed  pleased  with  the  sensation  he  produced 
upon  the  stranger,  and  shook  hands  with  him,  with  an  air  of 
patronage  designed  to  reassure  him,  and  to  let  him  know  that 
there  was  no  occasion  to  be  lightened,  for  he  (Brick)  wouldn't 
hurt  him. 

"  You  have  heard  of  Jefferson  Brick  I  see,  sir,"  quoth  the 
colonel,  with  a  smile.  "England  has  heard  of  Jefferson 
Brick.  Europe  has  heard  of  Jefferson  Brick.  Let  me  see. 
When  did  you  leave  England,  sir?" 

*'  Five  weeks  ago,"  said  Martin. 

"  Five  weeks  ago,"  repeated  the  colonel,  thoughtfully ;  as 
he  took  his  seat  upon  the  table,  and  swung  his  legs.  "  Now 
let  me  ask  you,  sir,  which  of  Mr.  Brick's  articles  had  become 
at  that  time  the  most  obnoxious  to  the  British  Parliament  and 
the  court  of  Saint  James's?" 

Upon  my  word,"  said  Martin,  "I — " 
I  have  reason  to  know,  sir,"  interrupted  the  colonel, 
"  that  the  aristocratio  circles  of  your  country  quail  before  the 
name  of  Jefferson  Brick.  I  should  like  to  be  informed,  sir, 
from  your  lips,  which  of  his  sentiments  has  struck  the 
deadliest  blow — " 

"  At  the  hundred  heads  of  the  Hydra  of  Corruption  now 
grovelling  in  the  dust  beneath  the  lance  of  Reason,  and 
spouting  up  to  the  universal  arch  above  us,  its  sanguinary 
gore,"  said  Mr.  Brick,  putting  on  a  little  blue  doth  cap  with 
a  glazed  front,  and  quoting  his  last  article. 

"The  libation  of  freedom.  Brick," — ^hinted  ihe  colonel. 

" — ^Must  sometimes  be  quaffed  in  blood,  colonel,"  cried 
Brick.     And  when  he  said  'blood,'  he  gave  the  great  pair  of 
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801880X8  a  8liarp  snap,  as  if  they  said  blood  too,  and  were  quite 
of  his  opinioiL. 

This  done,  they  both  looked  at  Martin,  pausing  for  a  reply. 

'*  Upon  my  life,"  said  Martin,  who  had  by  this  time  quite 
recovered  his  usual  coolness,  "  I  can't  give  you  any  satisfactory 
information  about  it ;  for  the  truth  is  that  I  — " 

''Stop!"  cried  the  colonel,  glancing  sternly  at  his  war 
correspondent,  and  giving  his  head  one  shake  after  every 
sentence.  "That  you  never  heard  of  Jefferson  Brick,  sir. 
That  you  never  read  Jefferson  Brick,  sir.  That  you  never 
saw  the  Rowdy  Journal,  sir.  That  you  never  knew,  sir,  of 
its  mighty  influence  upon  the  cabinets  of  Europe — ^Yes  ?" 

"That's  what  I  was  about  to  observe,  certainly,"  said 
Martin. 

"  Keep  cool,  Jefferson,"  said  the  colonel  gravely.  "  Don't 
bust !  oh  you  Europeans !  Arter  that,  let 's  have  a  glass  of 
wine ! "  So  saying,  he  got  down  from  the  table,  and  produced, 
from  a  basket  outside  the  door,  a  bottle  of  champagne,  and 
three  glasses. 

"  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick,  sir,"  said  the  colonel,  filling  Martin's 
glass  and  his  own,  and  pushing  the  bottle  to  that  gentleman, 
**  will  give  us  a  sentiment." 

"  WeU  sir ! "  cried  the  war  correspondent,  "  since  you  have 
concluded  to  call  upon  me,  I  will  respond.  I  will  give  you, 
sir,  The  Eowdy  Journal  and  its  brethren ;  the  well  of  Truth, 
whose  waters  are  black  from  being  composed  of  printers'  ink, 
but  are  quite  clear  enough  for  my  countiy  to  behold  the 
«hadow  of  her  Destiny  reflected  in." 

"  Hear,  hear ! "  cried  the  colonel,  with  great  complacency. 
''There  are  floweiy  components,  sir,  in  the  language  of  my 
friend?" 

"  Very  much  so,  indeed,"  said  Martin. 

"There  is  to-day's  Rowdy,  sir,"  observed  the  colonel, 
handing  him  a  paper.  "  You  '11  find  Jefferson  Brick  at  his 
usual  post  in  the  van  of  human  civilisation  and  moral  purity." 

The  colonel  was  by  this  time  seated  on  the  table  again. 
Mr.  Brick  also  took  up  a  position  on  that  same  piece  of 
fdmiture ;  and  they  fell  to  drinking  pretty  hard.  They  often 
looked  at  Martin  as  he  read  the  paper,  and  then  at  each  other. 
When  he  laid  it  down,  which  was  not  until  they  had  finished 
a  second  bottle^  the  colonel  asked  him  what  he  liiought  of  it. 
Why,  it 's  horribly  personal,"  said  Martin. 
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The  colonel  seemed  much  flattered  by  this  remark;  and 
said  he  hoped  it  wajs. 

"  We  are  independent  here,  sir/'  said  IVfr.  Jefferson  Brick. 
•'We  do  as  we  like." 

"If  I  may  judge  from  this  specimen,"  returned  Martin, 
"there  must  be  a  few  thousands  here,  rather  the  reverse  of 
independent,  who  do  as  they  don't  like." 

"  Well !  They  yield  to  the  mighty  mind  of  the  Popular 
Instructor,  sir,"  said  the  colonel.  "  Itey  rile  up,  sometimes ; 
but  in  general  we  have  a  hold  upon  our  citizens,  both  in 
public  and  in  private  life,  which  is  as  much  one  of  the 
ennobling  institutions  of  our  happy  country  as — " 

"As  nigger  slavery  itself,"  suggested  Afr.  Brick. 

"  En — ^tirely  so,"  remarked  the  colonel. 

"  Pray,"  said  Martin,  after  some  hesitation,  "  may  I  venture 
to  ask,  with  reference  to  a  case  I  observe  in  this  paper  of 
yours,  whether  the  Popular  Instructor  often  deals  in — I  am  at 
a  loss  to  express  it  without  giving  you  offence — ^in  forgery  ? 
In  forged  letters,  for  instance,"  he  pursued,  for  the  colonel 
was  perfectly  calm  and  quite  at  his  ease,  "  solemnly  purporting 
to  have  been  wiitten  at  recent  periods  by  living  men?" 

"Well,  sir!"  replied  the  colonel.  "It  does,  now  and 
then." 

"And  the  popular  instructed — ^what  do  they  do?"  asked 
Martin. 

"  Buy  'em : "  said  the  colonel. 

Mr.  Jefferson  Brick  expectorated  and  laughed ;  the  former 
copiously,  the  latter  approvingly. 

"Buy  'em  by  himdreds  of  thousands,"  resumed  the  coloneL 
"  We  are  a  smart  people  here,  and  can  appreciate  smartness." 

"  Is  smartness  American  for  forgery  ?"  asked  Martin. 

"Well!"  said  the  colonel,  "I  expect  it's  American  for  a 
good  many  things  that  you  call  by  other  names.  But  you 
can't  help  yourselves  in  Europe.     We  can." 

"  And  do,  sometimes,"  thought  Martin.  "  You  help  your- 
selves with  very  little  ceremony,  too ! " 

"  At  aU  events,  whatever  name  we  choose  to  employ,"  said 
the  colonel,  stooping  down  to  roll  the  third  empty  bottle  into 
a  comer  after  the  other  two,  "  I  suppose  the  art  of  forgetry 
was  not  invented  here,  sir  ?" 

"  I  suppose  not,"  replied  Martin. 

"  Nor  any  other  kind  of  smartness,  I  redcon?" 
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"  Inyented !     No,  I  presume  not." 

"Well!"  said  the  colonel;  "then  we  got  it  all  from  the 
old  coTintry,  and  the  old  country 's  to  blame  for  it,  and  not  the 
new  'un.  There 's  an  end  of  that.  Now,  if  Mr.  Jefferson 
Brick  and  you  will  be  so  good  cus  dear,  I  '11  come  out  last,  and 
lock  the  door." 

Rightly  interpreting  this  as  the  signal  for  their  departure, 
Martin  walked  down  stairs  after  the  war  correspondent,  who 
preceded  him  with  great  majesty.  The  colonel  following,  they 
left  the  Rowdy  Journal  Office  and  walked  forth  into  the 
streets :  Martin  feeling  doubtful  whether  he  ought  to  kick  the 
colonel  fbr  haying  presumed  to  speak  to  him,  or  whether  it 
came  within  the  bounds  of  possibility  that  he  and  his  establish- 
ment could  be  among  the  boasted  usages  of  that  regenerated 
land. 

It  was  clear  that  Colonel  Diver,  in  the  security  of  his  strong 
position,  and  in  his  perfect  understanding  of  the  public 
sentiment,  cared  very  little  what  Martin  or  anybody  else 
tibiought  about  him.  His  high-spiced  wares  were  made  to  seU, 
and  they  sold ;  and  his  thousands  of  readers  could  as  rationally 
diarge  their  delight  in  filth  upon  him,  as  a  glutton  can  shift 
upon  his  cook  the  responsibility  of  his  beastly  ezcess. 
Nothing  would  have  delighted  the  colonel  more  than  to  be 
told  that  no  such  man  as  he  could  walk  in  high  success  the 
streets  of  any  other  country  in  ^e  world :  for  that  would  only 
have  been  a  logical  assurance  to  him  of  the  correct  adaptation 
of  his  labours  to  the  prevailing  taste,  and  of  his  being  strictly 
and  peculiarly  a  national  feature  of  America. 

They  walked  a  mile  or  more  along  a  handsome  street  which 
the  colonel  said  was  called  Broadway,  and  which  Mr.  Jefferson 
Brick  said  "  whipped  the  universe."  Turning,  at  length,  into 
one  of  the  numerous  streets  which  branched  from  this  maii^ 
thoroughfare,  they  stopped  before  a  rather  mean-looking 
house  with  jalousie  blinds  to  every  window ;  a  flight  of  steps 
before  the  green  street-door ;  a  shining  white  ornament  on  the 
rails  on  either  side  like  a  petrified  pine-apple,  polished;  a 
little  oblong  plate  of  the  same  material  over  the  knocker, 
whereon  the  name  of  "Pawkins"  was  engraved;  and  four 
accidental  pigs  looking  down  the  area. 

The  colonel  knocked  at  this  house  with  the  air  of  a  man 
who  lived  there  ;  and  an  Irish  girl  popped  her  head  out  of  one 
of  the  top  windows  to  see  who  it  was.     Pending  her  journey 
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down  stain,  the  pigs  were  joined  hy  two  or  three  ineada  from 
the  next  street,  in  company  with  whom  they  lay  down  sociably 
in  the  gutter. 

''  Is  the  major  in-doors?"  inquired  the  colonel,  as  he  entered. 

"  Is  it  the  master,  sir  ?"  returned  the  girl,  witha  hesitation 
which,  seemed  to  imply  that  they  were  rather  flush  of  majors 
in  that  establishment. 

''The  master!"  said  Cohmel  DiTer,  stopping  short  and 
looking  round  at  his  war  correspondent. 

''  Oh !  The  depressing  institutions  of  that  British  empire, 
cobnel?"  said  JefiEerson  Brick.     ''Master!" 

"What's  the  matter  with  the  word?"  asked  Martin. 

"I  should  hope  it  was  never  heard  in  our  countiy,  sir: 
that 's  all,"  said  Je£Eerson  Brick :  "  except  when  it  is  nsed  by 
some  degraded  Help,  as  new  to  the  blessings  of  our  form  of 
goremment,  as  this  Help  is.     There  are  no  masters  here." 

"  AU  'owners,'  are  they?"  said  Martin. 

Mr.  JefiEerson  Brick  followed  in  the  Rowdy  Journal's  foot- 
steps without  returning  any  answer.  Martin  took  the  same 
course,  thinkiTig  as  he  went,  that  perhaps  the  free  and  inde- 
pendent citizens,  who,  in  their  moral  elevation,  owned  the 
colonel  for  their  master,  might  render  better  homage  to  the 
goddess,  Liberty,  in  nightly  dreams  upon  the  oven  of  a 
Russian  Serf. 

The  colonel  led  the  way  into  a  room  at  the  back  of  the 
house  upon  the  ground-floor,  light,  and  of  fJEur  dimensions, 
but  exquisitely  imcomfortable :  having  nothing  in  it  but  the 
four  cold  white  walls  and  ceiling,  a  mean  carpet,  a  dreary 
waste  of  dioing-table  reaching  from  end  to  end,  and  a 
bewildering  collection  of  cane-bottomed  chairs.  In  the  further 
region  of  this  banqueting-hall  was  a  stove,  garnished  on 
either  side  with  a  great  brass  spittoon,  and  shaped  in  itself 
like  three  little  iron  barrels  set  up  on  end  in  a  fender,  and 
joined  together  on  the  principle  of  the  Siamese  Twins. 
Before  it,  swinging  himself  in  a  rockiug-chair,  loimged  a 
large  gentleman  with  his  hat  on,  who  amused  himself  by 
spitting  alternately  into  the  spittoon  on  the  right  hand  of  the 
stove,  and  the  spittoon  on  the  left,  and  then  working  his  way 
back  again  in  the  same  order.  A  negro  lad  in  a  soiled  white 
jacket  was  busily  engaged  in  placing  on  the  table  two  long 
rows  of  knives  and  forks,  relieved  at  intervals  by  jugs  of 
water ;  and  as  he  travelled  down  one  side  of  this  festive  board. 
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lie  straigliteEied  wiih  his  dirty  hands  the  dirtier  doth,  which 
was  all  askew,  and  had  not  been  remoTed  since  breakfast. 
The  atmosphere  of  this  room  .was  rendered  intensely  hot  and 
stifling  by  the  stoye ;  but  being  jKirther  flavoured  by  a  sickly 
gush  of  soup  from  the  kitchen,  and  by  such  remote  suggestions 
of  tobacco  as  lingered  within  the  brazen  receptacles  already 
mentioned,  it  became,  to  a  stranger's  senses,  almost  insup- 
portable. 

The  gentleman  in  the  rocking-chair  having  his  back  towards 
them,  and  being  much  engaged  in  his  intellectual  pastime, 
was  not  aware  of  their  approach  until  the  colonel  walking  up 
to  the  stoye,  contributed  his  mite  towards  the  support  of  the 
left-hand  spittoon,  just  as  the  major — for  it  was  the  major — 
bore  down  upon  it.  Major  Pawkins  then  reserved  his  Are, 
and  looking  upwards,  said,  with  a  peculiar  air  of  quiet 
weariness,  like  a  man  who  had  been  up  all  night — an  air 
which  Martin  had  already  observed  both  in  the  colonel  and 
Mr.  Je£Eerson  Brick — 

"WeU,  colonel!" 

"  Here  is  a  gentleman  finom  England,  major,"  the  colonel 
replied,  ''  who  haa  concluded  to  locate  himself  here  if  the 
amount  of  compensation  suits  him." 

'*  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  sir,"  observed  the  major,  shaking 
hands  with  Martin,  and  not  moving  a  muscle  of  his  face. 
**  You  are  pretty  bright,  I  hope  ?" 

"  Never  better,"  said  Martin. 

"  You  are  neyer  likely  to  be,"  returned  the  major.  "  You 
will  see  the  sun  shine  hereJ' 

**  I  think  I  remember  to  haye  seen  it  shine  at  home,  some- 
times," said  Martin,  smiling. 

''I  think  not,"  replied  the  major.  He  said  so  with  a 
stoical  indifference  certainly,  but  still  in  a  tone  of  firmness 
which  admitted  of  no  further  dispute  on  that  point.  When 
he  had  thus  settled  the  question,  he  put  his  hat  a  little  on  one 
side  for  the  greater  conyenience  of  scratching  his  head,  and 
saluted  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick  with  a  lazy  nod. 

Major  Pawkins  (a  gentleman  of  Pennsylyanian  origin)  was 
distinguished  by  a  yery  large  skuU,  and  a  great  mass  of 
yellow  forehead ;  in  deference  to  which  commodities,  it  was 
currently  held  in  bar-rooms  and  other  such  places  of  resort, 
that  the  major  was  a  man  of  huge  sagacity.  He  was  farther 
to  be  known  by  a  heavy  eye  and  a  dull  slow  manner ;  and 
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for  l)emg  a  man  of  that  kind  who — ^mentally  speaidni 
requiiee  a  deal  of  room  to  turn  himself  in.  But,  in  trading 
on  his  stock  of  wisdom,  he  invariably  proeeeded  on  the 
principle  of  putting  all  the  goods  he  had  (and  more)  into  his 
window;  and  that  went  a  great  way  with  his  constituency 
of  admirers.  It  went  a  great  way,  perhaps,  with  Mr. 
Jefferson  Brick,  who  took  occasion  to  whisper  in  Martin's  ear : 

"  One  of  the  most  remarkable  men  in  our  country,  sir ! " 

It  must  not  be  supposed,  howeyer,  that  the  perpetual 
exhibition  in  the  market-place  of  all  his  stock-in-trade  for  sale 
or  hire  was  the  major's  sole  claim  to  a  very  large  share  of 
sympathy  and  support.  He  was  a  great  politician ;  and  the 
one  article  of  his  creed,  in  reference  to  all  pubHc  obligations 
inyolying  the  good  faith  and  integrity  of  his  countzy,  was, 
'^  run  a  moist  pen  slick  through  eyerything,  and  start  £resh." 
This  made  him  a  patriot.  In  commercial  afiGedrs  he  was  a 
bold  speculator.  In  plainer  words  he  had  a  most  distinguished 
genius  for  swindling,  and  could  start  a  bank,  or  negotiate  a 
loan,  or  form  a  land-jobbing  company  (entailing  ruin, 
pestiLence,  and  death,  on  hundreds  of  &milies),  with  any 
gifted  creature  in  the  Union.  This  made  him  an  admirable 
man  of  business.  He  could  hang  about  a  bar-room  discussing 
the  afiSdrs  of  the  nation,  for  twelve  hours  together;  and  in 
that  time  could  hold  forth  with  more  intolerable  dullness, 
chew  more  tobacco,  smoke  more  tobacco,  drink  more  rum- 
toddy,  mint-julep,  gin-sling,  and  cock-tail,  than  any  private 
gentleman  of  his  acquaintance.  This  made  him  an  orator  and 
a  man  of  the  people.  In  a  word  the  major  was  a  rising 
character,  and  a  popular  character,  and  was  in  a  fair  way  to 
be  sent  by  the  popular  parly  to  the  State  House  of  New  York, 
if  not  in  the  end  to  Washington  itself.  But  as  a  man's 
private  prosperity  does  not  always  keep  pace  with  his  patriotic 
devotion  to  pubHc  affairs;  and  as  fraudulent  transactions 
have  their  downs  as  well  as  ups ;  the  major  was  occasionally 
under  a  cloud.  Hence,  just  now,  Mrs.  Pawkins  kept  a 
boarding-house,  and  Major  Pawkins  rather  '* loafed"  his 
time  away,  than  otherwise. 

*'You  have  come  to  visit  our  country,  sir,  at  a  season  of 
great  commercial  depression,"  said  the  major. 

"  At  an  alarming  crisis,"  said  the  colonel. 

''At   a   period   of   imprecedented   stagnation,"    said   Mr. 
Jefferson  Biiek* 
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"I  am  sorry  to  liear  that/'  returned  Martin.  ''It's  not 
likely  to  last,  I  hope  ?  " 

Martin  knew  nothing  about  America,  or  he  would  have 
known  perfectly  well  that  if  its  individual  citizens,  to  a  man, 
are  to  be  believed,  it  always  is  depressed,  and  always  is 
stagnated,  and  always  15  at  an  alarming  crisis,  and  never  was 
otherwise  ;  though  as  a  body  they  are  ready  to  make  oath 
upon  the  Evangelists  at  any  hour  of  the  day  or  night,  that  it 
is  the  most  thriving  and  prosperous  of  all  countries  on  the 
habitable  globe. 

**  It  'b  not  likely  to  last,  I  hope  ?  "  said  Martin. 
'*  Well ! "  returned  the  major,  "  I  expect  we  shall  get  along 
somehow,  and  come  right  in  the  end." 

"  We  are  an  elastic  coimtry,"  said  the  Rowdy  Journal. 
**  We  are  a  young  lion,"  said  Mr.  Jeflferson  Brick. 
'*  We  have  revivifying  and  vigorous  principles  within  our- 
selves," observed  the  major.     "  Shall  we  drink  a  bitter  afore 
dinner,  colonel  ?  " 

The  colonel  assenting  to  this  proposal  with  great  alacrity. 
Major  Pawkins  proposed  an  adjournment  to  a  neighbouring 
bar-room,  which,  as  he  observed,  was  "only  in  the  next 
block."  He  then  referred  Martin  to  Mrs.  Pawkins  for  all 
particulars  connected  with  the  rate  of  board  and  lodging,  and 
informed  him  that  he  would  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  that 
lady  at  dinner,  which  would  soon  be  ready,  as  the  dinner 
hour  was  two  o'clock,  and  it  only  wanted  a  quarter  now. 
This  reminded  him  that  if  the  bitter  were  to  be  taken  at  all, 
there  was  no  time  to  lose;  so  he  walked  off  without  more 
ado,  and  left  them  to  foUow  if  they  thought  proper. 

When  the  major  rose  from  his  rocking-chair  before  the 
stove,  and  so  disturbed  the  hot  air  and  balmy  whiff  of  soup 
which  fanned  their  brows,  the  odour  of  stale  tobacco  became 
so  decidedly  prevalent  as  to  leave  no  doubt  of  its  proceeding 
mainly  from  that  gentleman's  attire.  Indeed,  as  Martin 
walked  behind  him  to  the  bar-room,  he  could  not  help 
thinking  that  the  great  square  major,  in  his  Hstlessness  and 
languor,  looked  very  much  like  a  stale  weed  himself :  such  as- 
might  be  hoed  out  of  the  public  garden,  with  great  advantage 
to  the  decent  growth  of  that  preserve,  and  tossed  on  some 
congenial  dimghill. 

They  encountered  more  weeds  in  the  bar-room,  some  of 
whom  (being  thirsty  souls  as  well  as  dirty)  were  pretty  stale 
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in  one  sense  and  pretty  £^esh  in  another.  Among  them  was  a 
gentleman  who,  as  Martin  gathered  from  the  conversatioii 
tiiat  took  place  oyer  the  bitter,  started  that  afternoon  for  the 
Far  West  on  a  six  months'  business  tour ;  and  who,  as  his 
outfit  and  equipment  for  this  journey,  had  just  such  another 
shiny  hat  and  just  such  another  little  pale  yalise,  as  had 
composed  the  luggage  of  the  gentleman  who  came  from 
England  in  the  Screw. 

They  were  walking  back  very  leisurely ;  Martin  arm-in-arm 
with  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick,  and  the  major  and  the  colonel  side- 
by-side  before  them ;  when,  as  they  came  within  a  house  or 
two  of  the  major's  residence,  they  heard  a  bell  ringing* 
violently.  The  instant  this  sound  struck  upon  their  ears,  the 
colonel  and  the  major  darted  off,  dashed  up  the  steps  and  in 
at  the  street-door  (which  stood  ajar)  like  lunatics ;  while  Mr. 
Jefferson  Brick,  detaching  his  arm  from  Martin's,  made  a 
precipitate  dive  in  the  same  direction,  and  vanished  also. 

"  Good  Heaven ! "  thought  Martin,  "  the  premises  are  on 
fire  !  it  was  an  alarm-beU  !  " 

But  there  was  no  smoke  to  be  seen,  nor  any  flame,  nor 
was  there  any  smell  of  fire.  As  Martin  faltered  on  the 
pavement,  three  more  gentlemen,  with  horror  and  agitation 
depicted  in  their  faces,  came  plunging  wildly  round  the  street 
comer;  jostled  each  other  on  the  steps;  struggled  for  an 
instant;  and  rushed  into  ihe  house,  in  a  confused  heap  of 
arms  and  legs.  Unable  to  bear  it  any  longer,  Martin  fol- 
lowed. Even  in  his  rapid  progress,  he  was  run  down,  thrust 
aside,  and  passed,  by  two  more  gentlemen,  stark  mad,  as  it 
appeared,  with  fierce  excitement. 

"Where  is  it?"  cried  Martin,  breathlessly,  to  a  negro 
whom  he  encountered  in  the  passage. 

''In  a  eatin  room  sa.  'Kernel  sa,  him  kep  a  seat  'side 
himself  sa." 

"  A  seat !  "  cried  Martin. 

"  For  a  dinnar  sa." 

Martin  stared  at  him  for  a  moment,  and  burst .  into  a 
hearty  laugh;  to  which  the  negro,  out  of  his  natural  good 
humour  and  desire  to  please,  so  heartily  responded,  that  his 
teeth  shone  like  a  gleam  of  light.  ''  You  're  the  pleasantest 
fellow  I  have  seen  yet,"  said  Martin,  clapping  him  on  ihe 
back,  *'  and  give  me  a  better  appetite  than  bitters." 

With  this  sentiment  he  walked  into  the  dining-room  and 
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slipped  into  a  chair  next  the  colonel,  which  that  gentleman 
(by  this  time  nearly  through  his  dinner)  had  turned  down,  in 
reserve  for  him,  with  its  back  against  the  table. 

It  was  a  mmierous  company— eighteen  or  twenty,  perhaps. 
Of  these  some  five .  or  six  were  ladies,  who  sat  wedged 
to&:ether  in  a  Httle  phalanx  by  themselves.  AU  the  knives 
s^  forks  were  woAing  away  at  a  rate  iluvt  was  quite 
alarming;  very  few  words  were  spoken;  and  everybody 
seemed  to  eat  his  utmost  in  self-defence,  as  if  a  feimine  were 
expected  to  set  in  before  breakfeist  time  to-morrow  morning, 
and  it  bad  become  high  time  to  assert  the  first  law  of  nature. 
The  poultry,  which  may  perhaps  be  considered  to  have  formed 
the  staple  of  the  entertainment — ^for  there  was  a  turkey  at 
the  top,  a  pair  of  ducks  at  the  bottom,  and  two  fowls  in  the 
middle — disappeared  as  rapidly  as  if  every  bird  had  had  the 
UBO  of  its  wings,  and  had  flown  in  desperation  down  a  human 
throat.  The  oysters,  stewed  and  pickled,  leaped  from  their 
capacious  reservoirs,  and  slid  by  scores  into  the  mouths  of  the 
assembly.  .The  sharpest  pickles  vanished,  whole  cucumbers 
at  once,  like  sugar-plums,  and  no  man  winked  his  eye. 
Great  beaps  of  indigestible  matter  melted  away  as  ice  before 
the, sun.  It  was  a  solemn  and  an  aw&l  thing  to  see.  Dys- 
peptic individuals  bolted  their  food  in  wedges;  feeding,  not 
themselves,  but  broods  of  nightmares,  who  were  continually 
standing  at  livery  within  them.  Spare  men,  with  lank  and 
rigid  cheeks,  came  out  unsatisfied  from  the  destruction  of 
heavy  dishes,  and  glared  with  watchful  eyes  upon  the  pastry. 
What  Mrs.  Pawkins  felt  each  day  at  diimer-time  is  hidden 
from  all  himian  knowledge.  But  she  had  one  comfort.  It 
was  very  soon  over. 

When  the  colonel  had  finished  his  dinner,  which  event 
took  place  while  Martin,  who  had  sent  his  plate  for  some 
turkey,  was  waiting  to  begin,  he  asked  him  what  he  thought 
of  the  boarders,  who  were  from  all  parts  of  the  Union,  and 
whether  he  would  like  to  know  any  particulars  concerning 
them. 

"  Pray,*'  said  Martin,  "  who  is  that  sickly  little  girl 
opposite,  with  the  tight  roimd  eyes?  I  don't  see  anybody 
here,  who  looks  like  her  mother,  or  who  seems  to  have  charge 
of  her." 

"Do  you  mean  the  matron  in  blue,  sir?"  asked  the 
colonel,  with  emphasis.     "  That  is  Mrs.  Jefferson  Brick,  sir." 


S86  UPK  AND  ADVBKTUBES  OF 

''No,  no/'  said  Martin,  ''I  mean  the  little  girl,  like  a 
doll — directly  opposite." 

"  WeU,  sir  !  "  cried  the  colonel.  "  That  is  Mrs.  Jeflferson 
Brick." 

Martin  glanced  at  the  coloners  face,  but  he  was  quite 
serious. 

''Bless  my  soul!  I  suppose  there  -will  be  a  young  Brick 
then,  one  of  these  days  ?  "  said  Martin. 

"  There  are  two  young  Bricks  already,  sir,"  returned  the 
colonel. 

The  matron  looked  so  uncommonly  like  a  child  herself,  that 
Martin  could  not  help  saying  as  much.  "  Yes,  sir,"  returned 
the  colonel,  "  but  some  institutions  develop  human  natur  : 
others  re — ^tard  it." 

"Jefferson  Brick,"  he  observed  after  a  short  silence,  in 
commendation  of  his  correspondent,  "  is  one  of  the  most 
remarkable  men  in  our  country,  sir !  " 

This  had  passed  almost  in  a  whisper,  for  the  distinguished 
gentleman  alluded  to,  sat  on  Martin's  other  hand.* 

"  Pray  Mr.  Brick,"  said  Martin  turning  to  him,  and  asking 
a  question  more  for  conversation's  sake  than  from  any  feeling 
of  interest  in  its  subject,  "  who  is  that "  he  was  going  to  say 
"  young  "  but  thought  it  prudent  to  eschew  the  word — "  that 
very  short  gentleman  yonder,  with  the  red  nose  ?  " 

"  That  is  Pro — ^fessor  Mullit,  sir,"  replied  Jefferson. 

"  May  I  ask  what  he  is  Professor  of  ?  "  asked  Martin. 

*'  Of  education,  sir,"  said  Jefferson  Brick. 

*'A  sort  of  schoolmaster,  possibly?"  Martin  ventured  to 
observe. 

"  He  is  a  man  of  fine  moral  elements,  sir,  and  not  commonly 
endowed,"  said  the  war  correspondent.  "  He  felt  it  necessary, 
at  the  last  election  for  President,  to  repudiate  and  denounce 
hi«  father,  who  voted  on  the  wrong  interest.  He  has  since 
written  some  powerful  pamphlets,  under  the  signature  of 
*  Suturb,'  or  Brutus  reversed.  He  is  one  of  the  most  remark- 
able men  in  our  coimtry,  sir." 

*"  There  seem  to  be  plenty  of  *em,"  thought  Martin,  "  at 
any  rate." 

Pursuing  his  inquiries,  Martin  found  that  there  were  no 
fewer  than  four  majors  present,  two  colonels,  one  general  and 
a  captain,  so  that  he  could  not  help  thinking  how  strongly 
oifioered  the  American  militia  must  be ;  and  wondering  veiy 
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muoh.  whether  the  officers  commandod  each  other ;  or  if  thoj 
did  not,  where  on  earth  the  privates  came  from.  There 
seemed  to  be  no  man  there  without  a  title :  for  those  who  had 
not  attained  to  military  honours  were  either  doctors,  professors, 
or  reverends.  Three  very  hard  and  disagreeable .  gentlemen 
were  on  missions  from  neighbouring  States ;  one  on  monetaiy 
affairs,  one  on  political,  one  on  sectarian.  Among  the  ladies, 
there  were  Mrs.  Pawkins,  who  was  very  straight,  bony,  and 
silent;  and  a  wiry-faced  old  damsel,  who  held  strong  senti- 
ments touching  the  rights  of  women,  and  had  diffused  the 
same  in  lectures;  but  the  rest  were  strangely  devoid  of 
individual  traits  of  character,  insomuch  that  any  one  of  them 
might  have  changed  minds  with  the  other,  and  nobody  would 
have  found  it  out.  These,  by  the  way,  were  the  only  members 
of  the  party  who  did  not  appear  to  be  among  the  most 
remarkable  people  in  the  country. 

Several  of  the  gentlemen  got  up,  one  by  one,  and  walked 
off  as  they  swallowed  their  last  morsel ;  pausing  generally  by 
the  stove  for  a  minute  or  so  to  refresh  themselves  at  the  brass 
spittoons.  A  few  sedentary  characters,  however,  remained  at 
table  fiill  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  did  not  rise  until  the 
ladies  rose,  when  all  stood  up. 

**  Where  are  they  going  ?  "  asked  Martin,  in  the  ear  of 
Mr.  Jefferson  Brick. 

**  To  their  bed-rooms,  sir." 

"Is  there  no  dessert,  or  other  interval  of  conversation?" 
asked  Martin,  who  was  disposed  to  enjoy  himself  after  his 
long  voyage. 

**  We  are  a  busy  people  here,  sir,  and  have  no  time  for 
that,"  was  the  reply. 

So  the  ladies  passed  out  in  single  file ;  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick 
and  such  other  married  gentlemen  as  were  left,  acknowledging 
the  departure  of  their  other  halves  by  a  nod ;  and  there  was 
an  end  of  them,  Martin  thought  this  an  uncomfortable 
custom,  but  he  kept  his  opinion  to  himself  for  the  present, 
being  anxious  to  hear,  and  inform  himself  by,  the  conver- 
sation of  the  busy  gentlemen,  who  now  lounged  about  the 
stove,  as  if  a  great  weight  had  been  taken  off  their  minds  by 
the  withdrawal  of  the  other  sex ;  and  who  made  a  plentifol 
use  of  the  spittoons  and  their  toothpicks. 

It  was  rather  barren  of  interest,  to  say  the  truth ;  and  the 
greater  part  of  it  may  be  summed  up  in  one  word — dollars. 
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All  their  cares,  hopes,  joys,  affections,  virtues,  and  associations, 
seemed  to  be  melted  down  into  dollars.  Whatever  the  chance 
contributions  that  fell  into  the  slow  cauldron  of  their  talk, 
they  made  the  gruel  thick  and  slab  with  dollars.  Men  were 
weighed  by  their  dollars,  measures  gauged  by  their  doUars ; 
life  was  auctioneered,  appraised,  put  up,  and  knocked  down 
fbr  its  dollars.  The  next  respectable  thing  to  doUars  was  any 
venture  having  their  attainment  for  its  end.  The  more  of 
that  worthless  ballast,  honour  and  fiEdr-dealing,  which  any 
man  cast  overboard  from  the  ship  of  his  Good  Name  and 
Good  Intent,  the  more  ample  stowage-room  he  had  for  dollars. 
Make  commerce  one  huge  lie  and  mighty  theft.  Deface  the 
banner  of  the  nation  for  an  idle  rag ;  pollute  it  star  by  star  ; 
and  cut  out  stripe  by  stripe  as  from  the  arm  of  a  degraded 
soldier.     Do  anything  for  dollars  !     What  is  a  flag  to  them  ! 

One  who  rides  at  all  hazards  of  limb  and  life  in  the  chase 
of  a  fox,  will  prefer  to  ride  recklessly  at  most  times.  So  it 
was  with  these  gentlemen.  He  was  the  greatest  patriot,  in 
their  eyes,  who  brawled  the  loudest,  and  who  cared  the  least 
for  decency.  He  was  their  champion,  who  in  the  brutal  ftuy 
of  his  own  pursuit,  could  cast  no  stigma  upon  them,  for  the 
hot  knavery  of  theirs.  Thus,  Martin  learned  in  the  five 
minutes'  straggling  talk  about  the  stove,  that  to  cany  pistols 
into  legislative  assemblies,  and  swords  in  sticks,  and  other 
such  peaceful  toys ;  to  seize  opponents  by  the  throat,  as  dogs 
or  rats  might  do ;  to  bluster,  bully,  and  overbear  by  personal 
assailment;  were  glowing  deeds.  Not  thrusts  and  stabs  at 
Freedom,  striking  far  deeper  into  her  House  of  Life  than  any 
sultan's  scimetar  could  reach ;  but  rare  incense  on  her  altars, 
having  a  grated  scent  in  patriotic  nostrils,  and  curling  up- 
ward to  the  seventh  heaven  of  Fame. 

Once  or  twice,  when  there  was  a  pause,  Martin  asked  such 
questions  as  naturally  occurred  to  him,  being  a  stranger,  about 
the  national  poets,  the  theatre,  literature,  and  the  arts.  But 
the  information  which  these  gentlemen  were  in  a  cond^on  to 
give  him  on  such  topics,  did  not  extend  beyond  the  effusions 
of  such  master-spirits  of  the  time,  as  Colonel  Diver,  Mr. 
Jefferson  Brick,  and  others;  renowned,  as  it  appeared,  for 
excellence  in  the  achievement  of  a  peculiar  style  of  broadside- 
essay  called  "  a  screamer." 

"We  are  a  busy  people,  sir,"  said  one  of  the  captains, 
who  was  from  the  West,  "  and  have  no  time  for  reading  mere 
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notions.  We  don't  mind  *em  if  they  come  to  us  in  newspapers 
along  with  almighty  strong  stuff  of  another  sort^  but  dam 
your  books." 

Here  the  general,  who  appeared  to  grow  quite  faint  at  the 
bare  thought  of  reading  anything  which  was  neither  mer- 
cantile nor  political,  and  was  not  in  a  newspaper,  inquired 
"  if  any  gentleman  would  drink  some  ? "  Most  of  the 
company,  considering  this  a  very  choice  and  seasonable  idea, 
lounged  out,  one  by  one,  to  the  bar-room  in  the  next  block. 
Thence  they  probably  went  to  their  stores  and  counting-houses; 
thence  to  the  bar-room  again,  to  talk  once  more  of  doUars, 
and  enlarge  their  minds  with  the  perusal  and  discussion  of 
screamers ;  and  thence  each  man  to  snore  in  the  bosom  of  his 
own  family. 

"  Which  would  seem,**  said  Martin,  pursuing  the  current 
of  his  own  thoughts,  **  to  be  the  principal  recreation  they 
enjoy  in  common."  With  that,  he  fell  a-musing  again  on 
doUars,  demagogues,  and  bar-rooms ;  debating  within  himself 
whether  busy  people  of  this  class  were  reaUy  as  busy  as  they 
claimed  to  be,  or  only  had  an  inaptitude  for  social  and 
domestic  pleasure. 

It  was  a  difficult  question  to  solve ;  and  the  mere  fact  of 
its  being  strongly  presented  to  his  mind  by  all  that  he  had 
seen  and  heard,  was  not  encouraging.  He  sat  down  at  the 
deserted  board,  and  becoming  more  and  more  despondent,  as 
he  thought  of  all  the  uncertainties  and  difficulties  of  his 
precarious  situation,  sighed  heavily. 

Now,  there  had  been  at  the  dinner-table  a  middle-aged 
man  with  a  dark  eye  and  a  sunburnt  face,  who  had  attracted 
Martin's  attention  by  having  something  very  engaging  and 
honest  in  the  expression  of  his  features;  but  of  whom  he 
could  leajn  nothing  &om  either  of  his  neighbours,  who 
seemed  to  consider  him  quite  beneath  their  notice.  He  had 
taken  no  part. in  the  conversation  round  the  stove,  nor  had  he 
gone  forth  with  the  rest;  and  now,  when  he  heard  Martin 
sigh  for  the  third  or  fourth  time,  he  interposed  with  some 
casual  remark,  as  if  he  desired,  without  obtruding  himseli 
upon  a  stranger's  notice,  to  engage  him  in  cheerful  conversa- 
tion if  he  could.  His  motive  was  so  obvious,  and  yet  so 
deHcately  expressed,  that  Martin  felt  really  grateful  to  him, 
and  showed  him  so,  in  the  manner  of  his  reply. 

♦"  I  will  not  ask  you,"  said  this  gentleman  with  a  smile,  a» 
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lie  Toee  and  moved  towards  biniy  ''  how  you  like  iny  coantry^ 
for  I  can  quite  anticipate  jour  feeling  on  that  point.  But,  aa 
I  am  an  American^  and  con£;equently  bound  to  begin  with,  a 
question,  I  '11  ask  you  how  you  like  the  colonel  ?  " 

''  You  are  so  very  frank,"  Tetumed  Martin,  "  that  I  hare 
iu>  hesitation  in  saying  I  don't  like  him  at  alL  Though  I 
must  add  that  I  am  beholden  to  him  for  his  ciyOiiy  in  bring- 
ing me  here — ^and  arranging  for  my  stay,  on  pretty  reasonable 
terms,  by  the  way/'  he  added :  remembering  that  the  colonel 
had  whispered  him  to  that  effect,  before  going  out. 

''Not  much  beholden,"  said  the  stranger  drily.  ''The 
colonel  occasionally  boards  packet-ships^  I  have  heard,  to 
glean  the  latest  information  for  his  journal ;  and  he  occasion- 
ally brings  strangers  to  board  here,  I  believe,  with  a  view  to 
the  little  percentage  which  attaches  to  those  good  offices  ; 
and  which  the  hostess  deducts  from  his  weddy  bill.  I  don't 
offend  you,  I  hope  ?  "  he  added,  seeing  that  Martin  reddened. 

"  My  dear  sir,"  returned  Martin,  as  they  shook  hands, 
"  how  is  that  possible  !  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I — ^am — " 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  the  gentleman,  sitting  down  beside  him. 

"  I  am  rather  at  a  loss,  since  1  must  speak  plainly,"  said 
Martin,  getting  the  better  of  his  hesitation,  "  to  know  how 
this  colonel  escapes  being  beaten." 

"Well!  He  has  been  beaten  once  or  twice,"  remarked 
the  gentLenum  quietly.  "He  is  one  of  a  class  of  men,  in 
whom  our  own  FranMin,  so  long  ago  as  ten  years  before  the 
close  of  the  last  eentuiy,  foresaw  our  danger  and  disgrace. 
Perhaps  you  don't  know  that  Franklin,  in  very  severe  terms, 
published  his  opinic»i  that  those  who  were  slandered  by  such 
Mlows  as  this  colonel,  having  no  sufficient  remedy  in  the 
administration  of  this  country's  laws  or  in  the  decent  and 
right-minded  feeling  of  its  people,  were  justified  in  retorting 
on  such  public  nuisances  by  means  of  a  stout  cudgel  ?  " 

"  I  was  not  aware  of  that,"  said  Martin,  "  but  I  am  veiy 
glad  to  know  it,  and  I  think  it  worthy  of  his  memory ;  espe- 
cially " — ^here  he  hesitated  again. 

"  Go  on,"  said  the  other,  smiling,  as  if  he  knew  what  stuck 
in  Martin's  throat. 

"  EspedaUy,"  pursued  Martin,  "  as  I  can  already  under- 
stand that  it  may  have  required  great  courage,  even  in  his 
time,  to  write  freely  on  any  question  which  was  not  a  party 
one  in  this  very  free  country." 
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*'  Some  courage,  no  doubt,"  returned  his  new  friend.  *'  Do 
you  think  it  would  require  any  to  do  so,  now  ?  " 

"  Indeed  I  think  it  would ;  and  not  a  little,'*  said  Martin. 

'*  You  are  right.  So  very  right,  that  I  believe  no  satirist 
could  breathe  this  air.  If  another  Juvenal  or  Swiffc  could  rise 
up  among  us  to-morrow,  lie  would  be  bunted  down.  If  you 
bave  any  knowledge  of  our  literature,  and  can  give  me  the 
name  of  any  man,  American  bom  and  bred,  wbo  has  anato- 
mised our  follies  as  a  people,  and  not  as  this  or  that  party ; 
and  bas  escaped  the  foulest  and  most  brutal  slander,  the  most 
inveterate  hatred  and  intolerant  pursuit ;  it  wiH  be  a  strange 
name  in  my  ears,  believe  me.  In  some  cases  I  could  name  to 
you,  where  a  native  writer  has  ventured  on  the  most  harmless 
and  good-humoured  illustrations  of  our  vices  or  defects,  it  has 
been  found  necessary  to  announce,  that  in  a  second  edition  the 
passage  has  been  expunged,  or  altered,  or  explained  away,  or 
patched  into  praise." 

''  And  how  has  this  been  brought  about  ?  "  asked  Martin, 
in  dismay. 

''  Think  of  what  you  have  seen  and  heard  to-day,  beginniag 
with  the  colonel,"  said  his  friend,  "  and  ask  yourself.  How 
they  came  about,  is  another  question.  Heaven  forbid  that 
they  should  be  samples  of  the  intelligence  and  virtue  of 
America,  but  they  come  uppermost,  and  in  great  numbers 
too,  and  too  often  represent  it.     Will  you  walk  ?  " 

There  was  a  cordial  candour  in  his  manner,  and  an  engaging 
confidence  that  it  woidd  not  be  abused ;  a  manly  bearing  on 
his  own  part,  and  a  simple  reHanoe  on  the  manly  faith  of  a 
stranger ;  which  Martin  had  never  seen  before.  He  Hnked 
his  arm  readily  in  that  of  the  American  gentleman,  and  they 
walked  out  together. 

It  waj9  perhaps  to  men  like  this,  his  new  companion,  that  a 
traveller  of  honoured  name,  who  trod  those  shores  now  nearly 
forty  years  ago,  and  woke  upon  that  soil,  as  many  have  done 
since,  to  blots  and  stains  upon  its  high  pretensions,  which 
in  the  brightness  of  his  distant  dreams  were  lost  to  view, 
appealed  in  these  words — 

"  Oh  "but  for  Bucli,  Colmnbia'a  days  were  done  ; 
Bank  without  ripeness,  quickened  without  sun, 
Crude  at  the  surface,  rotten  at  the  core, 
Her  fruitfl  would  Ml  before  her  spring  were  oV  I'* 
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CHAPTER  XVn. 

MARTIN  ENLARQES  HIS  CIRCLE  OF  ACQUAINTAITCE ;  INCREASES  HIS  STOCK 
OF  wisdom;  and  has  an  EXCELLENT  OPPORTUNITT  OF  COMPARING 
HIS  OWN  EXPERIENCES  WITH  THOSE  OF  LUHMT  NED  OF  THE  LIGHT 
SALISBURT,  AS  RELATED  BT  HIS  FRIEND  MR.  WILLIAM  SIMMONS. 

It  was  characteristic  of  Martin,  that  all  this  while  he  had 
either  forgotten  Mark  Tapley  as  completely  as  if  there  had 
been  no  such  person  in  existence,  or,  if  for  a  moment  the 
figure  of  that  gentleman  rose  before  his  mental  yision,  had 
dismissed  it  as  something  by  no  means  of  a  pressing  nature, 
which  might  be  attended  to  by-and-by,  and  could  wait  his 
perfect  leisure.  But,  being  now  in  the  streets  ag£dn,  it 
occurred  to  him  as  just  coining  within  the  bare  limits  of 
possibility  that  Mr.  Tapley  might,  in  course  of  time,  grow 
tired  of  waiting  on  the  threshold  of  the  Rowdy  Journal  Office, 
so  he  intimated  to  his  new  Mend,  that  if  they  could  conve- 
niently walk  in  that  direction,  he  would  be  glad  to  get  this 
piece  of  business  off  his  mind. 

"  And  speaking  of  business,"  said  Martin,  "  may  I  ask,  in 
order  that  I  may  not  be  behind-hand  with  questions  either, 
whether  your  occupation  holds  you  to  this  city,  or,  like  myself, 
you  are  a  "visitor  here  ?  " 

"  A  visitor,"  replied  his  friend.  "  I  was  '  raised '  in  the 
State  of  Massachusetts,  and  reside  there  still.  My  home  is  in 
a  quiet  coimtry  town.  I  am  not  often  in  these  busy  places ; 
and  my  inclination  to  visit  them  does  not  increase  with  our 
better  acquaintance,  I  assure  you." 

"  You  have  been  abroad?  "  asked  Martin. 

"  Oh  yes." 

**  And,  like  most  people  who  travel,  have  become  more  than 
ever  attached  to  your  home  and  native  country,"  said  Martin, 
eyeing  him  curiously. 

"  To  my  home — ^yes,"  rejoined  his  friend.  '*  To  my  native 
country  a$  my  home — ^yes,  also." 
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"  You  imply  some  reservation,"  said  Martin. 

"  Well,"  returned  his  new  friend,  "  if  you  ask  me  whether 
I  came  back  here  with  a  greater  relish  for  my  country's  £a.ults; 
with  a  greater  fondness  for  those  who  daim  (at  the  rate  of  so 
many  dollars  a  day)  to  be  her  Mends ;  with  a  cooler  indiffer- 
ence to  the  growth  of  principles  among  us  in  respect  of  public 
matters  and  of  private  dealings  between  man  and  man,  the 
advocacy  of  which,  beyond  the  foul  atmosphere  of  a  criminal 
trial,  would  disgrace  your  own  Old  Bailey  lawyers ;  why,  then 
I  answer  plainly.  No." 

^'Oh!"  said  Martin;  in  so  exactly  the  same  key  as  his 
Mend's  No,  that  it  sounded  like  an  echo. 

**!£  you  ask  me,"  his  companion  pursued,  *' whether  I 
came  back  here  better  satisfied  with  a  state  of  things  which 
broadly  divides  society  into  two  classes — ^whereof  one,  the 
great  mass,  asserts  a  spurious  independence,  most  miserably 
dependent  for  its  mean  existence  on  the  disregard  of  humanising 
conventionalities  of  manner  and  social  custom,  so  that  the 
coarser  a  man  is,  the  more  distinctly  it  shall  appeal  to  his 
taste ;  while  the  other,  disgusted  with  the  low  standard  thus 
set  up  and  made  adaptable  to  everything,  takes  refuge  among 
the  graces  and  refinements  it  can  bring  to  bear  on  private  life, 
and  leaves  the  public  weal  to  such  fortune  as  may  betide  it  in 
the  press  and  uproar  of  a  general  scramble — ^then  again  I 
answer.  No." 

And  again  Martin  said  ''Oh!"  in  the  same  odd  way  as 
before,  being  anxious  and  disconcerted ;  not  so  much,  to  say 
the  truth,  on  public  grounds,  as  with  reference  to  the  fading 
prospects  of  domestic  architecture. 

"  In  a  word,"  resumed  the  other,  "  I  do  not  find  and  cannot 
believe,  and  therefore  will  not  allow  that  we  are  a  model  of 
wisdom,  and  an  example  to  the  world,  and  the  perfection  of 
human  reason,  and  a  great  deal  more  to  the  same  purpose, 
which  you  may  hear  any  hour  in  the  day ;  simply  because  we 
began  our  political  life  with  two  inestimable  advantages." 

**  What  were  they  ?"  asked  Martin. 

''  One,  that  our  histoiy  commenced  at  so  late  a  period  as  to 
escape  the  ages  of  bloodshed  and  cruelty  through  which 
other  nations  have  passed ;  and  so  had  all  the  light  of  their 
probation,  and  none  of  its  darkness.  The  other,  that  we  have 
a  vast  territory,  and  not — as  yet — ^too  many  people  on  it. 
These  facts  considered,  we  have  done  little  enough,  I  think.*' 
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Educatioii?"  suggested  Martm,  faintly. 
Pretty  well  on  ti^at  head/'  said  the  other,  shru^^^ixig  his 
shoulders,  ''still  no  mighty  matter  to  boast  of;  for  old 
countries,  and  despotic  countries  too,  haye  done  as  much,  if 
not  more,  and  made  less  noise  about  it.  We  shine  out 
brightly  in  comparison  with  England,  certainly,  but  hers  is  a 
very  extreme  case.  You  complimented  me  on  my  frankness, 
you  know,''  he  added,  laughing. 

''Oh!  I  am  not  at  all  astonished  at  your  i^peakxng  thus 
openly  when » my  country  is  in  question,"  returned  Martin. 
"It  is  your  plain-speaking  in  reference  to  your  own  that 
surprises  me." 

"You  wiU  not  find  it  a  scarce  quality  here,  I  assure 
you,  saving  among  the  Colonel  Divers,  and  JefEerson  Bricks, 
and  Major  Pawkinses — though  the  best  of  us  are  something 
like  the  man  in  Goldsmith's  Comedy,  who  wouldn't  suffer 
anybody  but  himself  to  abuse  his  master.  Come ! "  he  added, 
"  let  us  talk  oi  something  else.  You  have  come  h&re  on  some 
design  of  improving  your  fortune,  I  dare  say ;  and  I  should 
grieve  to  put  you  out  of  heart.  I  am  some  years  older  than, 
you,  besides;  and  may,  on  a  few  trivial  points,  advise  you, 
perhaps." 

There  was  not  the  least  curiosity  or  impertinence  in  the 
manner  of  this  offer,  which  was  openrhearted,  unaffected,  and 
good-natured.  As  it  was  next  to  impossible  that  he  should 
not  have  his  confidence  awakened  by  a  deportment  so 
prepossessiug  and  kind,  Martin  plainly  stated  what  had 
brought  him  into  those  parts,  and  even  made  the  very 
difficult  avowal  that  he  was  poor.  He  did  not  say  how  poor, 
it  must  be  admitted,  rather  throwing  off  the  declaration  with 
an  air  which  might  have  implied  that  he  had  money  enough 
for  six  montbs,  instead  of  as  many  weeks ;  but  poor  he  said 
he  was,  and  grateM  he  said  he  would  be,  for  any  counsel  that 
his  Mend  would  give  him. 

It  would  not  have  been  very  difficult  for  any  one  to  see ; 
but  it  was  particularly  easy  for  Martin,  whose  perceptions 
were  sharpened  by  his  circumstances,  to  discern;  that  the 
stranger's  face  grew  infinitely  longer  as  the  domestic- 
architecture  project  was  developed.  Nor,  although  he  made 
a  great  effort  to  be  as  encouraging  as  possible,  could  he 
prevent  his  head  from  shaking  once  involuntarily,  as  if  it 
said  in  the  vulgar  tongue,  upon  its  own  account,  "No  go!" 
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But  he  spoke  in  a  chfierful  tone,  and  said,  that  although  there 
was  no  such  opening  as  Martin  wished,  in  that  city,  he  would 
make  it  matter  of  immediate  consideration  and  inquiry  where 
one  was  most  likely  to  exist;  and  then  he  made  Martin 
acquainted  with  his  name,  which  was  Bevan ;  and  with  his 
profession,  which  was  physic,  though  he  seldom  or  never 
practised;  and  with  other  circumBtances  connected  with 
himself  and  family,  which  fully  occupied  the  time,  imtil  they 
reached  the  Rowdy  Journal  OfiBjoe. 

Mr.  Tapley  appeared  to  be  taking  his  ease  on  the  landing 
of  the  first-floor ;  for  sounds  as  of  some  gentleman  established 
in  that  region,  whistling  ''Rule  Britannia"  with  aU  his 
might  and  main,  greeted  their  ears  before  they  reached  the 
house.  On  ascending  to  the  spot  from  whence  this  music 
proceeded,  they  found  him  recumbent  in  the  midst  of  a 
fortification  of  luggage,  apparently  performing  his  national 
anthem  for  the  gratiflcation  of  a  gray-haired  black  man; 
who  sat  on  one.  of  the  outworks  (a  portmanteau),  staring 
intently  at  Mark,  while  Mark,  with  his  head  recliniog  on  his 
haad,  returned  the  compliment  in  a  thoughtM  manner,  and 
whistled  all  the  time.  He  seemed  to  have  recently  dined,  for 
his  knife,  a  case-bottle,  and  certain  broken  meats  in  a  hand- 
kerchief, lay  near  at  hand.  He  had  employed  a  portion  of 
his  leisure  in  the  decoration  of  the  Rowdy  Journal  door, 
whereon  his  own  initials  now  appeared  in  letters  nearly  half 
a  foot  long,  together  with  the  day  of  the  month  in  smaller 
type:  the  whole  surrounded  by  an  ornamental  border,  and 
looking  very  fresh  and  bold. 

"I  was  a'most  afraid  you  was  lost,  sir!"  cried  Mark, 
rising,  and  stopping  the  tune  at  that  point  where  Britons 
generally  are  supposed  to  declare  (when  it  is  whistled)  that 
they  never,  never,  never, — 

'Nothing  gone  wrong,  I  hope,  sir?" 

*  No,  Mark.     Where 's  your  friend  ?" 

"The  mad  woman,  sir?"  said  Mr.  Tapley.  "Oh!  she's 
all  right,  sir." 

"  Did  she  find  her  husband  ?" 

"Yes,  sir.  Least  ways  she's  found  his  remains,"  said 
Mark,  correcting  himself. 

"  The  man 's  not  dead,  I  hope  ?" 

"  Not  altogether  dead,  sir,"  returned  Mark ;  "  but  he  *s  had 
more  fevers  and  agues  than  is  quite  recondleable  witix  being 
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alive.     Wlien  she  didn't  see  him  a  waitiiig  for  her,  I  thought 
she  'd  have  died  herself,  I  did !" 

"  Was  he  not  here,  then ! " 

"  He  wasn't  here.  There  was  a  fbeble  old  shadow  come  a 
creeping  down  at  last,  as  much  like  his  substance  when  she 
know*d  him,  as  your  shadow  when  it 's  drawn  out  to  its  very 
finest  and  longest  by  the  sun,  is  like  you.  But  it  was  his 
remains,  there  's  no  doubt  about  that.  She  took  on  with  joy, 
poor  thing,  as  much  as  if  it  had  been  all  of  him ! '' 

'*  Had  he  bought  land  ?"  asked  Mr.  Bevan. 

**  Ah !  He  'd  bought  land,''  said  Mark,  shaking  his  head, 
*'  and  paid  for  it  too.  Every  sort  of  nateral  advantage  was 
connected  with  it,  the  agents  said ;  and  there  certainly  was 
aiiBy  quite  unlimited.     No  end  to  the  water ! " 

"  It 's  a  thing  he  couldn't  have  done  without,  I  suppose," 
observed  Martin,  peevishly. 

"  Certainly  not,  sir.  Tliere  it  was,  any  way;  always  turned 
on,  and  no  water-rate.  Independent  of  three  or  four  slimy 
old  rivers  close  by,  it  varied  on  the  farm  from  four  to  six  foot 
deep  in  the  dry  season.  He  couldn't  say  how  deep  it  was  in 
the  rainy  time,  for  he  never  had  anything  long  enough  to 
sound  it  with." 

"  Is  this  true  ?  "  asked  Martin  of  his  companion. 

"  Extremely  probable,"  he  answered.  "  Some  Mississippi 
or  Missouri  lot,  I  dare  say." 

**  However,"  pursued  Mark,  "he  came  from  I-don't-know- 
where-and-aU,  down  to  New  York  here,  to  meet  his  wife  and 
children ;  and  they  started  off  again  in  a  steamboat  this 
blessed  afternoon,  as  happy  to  be  along  with  each  other,  as  if 
they  were  going  to  Heaven.  I  should  think  they  was,  pretty 
straight,  if  I  may  judge  from  the  poor  man's  looks." 

"And  may  I  ask,"  said  Martin,  glancing,  but  not  with 
any  displeasure,  from  Mark  to  the  negro,  "  who  this  gentle- 
man is  ?     Another  friend  of  yours  ?  " 

"  Why,  sir,"  returned  Mark,  taking  him  aside,  and  speaking 
confidentially  in  his  ear,  "  he 's  a  man  of  colour,  sir." 

"  Do  you  take  me  for  a  blind  man,"  asked  Martin,  some- 
what impatiently,  "  that  you  think  it  necessary  to  tell  me  that> 
when  his  face  is  the  blackest  that  ever  was  seen  ?  " 

"  No,  no ;  when  I  say  a  man  of  colour,"  returned  Mark, 
"  I  mean  that  he 's  been  one  of  them  as  there 's  picters  of  in 
tlie  shops.     A  man  and  a  brother,  you  know,  sir,"  said  Mr. 
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Tapley,  fEivouring  liis  master  with  a  significant  indication  of 
the  figure  so  often  represented  in  tracts  and  cheap  prints. 

**  A  slave !  "  cried  Martin,  in  a  whisper. 

"  Ah ! "  said  Mark  in  the  same  tone.  "  Nothing  else.  A 
slave.  Why,  when  that  there  man  was  yoimg — don't  look  at 
him,  while  I  'm  a  telling  it — ^he  was  shot  in  the  leg ;  gashed 
in  the  arm ;  scored  in  his  live  limbs,  like  crimped  fiish ;  beaten 
out  of  shape ;  had  his  neck  gaUed  with  an  iron  collar,  and 
wore  iron  rings  upon  his  wrists  and  ankles.  The  marks  are 
on  him  to  this  day.  When  I  was  having  my  dinner  just  now, 
he  stripped  off  his  coat,  and  took  away  my  appetite." 

''Is  this  true?"  asked  Martin  of  his  friend,  who  stood 
beside  them. 

*'  I  have  no  reason  to  doubt  it,"  he  answered,  shaking  his 
head.     "  It  very  often  is." 

*'  Bless  you,"  said  Mark,  "  I  know  it  is,  from  hearing  his 
whole  story.  That  master  died;  so  did  his  second  master 
from  having  his  head  cut  open  with  a  hatchet  by  another 
slave,  who,  when  he  'd  done  it,  went  and  drowned  himself : 
then  he  got  a  better  one :  in  years  and  years  he  saved  up  a 
little  money,  and  bought  his  freedom,  which  he  got  pretty 
cheap  at  last,  on  account  of  his  strength  being  nearly  gone, 
and  he  being  iU.  Then  he  come  here.  And  now  he  's  a 
saving  up  to  treat  himself,  afore  he  dies,  to  one  small  purchase 
• — it 's  nothing  to  speak  of :  only  his  own  daughter ;  that  *s 
all ! "  cried  Mr.  Tapley,  becoming  excited.  '*  Liberty  for 
ever  !     Hurrah !     Hail  Columbia !  " 

**  Hush ! "  cried  Martia,  clapping  his  hand  upon  his 
mouth  :   "  and  don't  be  an  idiot.     What  is  he  doing  here  ?  " 

"Waiting  to  take  our  luggage  off  upon  a  truck,"  said 
Mark.  "  He'd  have  come  for  it  by-and-by,  but  I  engaged  him 
for  a  very  reasonable  charge — out  of  my  own  pocket — ^to  sit 
along  wiiii  me  and  make  me  jolly ;  and  I  am  jolly ;  and  if  I 
was  rich  enough  to  contract  with  him  to  wait  upon  me  once  a 
day,  to  be  looked  at,  I  'd  never  be  anything  else." 

The  fact  may  cause  a  solemn  impeachment  of  Mark's 
veracity,  but  it  must  be  admitted  nevertheless,  that  there  was 
that  in  his  face  and  manner  at  the  moment,  which  militated 
strongly  against  this  emphatic  declaration  of  his  state  of  mind. 

**Lord  love  you,  sir,"  he  added,  "they're  so  fond  of 
Liberty  in  this  part  of  the  globe,  that  they  buy  her  and  sell 
her  and  carry  her  to  market  with  'em.     They  've  such  a 
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passion  for  Liberty,  that  they  can't  help  taking  liberties  with 
her.     That 's  what  it 's  owing  to." 

"Very  well,"  said  Martin,  wishing  to  change  the  theme. 
"Having  come  to  that  conclusion,  Mark,  perhaps  you'll 
attend  to  me.  The  place  to  which  the  luggage  is  to  go,  is 
printed  on  this  card.     Mrs.  Pawkins's  Boarding  House." 

"  Mrs.  Pawkins's  boarding-house,"  repeated  Mark.  "  Now, 
Cicero." 

"  Is  that  his  name  ?  "  asked  Martin. 

"  That 's  his  name,  sir,"  rejoined  Mark.  And  the  negro 
grinning  assent  from  under  a  leathern  portmanteau,  than 
which  his  own  faee  was  many  shades  deeper,  hobbled  down, 
stairs  with  his  portion  of  their  worldly  goods  :  Mark  Tapley 
haying  already  gone  before  with  his  share. 

Martin  and  his  Mend  followed  them  to  the  door  below, 
and  were  about  to  pursue  their  walk,  when  the  latter  stopped, 
and  asked,  with  some  hesitation,  whether  that  young  man 
was  to  be  trusted. 

"  Mark  !     Oh  certainly !  with  anything." 

**  You  don't  understand  me, — I  think  he  had  better  go  with 
us.  He  is  an  honest  fellow,  and  speaks  his  mind  so  yery 
plainly." 

"Why,  the  fact  is,"  said  Martin,  smiling,  "that  being 
unaccustomed  to  a  free  republic,  he  is  used  to  do  so." 

"I  think  he  had  better  go  with  Us,"  returned  the  other. 
"  He  may  get  into  some  trouble  otherwise.  This  is  not  a  slave 
State ;  but  I  am  ashamed  to  say  that  a  spirit  of  Tolerance  is 
not  so  common  anywhere  in  these  latitudes  as  the  form.  We 
are  not  remarkable  for  behaving  very  temperately  to  each 
other  when  we  differ :  but  to  strangers !  no,  I  really  think  he 
had  better  go  with  us." 

Martin  called  to  him  immediately  to  be  of  their  party ;  so 
Cicero  and  the  truck  went  one  way,  and  they  three  went 
another. 

They  walked  about  the  city  for  two  or  three  hours ;  seeing 
it  &om  the  best  points  of  view,  and  pausing  in  the  principal 
streets,  and  before  such  public  buildings  as  Mr.  Bevan  pointed 
out.  Night  then  coming  on  apace,  Martin  proposed  that  they 
should  adjourn  to  Mrs.  Pawkins's  establishment  for  coffee; 
but  in  this  he  was  overruled  by  his  new  acquaintance,  who 
seemed  to  have  set  his  heart  on  carrying  him,  though  it  were 
only  for  an  hour,  to  the  house  of  a  friend  of  his  who  lived 
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hard  by.  Feeling  (however  disindmed  he  was,  being  weary) 
that  it  would  be  in  bad  taste,  and  not  yery  gracious,  to  object 
that  he  was  nnintroduoed,  when  this  open-hearted  gentleman 
was  so  ready  to  be  his  sponsor,  Martin — ^£br  once  in  his  life, 
at  all  events — sacrificed  his  own  will  and  pleasure  to  the 
wishes  of  another,  and  consented  with  a  fair  grace.  So, 
travi^ling  had  done  him  that  much  good,  ahready. 

Mr.  Beyan  knocked  at  the  door  of  a  yery  neat  house  of 
moderate  size,  from  the  parlour  windows  of  which,  lights 
w^re  shining  brightly  into  the  now  dark  street.  It  was 
quiddy  opened  by  a  man  with  such  a  thoroughly  Irish  face, 
that  it  seemed  as  if  he  ought,  as  a  matter  of  right  and  prin- 
ciple, to  be  in  rags,  and  could  haye  no  sort  of  business  to  be 
looking  cheerfully  at  anybody  out  of  a  whole  suit  of  clothes. 

Commending  Mark  to  the  care  of  this  phenomenon — ^for 
such  he  may  be  said  to  haye  been  in  Martin's  eyes — Mr. 
Beyan  led  the  way  into  the  room  which  had  shed  its  cheer- 
fulness upon  the  street,  to  whose  occupants  he  introduced  Mr. 
Chuzzlewit  as  a  gentleman  from  England,  whose  acquaintance 
he  had  recently  had  the  pleasure  to  make.  They  gaye  him 
welcome  in  all  courtesy  and  politeness ;  and  in  less  than  fiye 
minutes'  time  he  found  himself  sittrog  yery  much  at  his  ease, 
by  the  fireade,  and  becoming  vastly  well  acquainted  with  the 
whole  family. 

There  were  two  young  ladies — one  eighteen;  the  other 
twenty — ^both  yery  slender,  but  yery  pretty;  their  mother, 
who  looked,  as  Martin  thought,  much  older  and  more  faded 
than  she  ought  to  have  looked;  and  their  grandmother,  a 
little  sharp-eyed,  quick  old  woman,  who  seemed  to  have  got 
past  that  stage,  and  to  have  come  all  right  again.  Besides 
these,  there  were  the  young  ladies'  fSather,  and  the  young 
ladies'  brother ;  the  first  engaged  iu  mercantile  a&irs ;  the 
second,  a  student  at  college — both  in  a  certain  cordiality  of 
manner,  Hke  his  own  friend;  and  not  unlike  him  in  fEbce, 
which  was  no  great  wonder,  for  it  soon  appeared  that  he  was 
their  near  relation.  Martin  could  not  help  tracing  the  family 
pedigree  from  the  two  yoTmg  ladies,  because  they  were  fore- 
most in  his  thoughts ;  not  only  from  being,  as  aforesaid,  yery 
pretty,  but  by  reason  of  their  weaxiug  miraculously  small 
shoes,  and  the  thinnest  possible  silk  stockings:  the  wCich 
their  rocking-chairs  developed  to  a  distracting  extent. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  it  was  a  monstrous  comfortable 
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drcunistance  to  be  sitting  in  a  snug  well-fumislied  room, 
warmed  by  a  cheeri^  fire,  and  fhll  of  Tarious  pleasant 
deoorationSy  including  four  small  sihoes,  and  the  like  amount 

of  silk  stockings,  and yes,  wby  not  ? — the  feet  and  legs 

therein  enshrined.  And  there  is  no  doubt  that  Martin  was 
monstrous  well-disposed  to  regard  his  position  in  that  light, 
after  his  recent  experience  of  the  Screw,  and  of  Mrs.  PawMns's 
boarding-house.  The  consequence  was,  that  he  made  himself 
veiy  agreeable  indeed;  and  by  the  tune  the  tea  and  coffee 
arrived  (with  sweet  preserves,  and  cunning  tea<2akes  in  its 
train),  was  in  a  highly  genial  state,  and  much  esteemed  by 
the  whole  family. 

Another  delightful  circumstance  turned  up  before  the  first 
cup  of  tea  was  drunk.  The  whole  family  had  been  in 
England.  There  was  a  pleajsant  thing!  But  Martin  was 
not  quite  so  glad  of  this,  when  he  found  that  they  knew  all 
the  great  dukes,  lords,  viscounts,  marquesses,  duchesses^ 
knights,  and  baronets,  quite  affectionately,  and  were  beyond 
everything  interested  in  the  least  particular  concerning  tlieni. 
However,  when  they  asked  after  the  wearer  of  this  or  that 
coronet,  and  said  *Was  he  quite  weU?*  Martin  answered 
'  Yes,  oh  yes.  Never  better ;  *  and  when  they  said  *  his  lord- 
ship's mother,  the  duchess,  was  she  much  changed  ? '  Martin 
said,  *0h  dear  no,  they  would  know  her  anywhere,  if  they 
saw  her  to-morrow;'  and  so  got  on  pretty  weU.  In  like 
manner  when  the  young  ladies  questioned  him  touching  the 
Gold  Fish  in  that  Grecian  fountain  in  such  and  such  a  noble- 
man's conservatory,  and  whether  there  were  as  many  as  there 
used  to  be,  he  gravely  reported,  after  mature  consideration^ 
that  there  must  be  at  least  twice  as  many :  and  as  to  the 
exotics,  *  Oh !  well !  it  was  of  no  use  talking  about  them  ; 
they  must  be  seen  to  be  believed ; '  which  improved  state  of 
circumstances  reminded  the  fSEunily  of  the  splendour  of  that 
brilliant  festival  (comprehending  the  whole  British  Peerage 
and  Court  Calendar)  to  which  they  were  specially  invited,  and 
which  indeed  had  been  partly  given  in  their  honour :  and 
recollections  of  what  Mr.  Norris  the  fSather  had  said  to  the 
marquess,  and  of  what  Mrs.  Norris  the  mother  had  said  to 
the  marchioness,  and  of  what  the  marquess  and  marchioness 
had  both  said,  when  they  said  that  upon  their  words  and 
honours  they  wished  Mr.  Norris  the  father  and  Mrs.  Norris 
the  mother,  and  the  Misses  Norris  the  daughters,  and  Mr. 
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Norris,  Junior,  the  son,  would  only  take  up  their  permanent 
residence  in  England,  and  give  them  the  pleasure  of  their 
everlasting  Mendship,  occupied  a  very  considerable  time. 

Martin  thought  it  rather  strange,  and  in  some  sort  incon- 
sistent, that  during  the  whole  of  these  narrations,  and  in  the 
very  meridian  of  their  enjoyment  thereof,  both  Mr.  Norris  the 
fSather,  and  Mr.  Norris,  Junior,  the  son  (who  corresponded, 
every  post,  with  four  members  of  the  Euglish  Peerage),  en- 
larged upon  the  inestimable  advantage  of  having  no  such 
arbitrary  distractions  in  that  enlightened  land,  where  there 
were  no  noblemen  but  nature's  noblemen,  and  where  all 
society  was  based  on  one  broad  level  of  brotherly  love  ^tnd 
natural  equality.  Indeed  Mr.  Norris  the  father  gradually 
expanding  into  an  oration  on  this  swelling  theme  was  be- 
coming tedious,  when  Mr.  Bevan  diverted  his  thoughts,  by 
happening  to  make  some  casual  inquiry  relative  to  the  occu- 
pier of  the  next  house;  in  reply  to  which,  this  same  Mr. 
Norris  the  fSather,  observed,  that  "that  person  entertained 
religious  opinions  of  which  he  couldn't  approve ;  and  there- 
fore he  hadn't  the  honour  of  knowing  the  gentleman."  Mrs. 
Norris  the  mother  added  another  reason  of  her  own,  the  same 
in  effect,  but  'varying  in  words ;  to  wit,  that  she  believed  the 
people  were  well  enough  in  their  way,  but  they  were  not 
genteel. 

Another  little  trait  came  out,  which  impressed  itself  on 
Martin  forcibly.  Mr.  Bevan  told  them  about  Mark  and  the 
negro,  and  then  it  appeared  that  all  the  Norrises  were  aboli- 
tionists. It  was  a  great  relief  to  hear  this,  and  Martin  was 
so  much  encouraged  on  finding  himself  in  such  company,  that 
he  expressed  his  sympathy  with  the  oppressed  and  wretched 
blacks.  Now,  one  of  the  young  ladies — ^the  prettiest  and 
most  delicate  one — ^was  mightily  amused  at  the  earnestness 
with  which  he  spoke;  and  on  his  craving  leave  to  ask  her 
why,  was  quite  Tinable  for  a  time  to  speak  for  laughing.  As 
soon  however  as  she  could,  she  told  him  that  the  negroes 
were  such  a  funny  people ;  so  excessively  ludicrous  in  their 
manners  and  appearance ;  that  it  was  wholly  impossible  for 
those  who  knew  them  well,  to  associate  any  serious  ideas  with 
such  a  very  absurd  part  of  the  creation.  Mr.  Norris  the 
father,  and  Mrs.  Norris  the  mother,  and  Miss  Norris  the 
sister,  and  Mr.  Norris  Junior  the  brother,  and  even  Mrs. 
Norris  Senior  the  grandmother,  were  aU  of  this  opinion,  and 
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laid  it  down  as  an  absolute  matter  of  iBuct — as  if  there  wem 
nothing  in  suffering  and  daveiy  grim  enoogh  to  cast  a  adlemn 
air  on  any  human  animal;  though  it  were  as  ridiculoiia, 
physically,  as  the  most  grotesque  of  apes,  or,  morally^  as  the 
mildest  Nimrod  among  tofb-hunting  zepublicans ! 

*'  In  short/'  said  Mr.  Norris  the  father,  settling  the  ques- 
tion comfortably,  "  there  is  a  natural  antipathy  between  the 
races." 

** Extending,^  said  Martin's  Mend,  in  a  low  Toioe,  ''to  the 
cruellest  of  tortures,  and  the  bargain  and  sale  of  unborn 
generations.*' 

Mr.  Norris  the  son  said  nothing,  but  he  made  a  wry  &ce, 
and  dusted  his  fingers  as  Hamlet  might  after  getting  rid 
of  Yorick's  skull:  just  as  though  he  had  that  moment 
touched  a  negro,  and  some  of  the  black  had  come  off  upon  Mb 
hands. 

In  oirder  that  their  talk  might  fall  again  into  its  fbimer 
pleasant  channel,  Martin  dropped  the  subject,  with  a  shrewd 
suspicion  that  it  would  be  a  dangerous  theme  to  revive  under 
the  best  of  circumstances:  and  again  addressed  himseK  to 
the  yoimg  ladies,  who  were  very  gorgeously  attired  in  very 
beautiful  colours,  and  had  every  article  of  dress*  on  the  same 
extensive  scale  as  the  little  shoes  and  the  thin  silk  stockings. 
This  suggested  to  him  that  they  were  great  proficients  in  the 
French  fashions,  which  soon  turned  out  to  be  the  case,  for 
though  their  information  appeared  to  be  none  of  the  newest, 
it  was  very  extensive :  and  the  eldest  sister  in  particular,  who 
was  distinguished  by  a  talent  for  metaphysics,  the  laws  of 
hydraulic  pressure,  and  the  rights  of  human  kind,  had  a 
novel  way  of  combiomg  these  acquirements  and  bringing 
tiiem  to  bear  on  any  subject  itoroL  Millineiy  to  the  Millennium, 
both  inclusive,  which  was  at  once  improving  and  remarkable, 
— ^so  much  so,  in  shorty  that  it  was  usually  observed  to  reduce 
foreigners  to  a  state  of  temporary  insanity  in  five  minutes. 

Martin  felt  his  reason  going ;  and  as  a  means  of  saving 
himself,  besought  the  other  sister  (seeing  a  piano  in  the  room) 
to  sing.  With  this  request  she  willingly  complied;  and  a 
bravura  concert,  solely  sustained  by  the  Misses  Norris,  pre- 
sentiy  began.  They  sang  in  all  languages — except  their  own. 
German,  French,  Italian,  Spanish,  Portuguese,  Swiss;  but 
nothing  native;  nothing  so  low  as  native.  For,  in  this 
respect,  languages  ajre  like  many  other  travellers — ordinaiy 
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and  common-place  enougli  at  liome,  but  'speciallj  genteel 
abroad. 

There  is  little  doubt  that  in  course  of  time  the  Misses 
Norris  would  have  come  to  Hebrew,  if  they  had  not  been 
interrupted  by  an  announcement  from  the  Irishman,  whm 
flinging  open  the  door,  cried  in  a  loud  voice — 

''  Jiniral  Fladdock  ! " 

'*  My!"  cried  the  sisters,  desisting  suddenly.  ^^The  general 
come  back ! " 

As  tbey  made  the  exclamation,  the  general,  attired  in  full 
uniform  for  a  ball,  came  darting  in  with  such  precipitancy 
that,  hitching  his  boot  in  the  carpet,  and  gettiag  his  sword 
between  his  legs,  he  came  down  headlong,  and  presented  a 
curious  little  bald  place  on  the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  eyes 
of  the  astonished  company.  Nor  was  this  the  worst  of  it ;  for 
being  rather  corpident  and  yeiy  tight,  the  general,  being 
down,  could  not  get  up  again,  but  lay  there,  writhing  and 
doing  such  things  with  his  boots,  as  there  is  no  other  instance 
of,  in  military  history. 

Of  course  there  was  an  immediate  rush  to  his  assistance ; 
and  the  general  was  promptly  raised.  But  his  unifoorm  was 
BO  fearfally  and  wonderAilly  made  that  he  came  up  stiff  and 
without  a  bend  in  hiid,  like  a  dead  Clown,  and  had  no  com- 
mand whatever  of  himself  until  he  was  put  quite  flat  upon 
the  soles  of  his  feet,  when  he  became  animated  as  by  a 
•miracle,  and  moving  edgewise  that  he  might  go  in  a  narrower 
compass  and  be  in  less  danger  of  fraying  the  gold  lace  on  his 
epaulettes  by  brushiag  them  against  anythiog,  advanced  with 
a  smiling  visage  to  salute  the  lady  of  the  house. 

To  be  sure,  it  would  have  been  impossible  for  the  family  to 
testify  purer  delight  and  joy  than  at  this  uzilooked-for  appear- 
ance of  General  Fladdock!  The  general  was  as  warmly 
received  as  if  New  York  had  been  in  a  state  of  siege  and  no 
other  general  was  to  be  got,  for  love  or  money.  He  shook 
hands  with  the  Norrises  three  times  all  round,  and  then 
reviewed  them  from  a  little  distance  as  a  brave  commander 
might,  with  his  ample  doak  drawn  forward  over  the  right 
shoulder  and  thrown  back  upon  the  left  side  to  reveal  his 
manly  breast. 

*'  And  do  I  then,"  cried  the  general,  *'  once  again  behold 
the  chicest  spirits  of  my  country ! " 

"Yes,"  said  Mr.  Norris  the  father.    "Here  we  are,  general" 
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Then  all  the  Norrises  pressed  round  the  general,  inquiring 
how  and  where  he  had  been  since  the  date  of  his  last  letter, 
and  how  he  had  enjoyed  himself  in  foreign  parte,  and,  pax- 
ticulaxly  and  above  all,  to  what  extent  he  had  become 
acquainted  with  the  great  dukes,  lords,  Tiscounts,  marquesses, 
duchesses,  knights,  and  baronets,  in  whom  the  people  of  those 
benighted  countries  had  delight. 

"  Well  then,  don't  ask  me,"  said  the  general,  holding  up 
his  hand.  "  I  was  among  'em  all  the  time,  and  have  got 
public  journals  in  my  trunk  with  my  name  printed" — he 
lowered  his  voice  and  was  very  impressive  here — '*  among 
the  fashionable  news.  But,  oh  the  conventionalities  of  that 
a-mazing  Europe ! " 

"Ah!"  cried  Mr.  Norris  the  fiather,  giving  his  head  a 
melancholy  shake,  and  looking  towards  Martin  as  though  lie 
would  say,  "  I  can't  deny  it,  sir.     I  would  if  I  could." 

"  The  limited  diffusion  of  a  moral  sense  in  that  country ! " 
exclaimed  the  general.  '*  The  absence  of  a  moral  dignity  in 
man!" 

"Ah!"  sighed  all  the  Norrises,  quite  overwhelmed  with 
despondency. 

"  I  couldn't  have  realised  it,"  pursued  the  general,  "  with- 
out being  located  on  the  spot.  "  Norris,  your  imagination  is 
the  imagination  of  a  strong  man,  but  you  couldn't  have 
realised  it,  without  being  located  on  the  spot  ?" 

"  Never,"  said  Mr.  Norris. 

"  The  ex-clusiveness,  the  pride,  the  form,  the  ceremony," 
exclaimed  the  general,  emphasising  the  article  more  vigorously 
at  every  repetition.  "The  artificial  barriers  set  up  between 
man  and  man;  the  division  of  the  human  race  into  court 
cards  and  plain  cards,  of  every  denomination — ^into  clubs, 
diamonds,  spades — anything  but  hearts ! " 

"  Ah ! "  cried  the  whole  family.     "  Too  true.  General ! " 

"But  stay!"  cried  Mr.  Norris  the  father,  taking  him  by 
the  arm.     "  Surely  you  crossed  in  the  Screw,  general?" 

"  W^ !  so  I  did,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Possible ! "  cried  the  young  ladies.     "  Only  think ! " 

The  general  seemed  at  a  loss  to  imderstand  why  his  having 
come  home  in  the  Screw  should  occasion  such  a  sensation,  nor 
did  he  seem  at  aU  clearer  on  the  subject  when  Mr.  Norris. 
introducing  him  to  Martin,  said — 

"  A  feUow-passenger  of  yours,  I  think?" 


MABTm  CHUZZLSWIT.  305 

"  Of  mine  I "  exclaimed  the  general ;  "  No ! " 

He  liad  never  seen  Martin,  but  Martin  had  seen  him,  and 
recognised  him,  now  that  they  stood  fSace  to  face,  as  the  gentle- 
man who  had  stuck  his  hands  in  his  pockets  towards  the  end 
of  the  voyage,  and  walked  the  deck  with  his  nostrils  dilated. 

Everybody  looked  at  Martin.  There  was  no  help  for  it. 
The  truth  must  out. 

*'  I  came  over  in  the  same  ship  as  the  general,"  said 
Martin,  "  but  not  in  the  same  cabin.  It  being  necessary  for 
me  to  observe  strict  economy,  I  took  my  passage  in  the 
steerage." 

If  the  general  had  been  carried  up  bodily  to  a  loaded 
cannon,  and  required  to  let  it  off  that  moment,  he  could  not 
have  been  in  a  state  of  greater  consternation  than  when  he 
heard  these  words.  He,  Fladdock, — Fladdock  in  full  militia 
uniform,  Fladdock  the  General,  Fladdock  the  caressed  of 
foreign  noblemen, — expected  to  know  a  fellow  who  had  come 
over  in  the  steerage  of  a  line-of-packet  ship,  at  the  cost  of 
four  pound  ten !  and  meeting  that  feUow  in  the  very  sanctuary 
of  New  York  fashion,  and  nestling  in  the  bosom  of  the  New 
York  aristocracy !     He  almost  laid  his  hand  upon  his  sword. 

A  death-like  stillness  fell  upon  the  Norrises.  If  this  story 
should  get  wind,  their  country  relation  had,  by  his  imprudence, 
for  ever  disgraced  them.  They  were  the  bright  particular 
stars  of  on  exalted  New  York  sphere.  There  were  other 
fashionable  spheres  above  them,  and  other  fashionable  spheres 
below,  and  none  of  the  stars  in  any  one  of  these  spheres  had 
anything  to  say  to  the  stars  in  any  other  of  these  spheres. 
But,  through  all  the  spheres  it  would  go  forth,  that  the 
Norrises,  deceived  by  gentlemanly  manners  and  appearances, 
had,  falling  i^om  their  high  estate,  "  received"  a  dollarless 
and  unknown  man.  O  guardian  eagle  of  the  pure  Republic, 
had  they  lived  for  this ! 

"  You  will  allow  me,"  said  Martin,  after  a  terrible  silence, 
"  to  take  my  leave.  I  feel  that  I  am  the  cause  of  at  least  as 
much  embarrassment  here,  as  I  have  brought  upon  myself. 
But  I  am  bound,  before  I  go,  to  exonerate  this  gentleman, 
who,  in  introducing  me  to  such  society,  was  quite  ignorant  of 
my  unworthiness,  I  ensure  you." 

With  that  he  made  his  bow  to  the  Norrises,  and  walked 
out  like  a  man  of  snow ;  very  cool  externally  ^ut  pretty  hot 
within. 

VOL.  L  X 
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*  "  Come,  come/*  said  Mr.  Nonis  the  father,  looking  with  a 
pale  iace  on  the  assembled  circle  as  Martin  closed  the  door, 
**  the  young  man  has  this  night  beheld  a  refinement  of  social 
manner,  and  an  easy  magnificence  of  social  decoration,  to 
which  he  is  a  stranger  in  his  own  country.  Let  us  hope  it 
may  awake  a  moral  sense  within  him.'' 

If  that  peculiarly  transatlantic  article,  a  moral  sense, — for 
if  native  statesmen,  orators,  and  pamphleteers,  are  to  be 
believed,  America  quite  monopolises  the  commodity, — if  that 
peculiarly  transatlantic  article  be  supposed  to  include  a  bene- 
volent love  of  all  mankind,  certainly  Martin's  would  have 
borne,  just  then,  a  deal  of  waking.  As  he  strode  along  the 
street,  with  Mark  at  his  heels,  his  immoral  sense  was  in  active 
operation;  promptLng  him  to  the  utterance  of  some  rather 
sanguinary  ranarks,  which  it  was  well  for  his  own  credit  that 
nobody  overheard.  He  had  so  far  cooled  down  however,  that 
he  had  begun  to  laugh  at  the  recollection  of  these  incidents, 
when  he  heard  another  step  behind  him,  and  turning  round 
encountered  his  fiiend  Bevan,  quite  out  of  breath. 

He  drew  his  arm  through  Martiu's,  and  entreatiug  him  to 
walk  slowly,  wajsj  silent  for  some  minutes.     At  leng^  he  said : 

"  I  hope  you  exonerate  me  in  another  sense  ?" 

*'  How  do  you  mean  ?'*  asked  Martin. 

"  I  hope  you  acquit  me  of  intending  or  foreseeing  the 
termination  of  our  visit.     But  I  scarcely  need  ask  you  that." 

"  Scarcely  indeed,"  said  Martin.  "I  am  the  more 
beholden  to  you  for  your  kindness,  when  I  find  what  kind  of 
stuff  the  good  citizens  here  are  made  of." 

"  I  reckon,"  his  friend  returned,  "  that  they  are  made  of 
pretty  much  the  same  stuff  as  other  folks,  if  they  would  but 
own  it,  and  not  set  up  on  false  pretences." 

"  fa.  good  faith,  that 's  true,"  said  Martin. 

"  I  dare  say,"  resumed  his  Mend,  "  you  might  have  such  a 
scene  as  that  in  an  English  comedy,  and  not  detect  any  gross 
improbability  or  anomaly  in  the  matter  of  it  ?  " 

"Yes  indeed!" 

"  Doubtless  it  is  more  ridiculous  here  than  anywhere  else," 
said  hifl  companion;  "but  our  professions  are  to  blame  for 
that.  So  far  as  I  myself  am  concOTned,  I  may  add  that  I  was 
perfectly  aware  from  the  first  that  you  came  over  in  the  steer- 
age, for  I  had  seen  the  list  of  passengers,  and  knew  it  did  not 
comprise  your  name." 
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''  I  feel  more  obliged  to  you  than  bef(»re/'  said  Martin. 

"  Norris  is  a  veiy  good  fellow  in  his  way,"  obsezred  Mr. 
Bevan. 

"Is  he?"  said  Martin  drily. 

''  Oh  yes !  there  are  a  hnndred  good  points  about  him.  If 
you  or  anybody  else  addressed  him  as  another  order  c^  being, 
and  sued  to  him  in  forma  pauperis,  he  would  be  aH  kindness 
and  consideration." 

"  I  needn't  have  travelled  three  thousand  miles  from  home 
to  find  such  a  character  as  tliat,"  said  Martin.  Neither  he 
nor  his  friend  said  anything  more  on  the  way  back;  each 
appearing  to  find  sufficient  occupation  in  his  own  thou^ts. 

The  tea,  or  i3ae  supper,  or  whatever  else  they  call  the 
evening,  meal,  was  over  when  they  reached  the  Major's ;  but 
the  cloth,  ornamented  with  a  few  additional  smears  and  stains, 
was  still  upon  the  table.  At  one  end  of  the  board  Mrs. 
Jefferson  Brick  and  two  other  ladies  were  drinking  tea — out 
of  the  ordinaary  course,  evidently,  for  they  were  b(»meted  and 
shawled,  and  seemed  to  have  just  come  home.  By  the  light 
of  three  fiaring  candles  of  different  lengths,  in  as  many 
oandlesticks  of  different  patterns,  the  room  showed  to  almost 
as  little  advantage  as  in  broad  day. 

These  ladies  were  all  three  talking  together  in  a  very  loud 
tone  when  Martin  and  his  Mend  entered ;  but,  seeing  those 
gentlemen,  they  stopped  directly,  and  became  excessively 
genteel,  not  to  say  frosty.  As  they  went  on  to  exchange  some 
few  remarks  in  whispers,  the  very  water  in  the  tea-pot  might 
have  fallen  twenty  degrees  in  temperature  beneal^  their 
chilling  coldness. 

"  Have  you  been  to  meeting,  Mrs.  Bri^?  "  asked  Martin's 
friend,  with  something  of  a  roguish  twinkle  ia  his  eye^ 

"  To  lecture,  sir." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  forgot.  You  don't  go  to  meeting, 
I  think?" 

Here  the  lady  on  the  right  of  Mrs.  Brick  gave  a  pious 
cough,  as  much  as  to  say  "J  do ! " — as,  indeed^  she  did, 
nearly  every  night  in  the  week. 

**  A  good  discourse,  ma'am  ?  "  ai^ed  Mr.  Bevan,  addressing 
this  lady. 

The  lady  raised  her  eyes  in  a  pious  manner,  and  answered 
*'  Yes."  She  had  been  much  comibrted  by  some  good,  strong, 
peppery  doctrine,   which  satisfactorily  disposed  of  all  her 
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friends  and  aoqnaintanoes,  and  quite  settled  their  bosiness. 
Her  bonnet,  too,  had  far  outshone  every  bonnet  in  the 
congregation  :  so  she  was  tranquil  on  all  accounts. 

"  What  course  of  lectures  are  you  attending  now,  msiam? 
said  Martin's  Mend,  turning  again  to  Mrs.  Brick. 

"  The  Philosophy  of  the  Soul — on  Wednesdays." 

"On  Mondays?" 

"  The  Philosophy  of  Crime." 

"  On  Fridays  ?  " 

'*  The  Philosophy  of  Vegetables." 

"You  have  forgotten  Thursdays-r-the  Philosophy  of 
Government,  my  dear,"  observed  the  third  lady. 

"  No,"  said  Mrs.  Brick.     "  That 's  Tuesdays." 

**  So  it  is ! "  cried  the  lady.  "  The  Philosophy  of  Matter  on 
Thursdays,  of  course." 

"  You  see,  Mr.  Chuzzlewit,  our  ladies  are  fiilly  employed," 
said  Bevan. 

**  Indeed  you  have  reason  to  say  so,"  answered  Martin. 
**  Between  these  veiy  grave  pursuits  abroad,  and  family  duties 
at  home,  their  time  must  be  pretty  well  engrossed." 

Martin  stopped  here,  for  he  saw  that  the  ladies  regarded 
him  with  no  veiy  great  favour,  though  what  he  had  done  to 
deserve  the  disdainful  expression  which  appeared  in  their 
faces  he  was  at  a  loss  to  divine.  But  on  their  going  up  stairs 
to  their  bed-rooms — ^which  they  veiy  soon  did — Mr.  Bevan 
informed  him  that  domestic  drudgery  was  far  beneath  the 
exalted  range  of  these  Philosophers,  and  that  the  chances  were 
a  hundred  to  one  that  neither  of  the  three  could  perform  the 
easiest  woman's  work  for  herself,  or  make  the  simplest  article 
of  dress  for  any  of  her  children. 

"  Though  whether  they  might  not  be  better  employed  with 
even  such  blunt  instruments  as  knitting-needles,  than  with 
these  edge-tools,"  he  said,  "is  another  question;  but  I  can 
answer  for  one  thing — ^they  don't  often  cut  themselves. 
Devotions  and  lectures  are  our  balls  and  concerts.  They  go 
to  these  places  of  resort,  as  an  escape  from  monotony ;  look  at 
each  other's  clothes ;  and  come  home  again." 

"When  you  say  'home,*  do  you  mean  a  house  like 
this?" 

"  Very  often.  But  I  see  you  are  tired  to  death,  and  wiU 
wish  you  good  night.  We  will  discuss  your  projects  in  the 
morning.     You  cannot  but  feel  already  that  it  is  useless 
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staying  here,  with  any  hope  of  advancing  them.    You  will 
have  to  go  farther." 

"And  to  fare  worse?"  said  Martin,  pursuing  the  old 
adage. 

**  Well,  I  hope  not.  But  sufficient  for  the  day,  you  know — 
Good  night  ?  " 

They  shook  hands  heartily,  and  separated.  As  soon  as 
Martin  was  left  alone,  the  excitement  of  novelty  and  change 
which  had  sustained  him  through  all  the  fatigues  of  the  day 
departed;  and  he  felt  so  thoroughly  dejected  and  worn 
out,  that  he  even  lacked  the  energy  to  crawl  up  stairs 
to  bed.  f 

In  twelve  or  fifteen  hours,  how  great  a  change  had  fallen 
on  his  hopes  and  sanguine  plans !  New  and  strange  as  he 
was  to  the  ground  on  which  he  stood,  and  to  the  air  he 
breathed,  he  could  not — ^recalling  all  that  he  had  crowded  into 
that  one  day — ^but  entertain  a  strong  misgiving  that  his  enter- 
prise was  doomed.  Eash  and  iU-considered  as  it  had  often 
looked  on  shipboard,  but  had  never  seemed  on  shore,  it  wore 
a  dismal  aspect,  now,  that  frightened  him.  Whatever 
thoughts  he  called  up  to  his  aid,  they  came  upon  him  in 
depressing  and  discouraging  shapes,  and  gave  him  no  relief. 
Even  the  diamonds  on  his  finger  sparkled  with  the  brightness 
of  tears,  and  had  no  ray  of  hope  in  all  their  brilliant 
lustre. 

He  continued  to  sit  in  gloomy  rumination  by  the  stove — 
unmindful  of  the  boarders  who  dropped  in  one  by  one  from 
their  stores  and  counting-houses,  or  the  neighbouring  bar- 
rooms, and  after  taking  long  pulls  from  a  great  white  water- 
jug  upon  the  sideboard,  and  lingering  with  a  kind  of  hideous 
fascination  near  the  brass  spittoons,  loimged  heavily  to  bed — 
until  at  length  Mark  Tapley  came  and  shook  him  by  the  arm, 
supposing  him  asleep. 

"  Mark  ! "  he  cried,  starting. 

"  AH  right,  sir,"  said  that  cheerful  follower,  snuffing  with 
his  fingers  the  candle  he  bore.  "  It  aiUi't  a  very  large  bed, 
your'n,  sir ;  and  a  man  as  wasn't  thirsty  might  drink,  afore 
breakfast,  aU  the  water  you've  got  to  wash  in,  and  arterwaxds 
eat  the  towel.  But  vou'll  sleep  without  rocking  to-night, 
sir." 

"  I  feel  as  if  the  house  were  on  the  sea,"  said  Martin 
staggering  when  he  rose ;  "  and  am  utterly  wretched." 
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"  I  'm  as  jolly  as  a  sandboy,  myself,  sir/'  said  Mark. 
**  But,  Lord,  I  have  reason  to  be !  I  ought  to  have  been  bom 
here ;  that 's  my  opinion.  Take  care  how  you  go" — for  they 
were  now  ascending  the  stairs.  "  You  recollect  the  gentlemaa 
aboard  the  Screw  as  had  the  veiy  small  trunk,  sir  ?  " 

''The  valise?     Yes." 

"  Well,  sir,  there 's  been  a  delivery  of  dean  clothes  from 
the  wash  to-night,  and  they  're  put  outside  the  bed-room  doors 
hei«.  If  you  take  notice  as  we  go  up,  what  a  very  few  ahirts 
there  are,  and  what  a  many  fronts,  you  'U  penetrate  the  mystery 
of  his  packing." 

But  Martin  was  too  weary  and  despondent  to  take  heed  of 
anything,  so  had  no  interest  in  this  discovery.  Mr.  Tapley, 
nothing  dashed  by  his  indifiEerence,  conducted  him  to  the  top 
of  the  house,  and  into  the  bed-chamber  prepared  for  his 
reception:  which  was  a  very  littfe  narrow  room,  with  half  a 
window  in  it;  a  bedstead  like  a  chest  without  a  Hd;  two 
chairs ;  a  piece  of  carpet,  such  as  shoes  are  commonly  tried 
upon  at  a  ready-made  establiskment  in  England;  a  little 
loc^dng-glass  nailed  against  the  wall;  and  a  washing-table, 
with  a  jug  and  ewer,  that  might  have  been  mistaken  for  a 
milk-pot  and  slop-basin. 

**  I  suppose  Ihey  polish  themselves  with  a  dry  doth  in  this 
coTmtry,"  said  Mark.  **  They  've  certainly  got  a  touch  of  the 
'phoby,  sir." 

"  I  wish  you  would  puU  off  my  boots  for  me,"  said  Martin, 
dropping  into  one  of  the  chairs.  *'  I  am  quite  knocked  up- 
dead  beat,  Mark." 

"You  won't  say  that  to-morrow  morning,  sir,"  returned 
Mr.  Tapley;  "nor  even  to-night,  sir,  when  you've  made  a 
trial  of  this."  With  which  he  produced  a  very  large  tumbler, 
piled  up  to  the  brim  with  litde  blocks  of  clear  transparent 
ice,  through  which  one  or  two  thin  slices  of  lemon,  and  a 
golden  liquid  of  delicious  appearance,  appealed  from  the  still 
depths  bdow,  to  the  loving  eye  of  the  spectator. 

"  What  do  you  call  this  ?  "  said  Martin. 

But  Mx.  Tapley  made  no  answer :  merely  plunging  a  reed 
into  the  mixture — which  caused  a  pleasant  commotion  among 
the  pieces  erf  ice — ^and  signifying  by  an  expressive  gesture 
that  it  was  to  be  pumped  up  through  that  agency  by  the 
enraptured  drinker. 

Martin  took  the  glass,  with  an  astonished  look;  applied 
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his  lips  to  the  reed;  and  cast  up  his  eyes  once  in  ecstasy. 
He  paused  no  more  until  tke  goblet  was  drained  to  the  last 
drop. 

''There,  sir!"  said  Mark,  taking  it  iroTH  him  with  a 
triumphant  face,  ''If  ever  you  shouiLd  happen  to  be  dead 
beat  again,  when  I  ain't  in  the  way,  all  you  've  got  to  do  is, 
to  ask  the  nearest  man  to  go  and  fetch  a  cobbler." 

"  To  go  and  fetch  a  cobbler  ?  "  repeated  Martin. 

''  This  wonder^  invention,  sir,"  said  Mark,  tenderly  patting 
the  empty  glass,  "  is  called  a  cobbler.  Sherry  cobbler  when 
you  name  it  long;  cobbler,  when  you  name  it  short.  Now 
you  're  equal  to  haying  your  boots  took  off,  and  are,  in  every 
particular  worth  mentioning,  another  man." 

Having  delivered  himself  of  this  solemn  preface,  he  brought 
the  bootjack. 

"Mind!  I  am  not  going  to  relapse,  Mark,"  said  Martin; 
"  but,  good  Heaven,  if  we  should  be  left  in  some  wild  part  of 
this  country  without  goods  or  money  ! " 

"Well,  sir!"  replied  the  imperturbable  Tapley;  "from 
what  we  \e  seen  already,  I  don't  know  whether,  imder  those 
circumstances,  we  shouldn't  do  better  in  the  wild  parts  than 
in  the  tame  ones.'* 

"  Oh,  Tom  Pinch,  Tom  Pinch ! "  said  Martin,  in  a  thought- 
ful tone ;  "  what  would  I  give  to  be  again  beside  you,  and 
able  to  hear  your  voice,  though  it  were  even  in  the  old 
bed-room  at  Pecksniff's !  " 

"  Oh,  Dragon,  Dragon ! "  echoed  Mark  cheerfully,  "  if 
there  wam't  any  water  between  you  and  me,  and  nothing 
faint-hearted-like  in  going  back,  I  don't  know  that  I  mightn't 
say  the  same.  But  here  am  I,  Dragon,  in  New  York, 
America ;  and  there  are  you  in  Wiltshire,  Europe ;  and 
there's  a  fortune  to  make.  Dragon,  and  a  beautiful  young 
lady  to  make  it  for ;  and  whenever  you  go  to  see  the 
Monument,  Dragon,  you  mustn't  give  in  on  the  door-steps,  or 
you'll  never  get  up  to  the  top ! " 

"Wisely  said,  Mark,"  cried  Martin.  "We  must  look 
forward." 

"  In  all  the  story-books  as  ever  I  read,  sir,  the  people  as 
looked  backward  was  turned  into  stones,"  replied  Mark ; 
"  and  my  opinion  always  was,  that  they  brought  it  on 
themselves,  and  it  served  'em  right.  I  wish  you  good  night, 
sir,  and  pleasant  dreams !  " 
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''They  muBt  be  of  home,  then/'  said  Martin,  as  he  lay 
down  in  bed. 

"  So  I  say,  too,"  whispered  Mark  Tapley,  when  he  was  out 
of  hearing  and  in  his  own  room ;  "  for  if  there  don't  come  a 
time  afore  we  're  well  out  of  this,  when  there  '11  be  a  little 
more  credit  in  keeping  up  one's  jollity,  I  'm  a  United 
Statesman ! " 

Leaving  them  to  blend  and  mingle  in  their  sleep  the 
shadows  of  objects  afar  off,  as  they  take  fantastic  shapes  upon 
the  wall  in  the  dim  light  of  thought  without  control,  be  it  the 
part  of  this  slight  chronicle— a  dream  within  a  dream — aa 
rapidly  to  change  the  scene,  and  cross  the  ocean  to  the 
English  shore. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

DOES  BUSINESS  WITH  THE  HOUSE  OF  ANTHONY  OHUZZLEWIT  AND  SON, 
FROM  WHICH  ONE  OF  THE  FABTNERS  BETIBES  UNEXFECTEDLY. 

Change  begets  cliaiige.  Notliing  propagates  so  fast.  If 
a  man  habituated  to  a  narrow  circle  of  cares  and  pleasures, 
out  of  which  he  seldom  travels,  step  beyond  it,  though  for 
never  so  brief  a  space,  his  departure  from  the  monotonous 
scene  on  which  he  has  been  an  actor  of  importance,  woidd 
seem  to  be  the  signal  for  instant  concision.  As  if ,  in  the  gap 
he  had  left,  the  wedge  of  change  were  driven  to  the  head, 
rending  what  was  a  solid  mass  to  fragments,  things  cemented 
and  held  together  by  the  usages  of  years,  burst  asunder  in  as 
many  weeks.  The  mine  which  Time  has  slowly  dug  beneath 
familiar  objects,  is  sprung  in  an  instant ;  and  what  was  rock 
before,  becomes  but  sand  and  dust. 

Most  men,  at  one  time  or  other,  have  proved  this  in  some 
degree.  The  extent  to  which  the  natural  laws  of  change 
asserted  their  supremacy  in  that  limited  sphere  of  action 
which  Martin  had  deserted,  shall  be  faithfully  set  down  in 
these  pages. 

**  What  a  cold  spring  it  is ! "  whimpered  old  Anthony, 
drawing  near  the  evening  fire.  "  It  was  a  warmer  season, 
sure,  when  I  was  young ! " 

"  You  needn't  go  scorching  your  clothes  into  holes,  whether 
it  was  or  not/'  observed  the  amiable  Jonas,  raising  his  eyes 
from  yesterday's  newspaper.  '*  Broadcloth  ain't  so  cheap  as 
that  comes  to." 

"A  good  lad!"  cried  the  father,  breathing  on  his  cold 
hands,  and  feebly  chafing  them  against  each  other.  ''A 
prudent  lad !  He  never  delivered  himself  up  to  the  vanities 
of  dress.     No,  no !  " 

"  I  don't  know  but  I  would  though,  mind  you,  if  I  could 
do  it  for  nothing,"  said  his  son,  as  he  resumed  the  paper. 
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"Ah!"  chuckled  the  old  man.  ''If,  indeed!— But  it's 
very  cold." 

"  Let  the  fire  be !  "  cried  Mr.  Jonas,  stopping  his  honoured 
paxenf  s  hand  in  the  use  of  the  poker.  "  Do  you  mean  to 
come  to  want  in  your  old  age,  that  you  take  to  wasting 
now?" 

"There 's  not  time  for  that,  Jonas,"  said  the  old  man. 

"  Not  time  for  what!"  bawled  his  heir. 

"  For  me  to  come  to  want.     I  wish  there  was !  " 

"  You  always  were  as  selfish  an  old  blade  as  need  be," 
said  Jonas,  in  a  voice  too  low  for  him  to  hear,  and  looking 
at  him  with  an  angry  frown.  "  You  act  up  to  your  character. 
You  wouldn't  mind  coming  to  want,  wouldn't  you !  I  dare 
say  you  wouldu't.  And  your  own  flesh  and  blood  might 
come  to  want  too,  might  they,  far  anything  you  oaxed  ?  Oh 
you  precioiiis  old  fiint ! " 

After  this  dutifdl  address,  he  took  his  tea-cup  in  his 
hand — for  that  meal  was  in  progress,  and  the  £i,ther  and  son 
and  Chuffey  wero  partakers  of  ait  Then,  looking  stead^Eustly 
at  his  &ther,  and  stopping  now  and  theu  to  cany  a  spoonful 
of  tea  to  his  Hps,  he  proceeded  in  the  same  tone,  Ihus : 

"  Want,  indeed !  You  're  a  nice  old  man  to  be  talking  of 
want  at  this  time  of  day.  Beginning  to  talk  of  want,  are 
you?  Well,  I  declare!  There  isu't  time?  No,  I  should 
hope  not.  But  you  'd  live  to  be  a  couple  of  htmdred  if  you 
could ;  and  after  all  be  discontented.     I  know  you ! " 

The  old  man  sighed,  and  still  sat  ooweriog  before  ike  £ere. 
Mr.  Jonas  shook  his  Britannia-metal  teaspoon  at  him,  and 
taking  a  loftier  position  went  on  to  argue  the  point  cm  high 
moral  grounds. 

"  K  you  're  ia  such  a  state  of  mind  as  that,"  he  grumbled, 
but  in  the  same  subdued  key,  "  why  don't  you  make  over 
your  property  ?  Buy  an  annuily  cheap,  and  make  your  life 
interesting  to  yourself  and  everybody  else  that  watches  Ihe 
speculation.  But  no,  that  wouldn't  suit  you.  That  would  be 
natural  conduct  to  your  own  son,  and  you  like  to  be  unnatural, 
and  to  keep  hTin  out  of  his  righte.  Why,  I  shoidd  be 
ashamed  of  myself  if  I  was  you,  and  glad  to  hide  my  head 
in  the  what  you  may  call  it." 

Possibly  this  general  phrase  supplied  the  place  of  grave, 
or  tomb,  or  sepulchre,  or  cemetery,  or  mausoleum,  or  other 
such  word  whidii  the  filial  tenderness  of  Mr.  Jonas  made  him. 
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delicate  of  pronoimcmg.  He  pursued  the  theme  no  fiiri±Ler ; 
foET  CkaSS&y,  somehow  discoyering^  from  his  old  comer  by  the 
fireside,  that  Anthony  was  in  the  attitude  of  a  listener,  and 
that  Jonas  appeared  to  be  speaking,  saddenly  cried  out,  like 
one  inspired: 

*'  He  is  your  own  son,  Mr.  Chuzzlewit.   Yonr  own  son,  sir! " 

Old  ChaSey  little  suspected  what  depth  of  application  these 
words  had,  or  that,  in  the  bitter  satire  which  they  bore,  they 
might  have  sunk  into  the  old  man's  very  soul,  could  he  have 
known  what  words  were  hanging  on  his  own  son's  Hps,  or 
what  was  passing  in  his  thoughts.  But  the  voioe  diverted  the 
current  of  Anthony's  reflections,  and  roused  him. 

"  Yes,  yes,  Chnffey,  Jonas  is  a  chip  of  the  old  block.  It 's 
a  very  old  block  now,  Chuffey,"  said  the  old  man,  with  a 
strange  look  of  discomposure. 

"  Precious  old,"  assented  Jonas. 

"  No,  no,  no,"  said  Chuffey.  "  No,  Mr.  Chuzzlewit.  Not 
old  at  all,  sir." 

*'0h!  He's  worse  than  ever,  you  know!"  cried  Jonas, 
quite  disgusted.  "  Upon  my  soul,  father,  he 's  getting  too 
bad.     Hold  your  tongue,  will  you  ?  " 

"  He  says  you  're  wrong  ! "  cried  Anthony  to  the  old  derk. 

"  Tut,  tut ! "  was  Chuffey's  answer.  "  I  know  better.  I 
say  he  '»  wrong.  I  say  he '»  wrong.  He  's  a  boy.  That 's 
what  he  is.  So  are  you,  Mr.  Chuzzlewit — a  kind  of  boy. 
Ha !  ha !  ha !  You  're  quite  a  boy  to  many  I  have  known : 
you  're  a  boy  to  me ;  you  're  a  boy  to  hundreds  of  us.  Don't 
mind  him." 

With  whidi  extraordinary  speech — for  in  the  case  of 
Chnffey  this  was  a  burst  of  eloquence  without  a  parallel — ^the 
poor  old  shadow  drew  through  his  palsied  asrm  his  master's 
hand,  and  held  it  there,  with  his  own  folded  upon  it,  as  if  he 
would  defend  him. 

"  I  grow  deafer  every  day.  Chuff,"  said  Anthony,  with  as 
much  softness  of  manner,  or,  to  describe  it  more  correctly, 
with  aj3  little  hardness  as  he  was  capable  of  expressing. 

"  No,  no,"  cried  Chuffey.  "  No  you  don't.  What  if  you 
did  ?     I  Ve  been  deaf  this  twenty  year." 

'*  I  grow  blinder,  too,"  said  the  old  man,  shaking  his  head. 

''That's  a  good  sign!"  cried  Chuffey.  ''Ha!  ha!  The 
best  sign  in  the  world  !     You  saw  too  well  before." 

He  patted  Anthony  upon  the  hand  as  one  might  comfort  a 
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child,  and  drawing  the  old  man's  arm  still  ftirther  throngli 
his  own,  shook  his  trembling  fingers  towards  the  spot  where 
Jonas  sat,  as  though  he  would  wave  him  o£P.  But,  Anthony 
remaining  quite  stiU  and  silent,  he  relaxed  his  hold  by  slo^w 
degrees  and  lapsed  into  his  usual  niche  in  the  comer :  merely 
putting  forth  his  hand  at  intenrals  and  touching  his  old 
employer  gently  on  the  coat,  as  with  the  design  of  assuring 
himself  that  he  was  yet  beside  him. 

Mr.  Jonas  was  so  veiy  much  amazed  by  these  proceedings 
that  he  could  do  nothing  but  stare  at  the  two  old  men,  until 
Chuffey  had  fallen  into  his  usual  state,  and  Anthony  had  sunk 
into  a  doze ;  when  he  gave  some  vent  to  his  emotions  by  going 
close  up  to  the  former  personage,  and  making  as  though  he 
would,  in  vulgar  parlance,  "  pimch  his  head." 

"  They  've  been  carrying  on  this  game,"  thought  Jonas  in 
a  brown  study,  '*  for  the  last  two  or  three  weeks.  I  never 
saw  my  father  take  so  much  notice  of  him  as  he  has  in  that 
time.  What !  You  're  legacy  hunting  are  you.  Mister 
Chuff?     Eh?" 

But  Chuffey  was  as  little  conscious  of  the  thought  as  of  the 
bodily  advance  of  Mr.  Jonas' s  clenched  fist,  which  hovered 
fondly  about  his  ear.  When  he  had  scowled  at  him  to  his 
heart's  content,  Jonas  took  the  candle  from  the  table,  and 
walking  into  the  glass  office,  produced  a  bimch  of  keys  from 
his  pocket.  With  one  of  these  he  opened  a  secret  drawer  in 
the  desk :  peeping  stealthily  out,  as  he  did  so,  to  be  certain 
that  the  two  old  men  were  still  before  the  &ce, 

"All  as  right  as  ever,"  said  Jonas,  propping  the  lid  of 
the  desk  open  with  his  forehead,  and  unfolding  a  paper. 
"Here's  the  will.  Mister  Chuff.  Thirty  pound  a  year  for 
your  maintenance,  old  boy,  and  all  the  rest  to  his  only  son, 
Jonas.  You  needn't  trouble  yourself  to  be  too  affectionate. 
You  won't  get  anything  by  it.     What 's  that  ?  " 

It  was  startling,  certainly.  A  fja;ce  on  the  other  side  of  the 
glass  partition  looking  curiously  in :  and  not  at  him  but  at  the 
paper  in  his  hand.  For  the  eyes  were  attentively  cast  down 
upon  the  writing,  and  were  swiftly  raised  when  he  cried  out. 
Then  they  met  his  own,  and  were  as  the  eyes  of  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

Suffering  the  lid  of  the  desk  to  fall  with  a  loud  noise,  but 
not  forgetting  even  then  to  lock  it,  Jonas,  pale  and  breathless, 
gazed  upon  this  phantom.  It  moved,  opened  the  door,  and 
walked  in. 
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"  What  *s  the  matter  ?  "  cried  Jonas,  fiEilliiig  back.  "  Who 
is  it  ?     Where  do  you  come  from  ?     What  do  you  want  ?  " 

"  Matter ! "  cried  the  voice  of  Mr.  Pecksniff,  as  Pecksniff  in 
the  flesh  smiled  amiably  upon  him.    **  The  matter,  Mr.  Jonas ! " 

"  What  are  you  prying  and  peering  about  here  for  ?  "  said 
Jonas,  angrily.  "  What  do  you  mean  by  coming  up  to  town 
in  this  way,  and  taking  one  unawares  ?  It 's  precious  odd  a 
man  can't  read  the— the  newspaper — in  his  own  office  without 
being  startled  out  of  his  wits  by  people  coming  in  without 
notice.     Why  didn't  you  knock  at  the  door  ?  " 

**  So  I  did  Mr.  Jonas,"  answered  Pecksniff,  "  but  no  one 
heard  me.  I  was  curious,"  he  added  in  his  gentle  way  as  he 
laid  his  hand  upon  the  young  man's  shoidder,  ''to  find  out 
what  part  of  the  newspaper  interested  you  so  much ;  but  the 
glass  was  too  dim  and  dirty." 

Jonas  glanced  in  haste  at  the  partition.  Well.  It  wasn't 
very  dean.     So  far  he  spoke  the  truth. 

"Was  it  poetry  now?"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  shaking  the 
forefinger  of  his  right  hand  with  an  air  of  cheerful  banter. 
"Or  was  it  politics?  Or  was  it  the  price  of  stocks?  The 
main  chance  Mr.  Jonas,  the  main  chance  I  suspect." 

"  You  ain't  far  from  the  truth,"  answered  Jonas,  recovering 
himself  and  snuffing  the  candle  :  "  but  how  the  deuce  do  you 
come  to  be  in  London  again  ?  Ecod !  it 's  enough  to  make  a 
man  stare,  to  see  a  fellow  looking  at  him  all  of  a  sudden,  who 
he  thought  was  sixty  or  seventy  mile  away." 

"  So  it  is,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff.  "  No  doubt  of  it,  my  dear 
Mr.  Jonas.    For  while  the  human  mind  is  constituted  as  it  is — " 

"  Oh  bother  the  human  mind,"  interrupted  Jonas  with 
impatience,  "  what  have  you  come  up  for  ?  " 

"  A  little  matter  of  business,"  said.  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  which 
has  arisen  quite  imexpectedly." 

"  Oh  !  "  cried  Jonas,  "  is  tbat  all  ?  Well.  Here  's  father 
in  the  next  room.  HaUo  father,  here's  Pecksniff!  He  gets 
more  addle-pated  every  day  he  lives,  I  do  believe,"  muttered 
Jonas,  shaking  his  honoured  parent  roundly.  "  Don't  I  tell 
you  Pecksniff 's  here,  stupid-head  ?  " 

The  combined  effects  of  the  shaking  and  this  loving  remon- 
strance soon  awoke  the  old  man,  who  gave  Mr.  Pecksniff  a 
chuckling  welcome,  which  was  attributable  in  part  to  his  being 
glad  to  see  that  gentleman,  and  in  part  to  his  unfading 
dehght  in  the  recollection  of  having  called  him  a  hypocrite. 
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As  Mr.  Pecksniff  bad  not  jet  taken  tea  (indeed  lie  had,  but 
an  hour  before,  arrived  in  London)  the  remains  of  the  late 
collation,  with  a  rasher  of  bacon,  were  served  "op  for  bis 
entertainment ;  and  as  Mr.  Jonas  had  a  business  appointment 
in  the  next  street,  he  stepped  out  to  keep  it :  promising  to 
return  before  Mr.  Pecksniff  could  finish  his  repast. 

'^  And  now  my  good  sir/'  said  Mr.  Pecksniff  to  Anthony : 
''  now  that  we  are  alone,  pray  tell  me  what  1  can  do  for  yon. 
I  say  alone,  because  I  believe  that  our  dear  Mend  Mr. 
Chuffey  is,  metaphysically  speaking,  a — shall  I  say  a 
dummy?"  asked  Mr.  Pecksniff  with  his  sweetest  smile,  and 
his  head  very  much  on  one  side. 

"  He  neither  hears  us,"  replied  Anthony,  "nor  sees  us." 
"  Why  then,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  I  will  be  bold  to  say, 
with  the  utmost  sympathy  for  his  afflictions,  and  the  great^ 
admiration  of  those  excellent  qualities  which  do  equal  honour 
to  his  head  and  to  his  heart,  that  he  is  what  is  playfully 
termed  a  dummy.     You  were    going  to  observe,   my  dear 


sir—" 


"  I  was  not  going  to  make  any  observation  that  I  know  of," 
replied  the  old  man. 

"  /  was,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  mildly. 

"  Oh !  you  were  ?     What  was  it?" 

"  That  I  never,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  previously  rising  to  see 
that  the  door  was  shut,  and  arranging  his  chair  when  he 
came  back,  so  that  it  could  not  be  opened  in  the  least  without 
his  immediately  becoming  aware  of  the  circumstance :  "  that 
I  never  in  my  life  was  so  astonished  as  by  the  receipt  of  your 
letter  yesterday.  That  you  should  do  me  the  honour  to  wish 
to  take  coimsel  with  me  on  any  matter,  amazed  me ;  but  that 
you  should  desire  to  do  so,  to  the  exclusion  even  of  Mr.  Jonas, 
showed  an  amount  of  confidence  in  one  to  whom  you  had  done 
a  verbal  injury — ^merely  a  verbal  injury,  you  were  anxious  to 
repair — ^which  gratified,  which  moved,  which  overcame  me." 

He  was  always  a  glib  speaker,  but  he  delivered  this  short 
address  very  glibly ;  having  been  at  some  pains  to  compose  it 
outside  the  coach. 

Although  he  paused  for  a  reply,  and  truly  said  that  he  was 
there  at  Anthony's  request,  the  old  man  sat  gazing  at  him  in 
profound  silence  and  with  a  perfectly  blank  face.  Nor  did  he 
seem  to  have  the  least  desire  or  impulse  to  pursue  the  conver- 
sation, though  Mr.  Pecksniff  looked  towards  the  door^   and 
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pulled  out  his  watch,  and  gave  him  many  other  hints  that 
their  time  was  short,  and  Jonas,  if  he  kept  his  word,  woidd 
soon  return.  But  the  strangest  incident  in  all  this  strange 
beha-viour  was,  that  of  a  sudden — in  a  moment — so  swiftly 
that  it  was  impossible  to  trace  how,  or  to  observe  any  process 
of  change — ^his  ^tures  fell  into  their  old  expression,  and  he 
cried,  striking  his  hand  passionately  upon  the  table  as  if  no 
interval  at  all  had  taken  place : 

'*  Will  you  hold  your  tongue,  sir,  and  let  me  speak  ?" 

Mr.  Pecksniff  deferred  to  him  with  a  submissive  bow ;  and 
said  within  himself,  ''  I  knew  his  hand  was  changed,  and  that 
his  writing  staggered.  I  said  so  yestwday.  Ahem  !  Dear 
me!" 

"  JcHias  is  sweet  upon  your  daughter,  Pecksniff,^*  said  the 
old  man,  in  his  usual  tone. 

"We  spoke  of  that,  if  you  remember,  sir,  at  Mrs. 
Todgers's,"  replied  the  courteous  architect. 

"You  needn^t  speak  so  loud,"  retorted  Anthony.  "I'm 
not  so  deaf  as  that." 

Mr.  Pecksniff  had  certainly  raised  his  voice  pretty  high  : 
not  so  much  because  he  thought  Anthony  was  deaf,  as  because 
he  felt  convinced  that  his  perceptive  faculties  were  waxing 
dim :  but  this  quick  resentment  of  his  considerate  behaviour 
greatly  disconcerted  him,  and,  not  knowing  what  tack  to  shape 
Ms  course  upon,  he  made  another  inclination  of  the  head,  yet 
more  submissive  than  the  last. 

"  I  have  said,"  repeated  the  old  man,  "that  Jonas  is  sweet 
upon  your  daughter." 

"A  charming  girl,  sir,"  murmured  Mr.  Pecksniff,  seeing 
that  he  waited  for  an  answer.  "A  dear  girl,  Mr.  Chuzdewit, 
though  I  say  it  who  should  not." 

"You  know  better,"  cried  the  old  man,  advancing  his 
weazen  face  at  least  a  yard,  and  starting  fbrward  in  his  chair 
to  do  it.  "  You  lie !  What,  you  will  be  a  hypocrite,  will 
you  ?  " 

"  My  good  sir,"  Mr.  Pecksniff  began. 

"  Don't  call  me  a  good  sir,"  retorted  Anthony,  "  and  don't 
claim  to  be  one  yourself.  If  your  daughter  was  what  you 
would  have  me  believe,  she  wouldn't  do  for  Jonas.  Being 
what  she  is,  I  think  she  will.  He  might  be  deceived  in  a 
wife.  She  might  run  riot,  contract  debts,  and  waste  his 
substance.     Now  when  I  am  dead —  " 
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His  face  altered  so  horribly  as  he  said  the  word,  that 
Mr.  Pecksniff  really  was  fain  to  look  another  way. 

"  — It  wiU  be  worse  for  me  to  know  of  such  doings,  than  if 
I  was  aHve:  for  to  be  tormented  for  getting  that  together, 
which  even  while  I  suffer  for  its  acquisition  is  flung  into  the 
very  kennels  of  the  streets,  would  be  insupportable  torture. 
No,"  said  the  old  man,  hoarsely,  ''let  that  be  saved  at  least ; 
let  there  be  something  gained,  and  kept  fast  hold  of^  wlxen  so 
much  is  lost.'^ 

**My  dear  Mr.  Chuzzlewit,'*  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  ''these  are 
unwholesome  fancies;  quite  imneoessary,  sir,  quite  imcalled 
for,  I  am  sure.  The  truth  is,  my  dear  sir,  that  you  are  not 
weU!'' 

"  Not  dying  though !"  cried  Anthony,  with  something  Kke 
the  snarl  of  a  wild  animal.  "  Not  yet !  There  are  years  of 
life  in  me.  Why,  look  at  him,"  pointing  to  his  feeble  derk. 
"  Death  has  no  right  to  leave  him  standing,  and  to  mow  me 
down ! " 

Mr.  Pecksniff  was  so  much  afraid  of  the  old  man,  and  so 
completely  taken  aback  by  the  state  in  which  he  foimd  him, 
that  he  had  not  even  presence  of  mind  enough  to  call  up  a 
scrap  of  morality  from  the  great  storehouse  within  his  own 
breast.  Therefore  he  stammered  out  that  no  doubt  it  was,  in 
fairness  and  decency,  Mr.  Chuffey's  turn  to  expire ;  and  tiiat 
from  aU  he  had  heard  of  Mr.  Chuffey,  and  the  little  he  had 
the  pleasure  of  knowing  of  that  gentleman,  personally,  he  felt 
convinced  in  his  own  mind  that  he  would  see  the  propriety  of 
expiring  with  as  little  delay  as  possible. 

"  Come  here !"  said  the  old  man,  beckoning  him  to  draw 
nearer.  "  Jonas  will  be  my  heir,  Jonas  will  be  rich,  and  a 
great  catch  for  you.  You  t^ow  that.  Jonas  is  sweet  upon 
your  daughter." 

"  I  know  that  too,"  thought  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  for  you  have 
said  it  often  enough." 

"  He  might  get  more  money  than  with  her,"  said  the  old 
man,  "  but  she  will  help  him  to  take  caxe  of  what  they  have. 
She  is  not  too  young  or  heedless,  and  c6mes  of  a  good  hard 
griping  stock.  But  don't  you  play  too  flne  a  game.  She 
only  holds  him  by  a  thread ;  and  if  you  draw  it  too  tight  (I 
know  his  temper)  it  'U  snap.  Biud  him  when  he 's  in  the 
mood,  Pecksniff;  bind  him.  You're  too  deep.  In  your  way 
of  leading  him  on,  you  'U  leave  him  miles  behind.     Bah,  you 
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man  of  oil,  have  I  no  ^es  to  see  how  jou  have  angled  with 
him  from  the  first?" 

"  Now  I  wonder,"  thought  Mr.  Pecksniff,  looking  at  him 
with  a  wistM  face,  ''  whether  this  is  aU  he  has  to  say ! " 

Old  Anthony  rubbed  his  hands  and  muttered  to  himself; 
complained  again  that  he  was  cold ;  drew  his  chair  before  the 
fire ;  and,  sitting  with  his  back  to  Mr.  Pecksniff,  and  his  chin 
sunk  down  upon  his  breast,  was,  in  another  minute,  quite 
regardless  or  forgetful  of  his  presence. 

Uncouth  and  unsatifitfactorj  as  this  short  interview  had  been, 
it  had  fumished  Mr.  Pecksniff  with  a  hint  which,  supposing 
nothing  frirther  were  imparted  to  him,  repaid  the  journey  up, 
and  home  again.  For  the  good  gentleman  had  never  (for 
want  of  an  opportunity)  dived  into  the  depths  of  Mr.  Jonas's 
nature ;  and  any  recipe  for  catching  such  a  son-in-law  (much 
more  one  written  on  a  leaf  out  of  his  own  father's  book)  was 
worth  the  having.  In  order  that  he  might  lose  no  chance  of 
improving  so  fSair  an  opportunity  by  allowing  Anthony  to  fall 
asleep  before  he  had  finished  aU  he  had  to  say,  Mr.  Pecksniff, 
in  the  disposal  of  the  refreshments  on  the  table — a  work  to 
which  he  now  applied  himself  in  eainest-resorted  to  many 
ingenious  contrivances  for  attracting  his  attention,  such  as 
coughing,  sneezing,  clattering  the  teacups,  sharpening  the 
knives,  dropping  the  loaf,  and  so  forth.  But  all  in  vain,  for 
Mr.  Jonas  returned,  and  Anthony  had  said  no  more. 

"  What !  my  father  asleep  again  ?  "  he  cried,  as  he  hung 
up  his  hat,  and  cast  a  look  at  him.  ''Ah!  and  snoring. 
Only  hear ! " 

"  He  snores  very  deep,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

**  Snores  deep  ?  "  repeated  Jonas.  *'  Yes ;  let  him  alone  for 
that.     He  'U  snore  for  six,  at  any  time." 

"  Do  you  know,  Mr.  Jonas,"  said  Pecksniff,  *'  that  I  think 
your  father  is — don't  let  me  alarm  you — ^breaking  ?  " 

"  Oh,  is  he  though,"  replied  Jonas,  with  a  shake  of  the 
head  which  expressed  the  closeness  of  his  dutifrd  observation. 
*'  Ecod,  you  don't  know  how  tough  he  is.  He  ain't  upon  the 
move  yet." 

''  It  struck  me  that  he  was  changed,  both  in  his  appearance 
and  manner,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

''  Thai 's  all  you  know  about  it,"  returned  Jonas,  seating 
himself  with  a  melancholy  air.  "  He  never  was  better  than 
he  is  now.     How  are  they  all  at  home  ?     How 's  Charity  ?  " 

VOL.  I.  T 
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''  Bloomixigy  Mr.  Jonas,  blooming." 

"  And  the  other  one — how 's  she  ?  " 

''  Volatile  trifler  ! !'  said  Mr.  Pecksniff  fondly  mnsing. 
"  She  is  well — she  is  welL  Roying  from  parlour  to  bed- 
room, Mr.  Jonas,  like  the  bee ;  wlrimming  from  post  to  pillar, 
like  the  butterfly ;  dipping  her  jonng  beak  into  onr  currant 
wine,  like  the  hnmming-bird !  Ah !  were  she  a  little  less 
giddy  than  she  is ;  and  had  she  but  the  sterling  qualitieB  of 
Cherry,  my  young  friend ! " 

"  Is  she  so  very  giddy,  then  ?  "  asked  Jonas. 

"Well,  weU! "  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  with  great  feeling;  "  let 
me  not  be  hard  upon  my  child.  Beside  her  sister  Cherry  she 
appears  so.     A  strange  noise  that,  Mr.  Jonas ! " 

"  Something  wrong  in  the  dock,  I  suppose,"  said  Jonas, 
glancing  towards  it.  "  So  the  other  one  ain't  your  fayourite, 
ain't  she  ?  " 

The  fond  feither  was  about  to  reply,  and  had  already  sum- 
moned into  his  face  a  look  of  most  intense  sensibility,  when 
the  sound  he  had  already  noticed  was  repeated. 

"  Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Jonas,  that  is  a  very  extraordinary 
dock,"  said  Pecksniff. 

tt  would  have  been,  if  it  had  made  the  noise  which  startled 
them :  but  another  kind  of  time-piece  was  fast  running  down, 
and  from  that  the  sound  proceeded.  A  scream  from  Chuffey, 
rendered  a  hundred  times  more  loud  and  formidable  by  his 
silent  habits,  made  the  house  ring  from  roof  to  ceUar ;  and, 
looking  round,  they  saw  Anthony  Chuzzlewit  extended  on  the 
floor,  with  the  old  derk  upon  his  knees  beside  him. 

He  had  fallen  from  his  chair  in  a  flt,  and  lay  there,  battling 
for  each  gasp  of  breath,  with  every  shriyelled  vein  and  sinew 
starting  ia  its  place,  as  if  it  were  bent  on  bearing  witness  to 
his  age,  and  sternly  pleading  with  Nature  against  his  recovery. 
It  was  frightfdl  to  see  how  the  principle  of  life,  shut  up  within 
his  withered  frame,  fought  like  a  strong  devil,  mad  to  be  re- 
leased, and  rent  its  andent  prison-house.  A  young  man  in 
the  frilness  of  his  vigour,  struggling  with  so  much  strength  of 
desperation,  would  have  been  a  dismal  sight ;  but  an  old,  old, 
shrunken  body,  endowed  with  preternatural  might,  and  giving 
the  lie  in  every  motion  of  its  every  limb  and  joint  to  its 
enfeebled  aspect,  was  a  hideous  spectacle  indeed. 

They  raised  him  up,  and  fetched  a  surgeon  with  all  haste^ 
who  bled  the  patient,  and  applied  some  remedies ;  but  the  flts 
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held  him  so  long,  Ihat  it  was  past  midnight  when  ihey  got 
him— ^niet  now,  but  quite  nnconscions  and  exhausted — ^into 
bed. 

"  Don't  go,"  said  Jonas,  putting  his  ashy  lips  to  Mr.  Peck- 
sniff's ear,  and  whispering  across  the  bed.  ''  It  wcus  a  mercy 
jou  were  present  when  he  was  taken  ill.  Some  one  might 
have  said  it  was  my  doing." 

"  Your  doing ! "  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

"  I  don't  know  but  they  might,"  he  replied,  wiping  the 
moisture  £rom  his  white  fiEtoe.  ''People  say  such  things. 
How  does  he  look  now  ?  " 

Mr.  Pecksniff  shook  his  head. 

"  I  used  to  joke,  you  know,"  said  Jonas :  "  but  I — I  never 
wished  him  dead.     Do  you  think  he  's  very  bad  ?  " 

"  The  doctor  said  he  was.  You  heard,"  was  Mr.  Pecksniff's 
answer. 

''  Ah  !  but  he  might  say  that  to  charge  us  more,  in  ca^ie  of 
his  getting  well,"  said  Jonas.  "  You  mustn't  go  away,  Peck- 
sniff. Now  it 's  come  to  this,  I  wouldn't  be  without  a  witness 
for  a  thousand  poimd." 

Chuffey  said  not  a  word,  and  heard  not  a  word.  He  had 
sat  himself  down  in  a  chair  at  the  bedside,  and  there  he 
remained,  motionless ;  except  that  he  sometimes  bent  his 
head  over  the  pillow>  and  seemed  to  Hsten.  He  never 
changed  in  this.  Though  once  in  the  dreary  night  Mr. 
Pecksniff,  having  dozed,  awoke  with  a  confused  impression 
that  he  had  heard  him  praying,  and  strangely  mingling 
figures — not  of  speech,  but  arithmetio — with  his  broken 
prayers. 

Jonas  sat  there,  too,  all  night ;  not  where  his  father  could 
have  seen  him,  had  his  consciousness  returned,  but  hiding,  as 
it  were,  behind  him,  and  only  reading  how  he  looked,  in  Mr. 
Pecksniff's  eyes.  He^  the  coarse  upstart,  who  had  ruled  the 
house  so  long — ^that  craven  cur,  who  was  a&aid  to  move,  and 
shook  so,  that  his  very  shadow  fluttered  on  the  wall ! 

It  was  broad,  bright,  stirring  day  when,  leaving  the  old 
derk  to  watch  him,  they  went  down  to  breakfast.  People 
hurried  up  and  down  the  street;  windows  and  doors  were 
opened;  thieves  and  beggars  took  their  usual  posts;  work- 
men bestirred  themselves;  tradesmen  set  forth  their  shops; 
bailiffs  and  constables  were  on  the  watch ;  all  kinds  of  human 

creatures  strove,  in  their  several  ways,  as  hard  to  live,  ajs  the 

t2 
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one  sick  old  man  who  combated  fbr  every  grain  of  sand  in  his 
fiut-emplying  glass,  as  eagerly  as  if  it  were  an  empire. 

''  If  anything  happens,  Pecksniff/'  said  Jonas,  ''  you  must 
promise  me  to  stop  here  till  it 's  all  oyer.  You  shall  see  that 
I  do  what 's  right." 

*'  I  know  that  you  will  do  what 's  right,  Mr.  Jonas,''  said 
Pecksniff. 

"  Yes,  yes,  but  I  won't  be  doubted.  No  one  shall  have  it 
in  his  power  to  say  a  syllable  against  me,"  he  returned.  ''I 
know  how  people  will  talk. — Just  as  if  he  wasn't  old,  or  I  had 
the  secret  of  keeping  him  alive ! " 

Mr.  Pecksniff  promised  that  he  would  remain,  if  circum- 
stances should  render  it,*  in  his  esteemed  Mend's  opinion, 
desirable;  they  were  iBnishing  their  meal  in  sHence,  when 
suddenly  an  apparition  stood  before  them,  so  ghastly  to 'the 
view,  that  Jonas  shrieked  aloud,  and  both  recoiled  in  horror^ 

Old  Anthony,  dressed  in  his  usual  clothes,  was  in  the  room 
— beside  the  table.  He  leaned  upon  the  shoulder  of  his 
solitary  friend ;  and  on  his  Hvid  fSace,  and  on  his  homy  hands, 
and  in  his  glassy  eyes,  and  traced  by  an  eternal  finger  in  the 
very  drops  of  sweat  upon  his  brow,  was  one  word — Death. 

He  spoke  to  them — in  something  of  his  own  voice  too,  biit 
sharpened  and  made  hollow,  like  a  dead  man's  fSace.  What 
he  would  have  said,  God  knows.  He  seemed  to  utter  words, 
but  they  were  such  as  man  had  never  heard.  And  this  was 
the  most  fearful  circumstance  of  all,  to  see  him  standing  there, 
gabbling  in  an  unearthly  tongue. 

♦*  He 's- better  now,"  said  Chuffey.  "Better  now.  Let 
him  sit  in  his  old  chair,  and  he  'U  be  well  again.  I  told  him 
not  to  mind.     I  said  so,  yesterday." 

They  put  him  in  his  easy-chair,  and  wheeled  it  near  the 
window ;  then,  setting  open  the  door,  exposed  him  to  the  free 
current  of  morning  air.  But  not  all  the  air  that  is,  nor  all 
the  winds  that  ever  blew  'twixt  Heaven  and  Earth,  could  have 
brought  new  life  to  him. 

Plunge  him  to  the  throat  in  golden  pieces  now,  and  his 
heavy  fingers  shall  not  dose  on  one ! 


•  y^^-  ,-ji/jd-c-u^//{/^i-  /.^.  y,j4/.//.<:7>i//fA  - 
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CHAPTER  XrX. 

TBI  BSADEB  IB  BBOUGHT  DTTO  OOMHUNICATION  WITH  SOME  PROFESSIONAL 
PSBSONB,  AND  SHEDS  A  TEAS  OTEB  THE  FILIAL  PIETY  OF  GOOD 
MB.  JONAS. 

•  Ms.  Peckskiff  was  in  a  liackaey  cabriolet,  for  Jonas 
Chnzzlewit  had  said  **  Spare  no  expense."  Manidnd  is  e^il 
in  its  thoughts  and  in  its  base  constmctionSy  and  Jonas  was 
resolved  it  should  not  have  an  inch  to  stretdi  into  an  ell 
against  him.  It  never  should  be  charged  upon  his  faiher's 
son  that  he  had  grudged  the  money  for  his  father's  funeral. 
Hence,  until  the  obsequies  should  be  concluded^  Jonas  had 
taken  for  his  motto  **  Spend,  and  spare  not ! " 

Mr.  Pecksniff  had  be^i  to  the  undertaker,  and  was  now 
upon  his  way  to  another  officer  in  the  train  of  mourning — a 
female  Amctionary,  a  nurse,  and  watcher,  and  performer  of 
nameless  offices  about  the  persons  of  the  dead — ^whom  he  had 
recommended.  Her  name,  as  Mr.  Pecksniff  gathered  fix>m  a 
scrap  of  writing  in  his  hand,  was  Gamp ;  her  residence  in 
Eingsgate  Street,  High  Holbom.  So  "Mx.  Pecksniff  in  a 
hackney  cab,  was  rattling  over  Holbom  stones,  in  quest  of 
Mrs.  Gamp. 

This  lady  lodged  at  a  bird-fancier's,  next  door  but  one  to 
the  celebrated  mutton-pie  shop,  and  directly  opposite  to  the 
original  cat's-meat  warehouse ;  the  renown  of  which  establish- 
ments was  duly  heralded  on  their  respective  fronts.  It  was  a 
little  house,  and  this  was  the  more  convenient ;  for  Mrs.  Gamp 
being,  in  her  highest  walk  of  art,  a  monthly  nurse,  or,  as  her 
sign-board  boldly  had  it,  "  Midwife,"  and  lodging  in  the  first* 
floor^front,  was  easiLy  assailable  at  night  by  pebbles,  walking- 
sticks,  and  fragments  of  tobacco-pipe :  all  much  more  effica- 
cious than  the .  street-door  knocker,  which  was  so  constructed 
as  to  wake  the  street  with  ease,  and  even  spread  alarms  of  fire 
in  Holbom,  without  making  the  smallest  impression  on  the 
premises  to  which  it  was  addressed. 
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It  chanced  on  this  particular  occasion  that  Mrs.  Gamp  had 
been  up  all  the  previous  night,  in  attendance  upon  a  cere- 
mony to  which  the  usage  of  gossips  has  given  that  name 
which  expresses,  in  two  syllables,  iiie  curse  pronounced  on 
Adam.  It  chanced  that  Mrs.  Gamp  had  not  been  regularly- 
engaged,  but  had  been  called  in  at  a  crisis,  in  consequence  of 
her  great  repute,  to  assist  another  professional  lady  with  her 
advice;  and  thus  it  happened  that,  aU  points  of  interest  in. 
the  ca^ie  being  over,  Mrs.  Gamp  had  come  home  again  to  the , 
bird-fEmcier's,  and  gone  to  bed.  So,  when  Mr.  Pecksniff 
drove  up  in  the  hackney-cab,  Mrs.  Gamp's  curtains  were 
drawn  dose,  and  Mrs.  Gamp  was  fast  asleep  behind  them. 

If  the  bird-fancier  had  been  at  home,  as  he  ought  to  have 
been,  there'  would  have  been  no  great  harm  ii;  this ;  but  he 
was  out,  and  his  shop  was  closed.     The  shutters  were  down': 
cidrtainly ;  and  in  every  pane  of  glass  there  was  at  least  one' 
tiny  bird  in  a  tiny  bird-C£ige,  twittering  and  hopping  his  little*' 
ballet  of  despair,  and  knocking  his  head  against  the  roof; 
while  one  unhappy  goldfinch  who  lived  outside  a  red  viUa- 
with  his  name  on  the  door,  drew  the  water  for  his  own 
driDkiQg,'and  mutely  appealed  to  some  good  man  to  drop  a 
farthing's  worth  of  poison  in  it.     StiU,  the  door  was  shut. 
Mr.  Pecksniff  tried  the  latch,  and  shook  it,  causing  a  cracked 
bell,  inside  to  ring  most  mournfully ;  but  no  one  came.     The 
bird-fEmcier  was  an  easy  shaver  also,  and  a  fashionable  hair- 
dresser also ;  and  perhaps  he  had  been  sent  for,  express,  from 
the  court  end  of  the  town,  to  trim  a  lord,  or  cut  and  curl  a 
lady;  but  however  that  might  be,  there,  upon  his  own  ground, 
he  was  not ;  nor  was  there  any  more  distinct  trace  of  him  to- 
assist  the  imagination  of  an  inquirer,  than   a  professional 
print  or  emblem  of  his  calling  (much  favoured  in  the  trade), 
representing  a  hair-dresser  of  easy  manners  curling  a  lady  of 
distinguished  fiEishion,  in  the  presence  of  a  patent  upright 
grand  pianoforte. 

Noting  these  circumstances,  Mr.  Pecksniff,  in  the  innocence 
of  his  heart,  applied  himself  to  the  knocker ;  but  at  the  first 
double  knock,  every  window  in  the  street  became  alive  with 
female  heads;  and  before  he  could  repeat  the  performance, 
whole  troops  of  married  ladies  (some  about  to  trouble  Mrs. 
Gamp  themselves,  very  shortly)  came  flocking  round  the 
steps,  all  crying  out  with  one  accord,  and  with  uncommon 
interest,  "Knock  at  the  winder,  sir,  knock  at  the  winder. 
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Lord  bless  you,  don't  lose  no  more  time  than  you  can  help — 
knock  at  the  winder !  " 

Acting  upon  this  suggestion,  and  borrowing  the  driver's 
whip  for  the  purpose,  Mr.  Pecksniff  soon  made  a  commotion 
among  the  first-floor  flower-pots,  and  roused  Mrs.  Gamp, 
whose  voice — ^to  the  great  satisfaction  of  the  matrons — ^was 
heard  to  say,  "  I  'm  coming." 

**  He 's  as  pale  ajs  a  muffin,"  said  one  lady,  in  allusion  to 
Mr.  Pecksniff. 

**  So  he  ought  to  be,  if  he 's  the  feelings  of  a  man,"  ob- 
served another. 

A  third  lady  (with  her  arms  folded)  said  she  wished  he 
had  chosen  any  other  time  for  fetching  Mrs.  Gamp,  but  it 
always  happened  so  with  her. 

It  gave  Mr.  Pecksniff  much  uneasiness  to  find,  from  these 
remarks,  that  he  was  supposed  to  have  come  to  Mrs.  Gamp 
upon  an  errand  touching — ^not  the  dose  of  life,  but  the  other 
end.  Mrs.  Gamp  herself  was  under  the  same  impression,  for, 
throwing  open  the  window,  she  cried  behind  the  curtains,  as 
she  hastily  attired  herself — 

"  Is  it  Mrs.  Perkios  ?  " 

"  No !  "  returned  Mr.  Pecksniff,  sharply,  "  nothing  of  the 
sort." 

*'  What,  Mr.  Whilks ! "  cried  Mrs.  Gamp.  "  Don't  say  it 's 
you,  Mr.  Whilks,  and  that  poor  creetur  Mrs.  Whilks  witti  not 
even  a  pincushion  ready.     Don't  say  it 's  you,  Mr.  Whilks !  " 

*'It  isn't  Mr.  Whilks,"  said  Pecksniff.  "I  don't  know 
the  man.  Nothing  of  the  kind.  A  gentleman  is  dead ;  and 
some  person  being  wanted  in  the  house,  you  have  been  recom- 
mended by  Mr.  Mould  the  undertaker." 

As  she  was  by  this  time  in  a  condition  to  appear,  Mrs. 
Gamp,  who  had  a  face  for  all  occasions,  looked  out  of  the 
window  with  her  mourning  countenance,  and  said  she  would 
be  down  directly.  But  the  matrons  took  it  very  ill,  that  Mr. 
Pecksniff's  mission  was  of  so  unimportant  a  kind ;  and  the 
lady  with  her  arms  folded  rated  him  in  good  roimd  terms, 
signifyiag  that  she  would  be  glad  to  know  what  he  meant  by 
terrifying  delicate  females  "  with  his  corpses ; "  and  giving  it 
as  her  opinion  that  he  was  quite  ugly  enough  to  know  better. 
The  other  ladies  were  not  at  aU  behind-hand  in  expressing 
similar  sentiments ;  and  the  children,  of  whom  some  scores  had 
now  collected,  hooted  and  defied  Mr.  Pecksniff  quite  savagely. 
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So,  when  Mrs.  Oamp  appeared,  the  imoffending  gentleman 
was  glad  to  hustle  lier  with  very  little  ceremony  into  the 
cabriolet,  and  drive  off,  oyerwhelmed  with  popular  execration. 

Mrs.  Gamp  had  a  large  bimdle  with  her,  a  pair  of  pattens, 
and  a  species  of  gig  umbrella ;  the  latter  article  in  colour  like 
a  faded  leaf,  except  where  a  circular  patch  of  a  lively  blue  had 
been  dexterously  let  in  at  the  top.  She  was  much  flurried  by 
the  haste  she  had  made,  and  laboured  imder  the  most  erro- 
neous views  of  cabriolets,  which  she  appeared  to  confound 
with  mail-coaches  or  stage-waggons,  inasmuch  as  she  was 
constantly  endeavouring  for  the  first  half-mile  to  force  her 
luggage  through  the  little  front  window,  and  clamouring  to 
the  driver  to  "  put  it  in  the  boot."  When  she  was  disabused 
of  this  idea,  her  whole  being  resolved  itself  into  an  absorbing 
aoxiety  about  her  pattens,  with  which  she  played  innumerable 
games  at  quoits,  on  Mr.  Pecksniff's  legs.  It  was  not  until 
they  were  dose  upon  the  house  of  mourning  that  she  had 
enough  composure  to  observe — 

''And  so  the  gentleman's  dead,  sir!  Ah!  The  more's 
the  pity  " — she  didn't  even  know  his  name.  "  But  it 's  what 
we  must  all  come  to.  It 's  as  certain  as  being  bom,  except 
that  we  can't  make  our  calculations  as  exact.  Ah!  Poor 
dear!" 

She  was  a  fat  old  woman,  this  Mrs.  Gamp,  with  a  husky 
voice  and  a  moist  eye,  which  she  had  a  remarkable  power  of 
turning  up,  and  only  showing  the  white  of  it.  Having  very 
little  neck,  it  cost  her  some  trouble  to  look  over  herself,  if  one 
may  say  so,  at  those  to  whom  she  talked.  She  wore  a  veiy 
rusty  black  gown,  rather  the  worse  for  snuff,  and  a  shawl  and 
bonnet  to  correspond.  In  these  dilapidated  articles  of  dress 
she  had,  on  principle,  arrayed  herself,  time  out  of  mind,  on 
such  occasions  as  the  present ;  for  this  at  once  expressed  a 
decent  amount  of  veneration  for  the  deceased,  and  invited  the 
next  of  kin  to  present  her  with  a  fresher  suit  of  weeds :  an 
appeal  so  frequently  successfrd,  that  the  very  fetch  and  ghost 
of  Mrs.  Gamp,  bonnet  and  all,  might  be  seen  hanging  up,  any 
hour  in  the  day,  in  at  least  a  dozen  of  the  second-hand  clothes 
shops  about  Holbom.  The  face  of  Mrs.  Gamp — ^the  nose  in 
particular — ^was  somewhat  red  and  swoln,  and  it  was  difficult 
to  enjoy  her  society  without  becoming  conscious  of  a  smell  of 
spirits.  Like  most  persons  who  have  attained  to  great  emi- 
nence in  their  profession,  she  took  to  hers  very  kindly ;  inso* 
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much,  that  setting  aaide  her  natural  predilections  as  a  woman, 
she  went  to  a  lying-in  or  a  laying-out  with  equal  zest  and 
relish. 

''Ah!"  repeated  Mrs.  C^amp;  for  it  waa  always  a  safe 
sentiment  in  cases  of  mourning.  ''  Ah  dear  !  When  Gamp 
was  summonsed  to  his  long  home,  and  I  see  him  a  lying  in 
Guy's  Hospital  with  a  penny  piece  on  each  eye,  and  his 
wooden  leg  under  his  lefb  arm,  1  thought  I  should  have  fainted 
away.     But  I  bore  up." 

If  certain  whispers  current  in  the  Eangsgate  Street'  circles 
had  any  truth  in  them,  she  had  indeed  borne  up  surprisingly ; 
and  had  exerted  such  uncommon  fortitude,  as  to  dispose  of 
Mr.  Gamp's  remains  for  the  benefit  of  science.  But  it  should 
be  added,  in  fairness,  that  this  had  happened  twenty  years 
before ;  and  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gamp  had  long  been  separated, 
On  the  ground  of  incompatibility  of  temper  in  their  drink. 

"  You  have  become  indifferent  since  ^en,  I  suppose  ?"  said 
Mr.  Pecksniff.     ''  Use  is  second  nature,  Mrs.  Gamp." 

"  You  may  well  say  second  nater,  sir,"  returned  that  lady. 
'*  One's  £rst  ways  is  to  find  sich  things  a  trial  to  the  feelings, 
and  so  is  one's  lasting  custom.  If  it  waisn't  for  the  nerve  a 
little  sip  of  liquor  gives  me  (I  never  was  able  to  do  more  than 
taste  it)  I  never  could  go  through  with  what  I  sometimes  has 
to  do.  *  Mrs.  Harris,'  I  says,  at  the  very  last  case  as  ever  I 
acted  in,  which  it  was  but  a  yotmg  person,  *  Mrs.  Harris,'  I 
says,  '  leave  the  bottle  on  the  chimley-piece,  and  don't  ask  me 
to  take  none,  but  let  me  put  my  lips  to  it  when  I  am  so  dis- 
poged,  and  then  I  will  do  what  I  'm  engaged  to  do,  according 
to  the  best  of  my  ability.'  '  Mrs.  Gamp,'  she  sfeys,  in  answer, 
'  if  ever  there  was  a  sober  creetur  to  be  got  at  eighteenpence 
a  day  for  working  people,  and  three  and  six  for  gentlefolks — 
night  watching,'  "  said  Mrs.  Gamp,  with  emphasis,  ** '  being 
a  extra  charge— you  are  ihat  inwaUable  person.'  '  Mrs. 
Harris,'  I  says  to  her,  '  don't  name  the  charge,  for  if  I  could 
afford  to  lay  all  my  feUer  creeturs  out  for  nothink,  I  would 
gladly  do  it,  sich  is  the  love  I  bears  'em.  But  what  I  always 
says  to  them  as  has  the  management  of  matters,  Mrs.  Harris' " 
— here  she  kept  her  eye  on  Mr.  Pecksniff — "  *  be  they  gents 
or  be  they  ladies — is,  don't  asjc  me  whether  I  won't  take  none, 
or  whether  I  will,  but  leave  the  bottle  on  the  chimley-piece, 
and  let  me  put  my  lips  to  it  when  I  am  so  dispoged.'  " 

The  conclusion  of  this  affecting  narrative  brought  them  to 
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the  house.  In  the  passage  they  encountered  Mr.  Mould  the 
undertaiker :  a  little  elderly  gentleman,  bald,  and  in  a  suit  of 
black ;  with  a  note-book  in  his  hand,  a  massive  gold  watch- 
chain  dangUng  from  his  fob,  and  a  face  in  which  a  queer 
attempt  at  melancholy  was  at  odds  with  a  smirk  of  satisfaction ; 
so  that  he  looked  as  a  man  might,  who,  in  the  very  act  of 
smacking  his  lips  over  choice  old  wine,  tried  to  make  believe 
it  was  physic. 

"  Well,  Mrs.  Gfamp,  and  how  are  you,  Mrs.  Gamp  ?  "  said 
this  gentleman,  in  a  voice  as  soft  as  his  step. 

"  Pretty  weU,  I  thank  you,  sir,"  dropping  a  curtsey. 

"  You  'U  be  very  particular  here,  Mrs.  Gamp.  This  is  not 
a  common  case,  Mrs.  Gamp.  Let  everything  be  very  nice  and 
comfortable,  Mrs.  Gamp,  if  you  please,"  said  the  undertaker, 
shaking  his  head  with  a  solemn  air. 

"  It  shall  be,  sir,"  she  replied,  curtseying  again.  *'  You 
knows  me  of  old,  sir,  I  hope." 

**  I  hope  so,  too,  Mrs.  Gamp,"  said  the  undertaker ;  "  and 
I  think  so  also."  Mrs.  Gamp  curtseyed  again.  **  This  is  one 
of  the  most  impressive  cases,  sir,"  he  continued,  addressing 
Mr.  Pecksniff,  **  that  I  have  seen  in  the  whole  course  of  my 
professional  experience." 

"  Indeed,  Mr.  Mould ! "  cried  that  gentleman. 

"  Such  affectionate  regret,  sir,  I  never  saw*.  There  is  no 
limitation — ^there  is  positively  no  limitation," — opening  his 
eyes  wide,  and  standing  on  tiptoe,  "  in  point  of  expense !  I 
have  orders,  sir !  to  put  on  my  whole  establishment  of  mutes ; 
and  mutes  come  very  dear,  Mr.  Pecksniff;  not  to  mention 
their  drink.  To  provide  silver-plated  handles  of  the  very  best 
description,  ornamented  with  angels'  heads  irom  the  most 
expensive  dies.  To  be  perfectly  profuse  in  feathers.  In 
short,  sir,  to  turn  out  something  absolutely  gorgeous." 

**  My  friend  Mr.  Jonas  is  an  excellent  man,"  said  Mr. 
Pecksniff. 

"  I  have  seen  a  good  deal  of  what  is  filial  in  my  time,  sir," 
retorted  Mould,  "  and  what  is  unfilial  too.  It  is  our  lot. 
We  come  into  the  knowledge  of  those  secrets.  But  anything 
so  filial  as  this ;  anything  so  honourable  to  human  nature ; 
so  calculated  to  reconcile  all  of  us  to  the  world  we  live  in ; 
never  yet  came  under  my  observation.  It  only  proves,  sir, 
what  was  so  forcibly  observed  by  the  lamented  tiieatrical  poet 
— ^buried  at  Stratford — ^that  there  is  good  in  everything." 
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**  It  IS  very  pleasant  to  hear  you  say  so,  Mr.  Mould," 
observed  Pecksniff. 

"  You  are  very  kind,  sir.  And  what  a  man  Mr.  Cliuzzle- 
wit  was,  sir !  Ah !  what  a  man  he  was.  You  may  talk  of 
your  lord  mayors,"  said  Mould,  waving  his  hand  at  the  public 
in  general,  *'your  sherifGs,  your  common  councilmen,  your 
trumpeiy ;  but  show  me  a  man  in  this  city  who  is  worthy  to 
walk  in  the  shoes  of  the  departed  Mr.  Chuzzlewit.  No,  no," 
cried  Motdd,  with  bitter  sarcasm.  ''  Hang  'em  up,  hang  'em 
up  :  sole  'em  and  heel  'em,  and  have  'em  ready  for  his  son 
against  he's  old  enough  to  wear  'em ;  but  don't  tiy  'em  on 
yourselves,  for  they  won't  fit  you.  We  knew  him,"  said 
Mould,  in  the  same  biting  vein,  as  he  pocketed  his  note-book ; 
'*  we  knew  him,  and  are  not  to  be  caught  with  chaff.  Mr. 
Pecksniff,  sir,  good  morning." 

Mr.  Pecksniff  returned  the  compliment ;  and  Mould,  sensible 
of  having  distinguished  himself,  was  going  away  with  a  brisk 
smile,  when  he  fortunately  remembered  the  occasion.  Quickly 
becoming  depressed  again,  he  sighed ;  looked  into  the  crown 
of  his  hat,  as  if  for  comfort ;  put  it  on  without  finding  any ; 
and  slowly  departed. 

Mrs.  Gamp  and  Mr.  Pecksniff  then  ascended  the  staircase ; 
and  the  former,  having  been  shown  to  the  chamber  in  which 
all  that  remained  of  Anthony  Chuzzlewit  lay  covered  up,  with 
but  one  loving  heart,  and  that  a  halting  one,  to  mourn  it,  lefb 
the  latter  firee  to  enter  the  darkened  room  below,  and  rejoin 
Mr.  Jonas,  from  whom  he  had  now  been  absent  nearly  two 
hours. 

He  found  that  example  to  bereaved  sons  and  pattern  in  the 
eyes  of  all  performers  of  funerals,  musing  over  a  fragment  oi 
writing-paper  on  the  desk,  and  scratching  figures  on  it  with  a 
pen.  The  old  man's  chair,  and  hat,  and  walking-stick,  were 
removed  from  their  accustomed  places,  and  put  out  of  sight ; 
the  window-bHnds,  as  yeUow  as  November  fogs,  were  drawn 
down  close ;  Jonas  himself  was  so  subdued,  that  he  could 
soarcely  be  heard  to  speak,  and  only  seen  to  walk  across  the 
room. 

"  Pecksniff,"  he  said,  in  a  whisper,  "  you  shall  have  the 
regulation  of  it  aU,  mind !  You  shall  be  able  to  tell  anybody 
who  talks  about  it  that  everything  was  correctly  and  freely 
done.  There  isn't  any  one  you  'd  like  to  ask  to  the  fimeral, 
is  there?" 
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"  No,  Mr.  Jonas,  I  think  not." 

"  BecauBO  if  there  is,  you  know,"  said  Jonas,  *'  ask  hinou 
We  don't  want  to  make  a  secret  of  it." 

'*  No,"  repeated  Mr.  Pecksniff,  after  a  little  reflection.  *'  I 
am  not  the  less  obliged  to  you  on  that  account,  Mr.  Jonas,  for 
yonr  liberal -hospitality ;  but  there  really  is  no  one." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Jonas ;  "  th«i  you,  and  I,  and  Chuffey, 
and  the  doctor,  will  be  just  a  coachM.  We'U  have  the 
doctor,  Pecksniff,  because  he  knows  what  was  the  matter  with 
him,  and  that  it  couldn't  be  helped." 

"Where  is  our  dear  Mend,  Mr.  Chuffey?"  asked  Peck- 
sniff, looking  round  the  chamber,  and  winking  both  his  eyes 
at  once — for  he  was  overcome  by  his  feelings. 

But  here  he  was  interrupted  by  Mrs.  Oamp,  who,  divested 
of  her  bonnet  and  shawl,  came  sidling  and  bridling  into  the- 
room ;  and,  with  some  sharpness,  demanded  a  conference  out- 
side the  door  with  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

"  You  may  say  whatever  you  wish  to  say  here,  Mrs. 
Gkimp,"  said  that  gentleman,  ahftlring  his  head  with  a 
melancholy  expression. 

''  It  is  not  much  as  I  have  to  say,  when  people  is  a  mourn- 
ing for  the  dead  and  gone,"  said  Mrs.  Gamp ;  "  but  what  I 
have  to  say  is  to  the  pint  and  purpose,  and  no  offence  intended, 
must  be  so  considered.  I  have  been  at  a  many  places  in  my 
time,  gentlemen,  and  I  hope  I  knows  what  my  duties  is,  and 
how  the  same  should  be  performed :  in  course,  if  I  did  not,  it 
would  be  very  strange,  and  veiy  wrong  in  sich  a  gentleman 
as  Mr.  Mould,  which  has  undertook  the  highest  families  in 
this  land,  and  given  every  satisfaction,  so  to  recommend  me 
as  he  does.  I  have  seen  a  deal  of  trouble  my  own  self,"  said 
Mrs.  Gamp,  laying  greater  and  greater  stress  upon  her  words, 
"  and  I  can  feel  for  them  as  has  their  feelings  tried,  but  I  am 
not  a  Rooshan  or  a  Prooshan,  and  consequently  cannot  suffer 
Spies  to  be  set  over  me." 

Before  it  was  possible  that  an  answer  could  be  returned, 
Mrs.  Gamp,  growing  redder  in  the  fietce,  went  on  to  say : 

''  It  is  not  a  easy  matter,  gentlemen,  to  live  when  you  are 
left  a  widder  woman;  particular  when  your  feelings  works 
upon  you  to  that  extent  that  you  often  find  yourself  a  going 
out,  on  terms  which  is  a  certain  loss,  and  never  can  repay. 
But,  in  whatever  way  you  earns  your  bread,  you  may  have 
rules  and  regulations  of  your  own,  which  cannot  be  broke 
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througli.  Some  people/'  said  Mrs.  Gamp,  again  entrenching 
herself  behind  her  strong  point,  as  if  it  were  not  assailable  by 
human  ingenuity,  ''may  Ibe  Rooshans,  and  other9  may  be 
Prooshans;  they  are  bom  so,  and  will  please  themselves. 
Them  which  is  of  other  naturs  thinks  different." 

''  If  I  understand  this  good  lady/'  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  turn- 
ing to  Jonas,  ''  Mr.  Chuffey  is  troublesome  to  her.  Shall  I 
fetch  him  down  ?  " 

"  Do/'  said  Jonas.  "  I  was  going  to  teU  you  he  was  up 
there,  when  she  came  in.  I  'd  go  myself  and  bring  >iiTn  down, 
only — only  I  'd  rather  you  went,  if  you  don't  mind." 

Mr.  Pecksniff  promptly  departed,  followed  by  Mrs.  Gamp, 
who,  seeing  that  he  took  a  bottle  and  glass  from  the  cupboard, 
and  carried  it  in  his  hand,  was  much  softened. 

"  I  am  sure,"  she  said,  ''  that  if  it  wasn't  for  his  own 
happiness,  I  should  no  more  mind  his  being  there,  poor  dear, 
than  if  he  was  a  fly.  But  them  as  isn't  used  to  these  things, 
thinks  so  much  of  'em  afterwards,  that  it 's  a  kindness  to  'em 
not  to  let  'em  have  their  wish.  And  even,"  said  Mrs.  Gamp, 
probably  in  reference  to  some  flowers  of  speech  she  had  already 
strewn  on  Mr.  Chuffey,  ''  even  if  one  calls  'em  names,  it 's  only 
done  to  rouse  'em." 

Whatever  epithets  she  had  bestowed  on  the  old  derk,  they 
had  not  roused  him.  He  sat  beside  the  bed,  in  the  chair  he 
had  occupied  all  the  previous  night,  with  his  hands  folded 
before  him,  and  his  head  bowed  down;  and  neither  looked 
up,  on  their  entrance,  nor  gave  any  sign  of  consciousness, 
until  Mr.  Pecksniff  took  him  by  the  arm,  when  he  meekly 
rose. 

**  Three  score  and  ten,"  said  Chuffey,  ''  ought  and  carry 
seven.  Some  men  are  so  strong  that  they  live  to  fourscore — 
four  times  ought's  an  ought,  four  times  two's  an  eight — 
eighiy.  Oh !  why — ^why — ^why — didn't  he  live  to  four  times 
ought 's  an  ought,  and  four  times  two 's  an  eight,  eighty  ?" 

''  Ah !  what  a  wale  of  grief!"  cried  Mrs.  Gamp,  possessing 
herself  of  the  bottle  and  glass. 

<<  Why  did  he  die  before  his  poor  old,  crazy  servant ! "  said 
Chuffey,  clasping  his  hands  and  looking  up  in  anguish. 
**  Take  him  from  me,  and  what  remains  ?" 

"  Mr.  Jonas,"  returned  Pecksniff,  "  Mr.  Jonas,  my  good 
friend." 

"  I  loved  him,"  cried  the  old  man*  weeping.     "  He  was 
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good  to  me.  We  learnt  Tare  and  Tret  together,  at  school.  I 
took  him  down  once,  six  boys,  in.  the  arithmetic  class.  God 
forgive  me !     Had  I  the  heart  to  take  him  down ! " 

"  Come,  Mr.  Chuftey,"  said  Pecksniff,  "  come  with  me. 
Summon  up  your  fortitude,  Mr.  Chuffey." 

"  Yes,  I  will,"  returned  the  old  clerk.  "  Yes.  I  'U  sum 
up  my  forty — ^How  many  times  forty — Oh,  Chuzzlewit  and 
Son — ^Your  own  son,  Mr.  Chuzzlewit;  your  own  son,  sir!" 

He  yielded  to  the  hand  that  guided  him,  as  he  lapsed  into 
this  familiar  expression,  and  submitted  to  be  led  away.  Mrs. 
Gamp,  with  the  bottle  on  one  knee,  and  the  glass  on  tiie  other, 
sat  upon  a  stool,  shaking  her  head  for  a  long  time,  until,  in  a 
moment  of  abstraction,  she  poured  out  a  dram  of  spirits,  and 
raised  it  to  her  lips.  It  was  succeeded  by  a  second,  and  by  a 
third,  and  then  her  eyes — either  in  the  sadness  of  her  reflec- 
tions upon  life  and  death,  or  in  her  admiration  of  the  liquor 
— ^were  so  turned  up,  as  to  be  quite  invisible.  But  she  shook 
her  head  still. 

Poor  Chuffey  was  conducted  to  his  accustomed  comer,  and 
there  he  remained,  silent  and  quiet,  save  at  long  intervals, 
when  he  would  rise,  and  walk  about  the  room,  and  wring  his 
hands,  or  raise  some  strange  and  sudden  cry.  For  a  whole 
week  they  all  three  sat  about  the  hearth  and  never  stirred 
abroad.  Mr.  Pecksniff  would  have  walked  out  in  the  evening 
time,  but  Jonas  was  so  averse  to  his  being  absent  for  a  minute, 
that  he  abandoned  the  idea,  and  so,  from  morning  until  night, 
they  brooded  together  in  the  dark  room,  without  relief  or 
occupation. 

The  weight  of  that  which  was  stretched  out,  stiff  and  stark, 
in  the  awful  chamber  above-stairs,  so  crushed  and  bore  down 
Jonas,  that  he  bent  beneath  the  load.  During  the  whole  long 
seven  days  and  nights,  he  was  always  oppressed  and  haunted 
by  a  dreadful  sense  of  its  presence  in  the  house.  Did  the 
door  move,  he  looked  towards  it  with  a  livid  face  and  starting 
eye,  as  if  he  fully  believed  that  ghostly  fingers  clutched  the 
handle.  Did  the  fire  flicker  in  a  draught  of  air,  he  glanced 
over  his  shoulder,  as  almost  dreading  to  behold  some  shrouded 
figure  fanning  and  flapping  at  it  with  its  fear^  dress.  The 
lightest  noise  disturbed  him ;  and  once,  in  the  night,  at  the 
sound  of  a  footstep  over-head,  he  cried  out  that  the  dead  man 
was  walking — tramp,  tramp,  tramp, — about  his  coffin. 

He  lay  at  night  upon  a  mattress   on  the  floor  of  the 
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sitting-TOom ;  hiB  own  chamber  haying  been  assigned  to  Mrs. 
Gamp ;  and  Mr.  Pecksniff  was  similarly  accommodated.  The 
howling  of  a  dog  before  the  house  filled  him  with  a  terror  he 
could  not  disguise.  He  avoided  the  reflection  in  the  opposite 
windows  of  the  light  that  burned  above,  as  though  it  had 
been  an  angry  eye.  He  often,  in  every  night,  rose  up  from 
his  fltful  sleep,  and  looked  and  longed  for  dawn ;  all  directions 
and  arrangements,  even  to  the  ordering  of  their  daily  meals, 
he  abandoned  to  Mr.  PecksnifEl  That  excellent  gentleman, 
deeming  that  the  mourner  wanted  comfort,  and  that  high- 
feeding  was  likely  to  do  him  infinite  service,  availed  himself 
of  these  opportunities  to  such  good  purpose  that  they  kept 
quite  a  dainty  table  during  this  melancholy  season;  with 
sweetbreads,  stewed  kidneys,  oysters,  and  other  such  light 
viands  for  supper  every  night ;  over  which,  and  sundry  jorums 
of  hot  punch,  Mr.  Pecksniff  delivered  such  moral  reflections 
and  spiritual  consolation  as  might  have  converted  a  Heathen 
— especially  if  he  had  had  but  an  imperfect  acquaintance  with 
the  English  tongue. 

Nor  did  Mr.  Pecksniff  alone  indulge  in  the  creature 
comforts  during  this  sad  time.  Mrs.  Gamp  proved  to  be  very 
choice  in  her  eating,  and  repudiated  hash  mutton  with  scorn. 
In  her  drinking  too,  she  was  very  punctual  and  particular, 
requiring  a  pint  of  mild  porter  at  lunch,  a  pint  at  dinner, 
lialf-a-pint  as  a  species  of  stay  or  holdfast  between  dinner  and 
tea,  and  a  pint  of  the  celebrated  staggering  ale,  or  Real  Old 
Brighton  Tipper,  at  supper ;  besides  the  bottle  on  the  chim- 
ney-piece, and  such  casual  invitations  to  refresh  herself  with 
wine  as  the  good-breeding  of  her  employers  might  prompt 
them  to  offer.  In  like  manner,  Mr.  Mould's  men  found  it 
necessary  to  drown  their  grief,  like  a  young  kitten  in  the 
morning  of  its  existence;  for  which  reason  they  generally 
friddled  themselves  before  they  began  to  do  anything,  lest  it 
should  make  head  and  get  the  better  of  them.  In  short,  the 
whole  of  that  strange  week  was  a  round  of  dismal  joviality 
and  grim  enjoyment;  and  every  one,  except  poor  Chuffey, 
who  came  within  the  shadow  of  Anthony  Chuzzlewit's  grave, 
feasted  like  a  Ghoule. 

At  length  the  day  of  the  frineral,  pious  and  truthful 
ceremony  that  it  was,  arrived.  Mr.  Mould,  with  a  glass  of 
generous  port  between  his  eye  and  the  light,  leaned  against 
the  desk  in  the  little  glass  office  with  his  gold  watch  in  his 
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imoccapied  liaad,  and  oonversed  with  Mrs.  Gamp ;  two  mutes 
were  at  the  houjae-door,  looking  as  monmful  as  conld  be 
reasonably  expected  of  men  with  such  a  thriving  job  in  hand ; 
the  whole  of  Mr.  Mould's  establishment  were  on  duty  within 
the  house  or  without;  feathers  waved,  horses  snorted,  silks 
and  velvets  fluttered;  in  a  word,  as  Mr.  Mould  emphatically 
said,  **  everything  that  money  could  do,  was  done.'' 

''And  what  can  do  more,  Mrs.  Gamp?"  exclaimed  t^e 
undertaker,  as  he  emptied  his  glass,  and  smacked  his  lips. 

"  Nothing  in  the  world,  sir." 

"  Nothing  in  the  world,"  repeated  Mr.  Mould.  "  You  are 
right,  Mrs.  Gamp.  Why  do  people  spend  more  money" — 
here  he  filled  his  glass  again — ''  upon  a  death,  Mrs.  Gamp, 
than  upon  a  birth  ?  Come,  that 's  in  your  way ;  you  ought 
to  know.     How  do  you  account  for  that  now  ?  " 

''Perhaps  it  is  because  an  imdertaker*s  charges  comes 
dearer  than  a  nurse's  charges,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Gamp,  tittering, 
and  smoothing  down  her  new  black  dress  with  her  hands. 

"  Ha,  ha  !  "  laughed  Mr.  Mould:  "  You  have  been  break- 
fasting at  somebody's  expense  this  morning,  Mrs.  Gamp." 
But  seeing,  by  the  aid  of  a  little  shaving-glass  which  hung 
opposite,  that  he  looked  merry,  he  composed  his  features  and 
became  sorrowful. 

"  Many 's  the  time  that  I  've  not  breakfasted  at  my  own 
expense  along  of  your  kind  recommending,  sir ;  and  many 's 
the  time  I  hope  to  do  the  same  in  time  to  come,"  said  Mrs. 
Gamp,  with  an  apologetic  curtsey. 

"So  be  it,"  replied  Mr.  Mould,  "please  Providence.  No, 
Mrs.  Gamp ;  I  'U  teU  you  why  it  is.  It 's  because  the  laying 
out  of  money  with  a  well-conducted  establishment,  where  the 
thing  is  performed  upon  the  very  best  scale,  binds  the  broken 
heart,  and  sheds  balm  upon  the  wounded  spirit.  Hearts  want 
binding,  and  spirits  want  balming  when  people  die :  not  when 
people  are  bom.   Look  at  this  gentleman  to-day ;  look  at  him." 

"An  open-handed  gentleman?"  cried  Mrs.  Gamp,  with 
enthusiasm. 

"No,  no,"  said  the  undertaker;  "not  an  open-handed 
gentleman  in  general,  by  any  means.  There  you  mistake 
him :  but  an  afflicted  gentleman,  an  affectionate  gentleman, 
who  knows  what  it  is  in  the  power  of  money  to  do,  in  giving 
him  relief^  and  in  testifying  his  love  and  veneration  for  the 
departed.     It  can  give  him,"  said  Mr.  Mould,  waving  his 
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^ratoh-chaiii  elowly  round  and  round,  so  that  he  described  one 
circle  after  eveiy  item ;  ''it  can  give  him  four  horses  to  each 
Tehide ;  it  can  give  him  yelvet  trappings ;  it  can  give  him. 
driyers  in  doth  doaks  and  top-boots;  it  can  give  him  the 
plumage  of  the  ostrich,  died  black;  it  can  give  him  any. 
number  of  walking  attendants,  dressed  in  the  £rst  style  of 
funeral  fashion,  and  carrying  batons  tipped  with  brass ;  it  can 
give  him  a  handsome  tomb ;  it  can  give  him  a  place  in  West- 
minster Abbey  itself,  if  he  choose  to  invest  it  in  such  a 
purchaae.  Oh !  do  not  let  us  say  that  gold  is  dross,  when  it 
can  buy  such  things  as  these,  Mrs.  Gamp." 

''But  what  a  blessing,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Gamp,  "that  there 
are  such  as  you,  to  sell  or  let  'em  out  on  hire  ?  " 

"  Ay,  Mrs.  Gamp,  you  are  right,"  rejoined  the  undertaker. 
*'  We  should  be  an  honoured  caUing.  We  do  good  by  stealth, 
and  blush  to  have  it  mentioned  in  our  little  bills.  How  much 
consolation  may  I — even  I " — cried  Mr.  Mould,  "  have 
diffiised  among  my  fellow-creatures  by  means  of  my  four 
long-tailed  prancers,  never  harnessed  under  ten  pimd  ten ! " 

Mrs.  Gamp  had  begun  to  make  a  suitable  reply,  when  she 
was  interrupted  by  the  appearance  of  one  of  Mr.  Mould's 
assistants — ^his  chief  mourner  in  fact — an  obese  person,  with 
bis  waistcoat  in  doser  connection  with  his  legs  than  is  quite 
reconcilable  with  the  established  ideas  of  grace :  with  that 
cast  of  feature  which  is  figuratively  called  a  bottle-nose ;  and 
with  a  face  covered  all  over  with  pimples.  He  had  been  a 
tender  plant  once  upon  a  time,  but  from  constant  blowing  in 
the  fat  atmosphere  of  funerals,  had  run  to  seed. 

"  WeU,  Taoker,"  said  Mr.  Mould,  "  is  all  ready  below  ?  " 

*'  A  beautiful  show,  sir,"  rejoined  Tacker.  "  The  horses 
are  prouder  and  fresher  than  ever  I  see  'em ;  and  toss  their 
heads,  they  do,  as  if  they  knowed  how  much  their  plumes 
cost  One,  two,  three,  four,"  said  Mr.  Tacker,  heaping  that 
number  of  black  doaks  upon  his  lefb  arm. 
.  "  Is  Tom  there,  with  the  cake  and  wine  ?"  asked  Mr.  Mould, 

*'  Ready  to  come  in  at  a  moment's  notice,  sir,"  said  Tacker. 

"  Then,"  rejoined  Mr.  Mould,  putting  up  his  watdi,  and 
glancing  at  himself  in  the  little  shaving-glass,  that  he  might 
1)6  sure  his  face  had  the  right  expression  on  it :  "  then  I  liunk 
we  may  proceed  to  business.  Give  me  the  paper  of  gloves, 
Tacker.  Ah  what  a  man  he  was !  Ah  Tacker,  Tacker,  what 
a  man  he  was ! " 

VOL.  L  K 
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Mr.  Taoker,  who  from,  bis  great  ezperienoe  ia  the  per«- 
formance  of  Amerals,  would  have  made  an  excellent  pantomime' 
actor,  winked  at  Mn,  Gamp  without  at  all  disturbing  the 
gravity  of  bis  countenance^  and  followed  his  master  into  the 
next  room. 

It  was  a  great  point  with  Mr.  Mould,  and  a  part  of  his 
professional  tact,  not  to  seem  to  know  the  doctor — ^though  in 
reality  they  were  near  neighbours,  and  very  often,  as  in  the 
present  instance,  worked  together.  So  he  advanced  to  fit  on 
his  black  kid  gloves  as  if  he  had  never  seen  him  in  all  his 
life;  while  the  doctor,  on  his  part,  looked  as  distant  and 
unconscious  as  if  he  had  heard  and  read  of  undertakers,  and 
had  passed  their  shops,  but  had  never  before  been  brought 
into  commimication  with  one. 

"  Gloves,  eh  ?"  said  the  doctor.    "  Mr.  Pecksniff,  after  you.'' 

"  I  couldn't  think  of  it,"  returned  Mr.  Pecksmff. 

You  are  very  good,"  said  the  doctor,  taking  a  pair. 
Well,  sir,  as  I  was  saying — I  was  called  up  to  attend  that 
case  at  about  half-past  one  o'clock.  Cake  and  wine,  eh? 
which  is  port  ?     Thank  you." 

Mr.  Pecksniff  took  some  also. 

''At  about  half-past  one  o'clock  in  the  morning,  sir," 
resumed  the  doctor,  **  I  was  called  up  to  attend  that  case.  At 
the  first  pull  of  the  night-bell  I  turned  out,  threw  up  the 
window,  and  put  out  my  head.  Cloak,  eh  ?  Don't  tie  it  too 
tight.     That  'U  do." 

Mr.  Pecksniff  having  been  likewise  inducted  into  a  similar 
garment,  the  doctor  resumed. 

"  And  put  out  my  head — ^hat,  eh  ?  My  good  fiiend,  that 
is  not  mine.  Mr.  Pecksniff,  I  beg  your  pardon,  but  I  think 
we  have  tmintentionalLy  made  an  exchange.  Thank  you. 
Welly  sir,  I  was  going  to  tell  you —  " 

"  We  are  quite  ready,"  interrupted  Mould  in  a  low  voice. 

"Ready,  eh?"  said  ihe  doctor.  "Very  good.  Mr.  Peck- 
sniff, I'U  take  an  opportunity  of  relating  the  rest  in  the  coach. 
It 's  rather  curious.     Ready,  eh  ?     No  rain,  I  hope  ?  " 

"  Quite  fair,  sir,"  returned  Mould. 

"  I  was  a&aid  the  ground  would  have  been  wet,"  said  the 
doctor,  "  for  my  glass  fell  yesterday.  We  may  congratulate 
ourselves  upon  our  good  fortune."  But  seeing  by  this  time 
that  Mr.  Jonas  and  Chuffey  were  going  out  at  the  door,  he 
put  a  white  pocket-handkerchief  to  his  face  as  if  a  violent 
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burst  of  grief  had  suddenly  oome  upon  him,  and  walked  down 
side  by  side  with  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

Mr.  Mould  and  his  men  had  not  exaggerated  the  grandeur 
of  the  arrangements.  They  were  splendid.  The  four  heaxse- 
horses,  especially,  reared  and  pranced,  and  showed  their 
highest  action,  as  if  they  knew  a  man  was  dead,  and 
triumphed  in  it.  "They  break  us,  drive  us,  ride  us;  ill 
treat,  abuse,  and  maim  us  for  their  pleasure — But  they  die ; 
Hurrah,  they  die !  " 

So  through  the  narrow  streets  and  winding  ciiy  ways,  went 
Anthony  Chuzzlewit's  funeral :  Mr.  Jonas  glancing  stealthily 
out  of  the  coach-window  now  and  then,  to  observe  its  effect 
upon  the .  crowd ;  Mr.  Mould  as  he  walked  along,  listening 
with  a  sober  pride  to  the  exclamations  of  the  by-standers ;  the 
doctor  whispering  his  story  to  Mr.  Pecksniff,  without  appear-  ' 
ing  to  come  any  nearer  ^q  end  of  it ;  and  poor  old  Chuffey 
sobbiQg  unregarded  in  a  comer.  But  he  had  greatly  scan- 
dalised Mr.  Mould  at  an  early  stage  of  the  ceremony  by 
carrying  his  handkerchief  in  Ids  hat  ru  a  perfectly  informal 
manner,  and  wiping  his  eyes  with  his  knucHes.  And  as  Mr. 
Mould  himself  had  said  already,  his  behaviour  was  indecent, 
and  quite  unworthy  of  such  an  occasion ;  and  he  never  ought 
to  have  been  there. 

There  he  was,  however;  and  in  the  churchyard  there  he 
was,  also,  conducting  himself  in  a  no  less  unbecoming  manner, 
and  leaning  for  support  on  Tacker,  who  plainly  told  him  that 
he  was  fit  for  nothing  better  than  a  walking  Mineral.  But 
Chuffey,  Heaven  help  him !  heard  no  soimd  but  the  echoes, 
lingering  in  his  own  heart,  of  a  voice  for  ever  silent. 

"  I  love^  him,"  cried  the  old  man,  sinking  down  upon  the 
grave  when  all  was  done.  "  He  was  very  good  to  me.  Oh, 
my  dear  old  Mend  and  master ! " 

"Come,  come,  Mr.  Chuffey,"  said  the  doctor,  "this  won't 
do ;  it 's  a  clayey  soil,  Mr.  Chuffey.     You  mustn't  really." 

"If  it  had  been  the  commonest  thing  we  do,  and  Mr.  Chuffey 
had  been  a  Bearer,  gentlemen,"  said  Mould,  casting  an  im- 
ploring glance  upon  them,  as  he  helped  to  raise  him,  "ho 
couldn't  have  gone  on  worse  than  this." 

"  Be  a  man,  Mr.  Chuffey,"  said  Pecksniff. 

"  Be  a  gentleman,  Mr.  Qiuffey,"  said  Mould. 

"  Upon  my  word,  my  good  Mend,"  murmured  the  doctor, 

in  a  tone  of  stately  reproof,  as  he  stepped  up  to  the  old  man's 

s2 
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side,  *'  this  is  worse  than  weakness.  This  is  bad,  selfish,  yery 
wrong,  Mr.  Chuffey.  You  should  take  example  from  others, 
my  good  sir.  You  forget  that  you  were  not  connected  by  ties 
of  blood  with  our  deceased  fiiend ;  and  that  he  had  a  very 
near  and  very  dear  relation,  Mr.  Chuffey." 

"  Ay,  his  own  son !  "  cried  the  old  man,  dasping  his  hands 
with  remarkable  passion.     "  His  own,  own,  only  son !  " 

''  He 's  not  right  in  his  head,  you  know,"  said  Jonas, 
turning  pale.  **  You  're  not  to  mind  anything  he  says. 
I  shouldn't  wonder  if  he  was  to  talk  some  precious  nonsense. 
But  don't  you  mind  him,  any  of  you.  I  don't.  My  father 
left  him  to  my  charge ;  and  whatever  he  says  or  does,  that 's 
enough.     J '11  take  care  of  him." 

A  hum  of  admiration  rose  from  the  mourners  (including 
Mr.  Mould  and  his  merry  men)  at  this  new  instance  of  mag- 
nanimity and  kind  feeling  on  the  part  of  Jonas.  But  Chuffey 
put  it  to  the  test  no  farther.  He  said  not  a  word  more,  and 
being  left  to  himself  for  a  litde  while,  crept  back  again  to  the 
coach. 

It  has  been  said  that  Mr.  Jonas  turned  pale  when  the 
behaviour  of  the  old  derk  attracted  g^eral  attention;  his 
discomposure,  however,  was  but  momentaiy,  and  he  soon 
recovered.  But  these  were  not  the  only  changes  he  had 
exhibited  that  day.  The  curious  eyes  of  Mr.  Pecksniff  had 
observed  that  as  soon  as  they  left  the  house  upon  l^eir 
mournful  errand,  he  began  to  mend;  that  as  the  ceremonies 
proceeded  he  gradually,  by  little  and  little,  recovered  his  old 
condition,  his  old  looks,  his  old  bearing,  his  old  agreeable 
characteristics  of  speech  and  manner,  and  became,  in  all 
respects,  his  old  pleasant  self.  And  now  that  they  were 
seated  in  the  coach  on  their  return  home;  and  more  when 
they  got  there,  and  foimd  the  windows  open,  the  light  and  air 
admitted,  and  all  traces  of  the  late  event  removed;  he  felt  so 
well  convinced  that  Jonas  was  again  the  Jonas  he  had  known 
a^week  ago,  and  not  the  Jonas  of  the  intervening  time,  that 
he  voluntarily  gave  up  his  recently-acquired  power  without 
one  faint  attempt  to  exercise  it,  and  at  once  fell  back  into  his 
former  position  of  mild  and  deferential  g^est. 

Mrs.  Gamp  went  home  to  the  bird-fancier's,  and  was 
knocked  up  again  that  very  night  for  a  birth  of  twins; 
Mr.  Mould  dined  gaily  in  the  bosom  of  his  family,  and  passed 
the  evening  facetiously  at  his  club ;  the  hearse,  after  standing 


MAETIN  CHUZZLBWIT.  «41 

for  a  long  time  at  the  door  of  a  roystering  public-liouse, 
repaired  to  its  stables  with  the  feathers  inside  and  twfilve  red- 
nosed  undertakers  on  the  roof,  each  holding  on  by  a  dingy 
peg,  to  which,  in  times  of  state,  a  waving  plume  was  fitted ; 
tho  various  trappings  of  sorrow  were  care^illy  laid  by  in 
presses  for  the  next  hirer ;  the  fiery  steeds  were  quenched  and 
quiet  in  their  stalls;  the  doctor  got  merry  with  wine  at  a 
wedding-dinner,  and  forgot  the  middle  of  the  stoiy  which  had 
no  end  to  it;  the  pageant  of  a  few  short  hours  ago  waa 
written  nowhere  half  so  legibly  as  in  the  undertaker's  books. 

Not  in  the  churchyard  ?  Not  even  there.  The  gates  were 
closed ;  the  night  was  dark  and  wet ;  and  the  rain  fell  silently 
among  the  stagnant  weeds  and  nettles.  One  new  moimd  was 
there  which  had  not  been  last  night.  Time,  burrowing  like  a 
mole  below  the  ground,  had  marked  his  track  by  throwing  up 
another  heap  of  earth.     And  that  was  all. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

18  ▲  CHAFTSR  07  LOVB. 

"Pecksniff/'  said  Jonas,  taking  off  his  Lat,  to  see  that 
the  black  crape  band  was  all  rigbt ;  and  finding  that  it  was, 
putting  it  on  again,  complacentlj ;  ''what  do  you  mean  to 
give  your  daughters  when  they  marry  ?  " 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Jonas/'  cried  the  affectionate  parent,  with 
an  ingenuous  smile,  "  what  a  very  singular  inquiry !  " 

"  Now,  don't  you  mind  whether  it 's  a  singular  inquiry  or  a 
plural  one,"  retorted  Jonas,  eyeing  Mr.  Pecksniff  with  no  great 
favour,  "  but  answer  it,  or  let  it  alone.     One  or  the  other." 

"  Hum !  The  question,  my  dear  friend,"  said  Mr.  Peck- 
sniff, laying  his  hand  tenderly  upon  his  kinsman's  knee,  ''  is 
involved  with  many  considerations.  What  would  I  give 
them?     Eh?" 

"  Ah !  what  would  you  give  'em  ?  "  repeated  Jonas. 

"  Why,  that,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "would  naturally  depend 
in  a  great  measure  upon  the  kind  of  husbands  they  might 
choose,  my  dear  young  friend." 

Mr.  Jonas  was  evidently  disconcerted,  and  at  a  loss  how  to 
proceed.  It  was  a  good  answer.  It  seemed  a  deep  one,  but 
such  is  the  wisdom  of  simplicity  ! 

"  My  standard  for  the  merits  I  would  require  in  a  son-in- 
law,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  after  a  short  silence,  "  is  a  high  one. 
Forgive  me,  my  dear  Mr.  Jonas,"  he  added,  greatly  moved, 
''  if  I  say  that  you  have  spoiled  me,  and  made  it  a  fanciful 
one ;  an  imaginative  one ;  a  prismatically  tinged  one,  if  I 
may  be  permitted  to  call  it  so." 

"What  do  you  mean  by  that?"  growled  Jonas,  looking  at 
him  with  increased  disfavour. 

"Indeed,  my  dear  friend,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "you  may 
well  inquire.  The  heart  is  not  always  a  royal  mint,  with 
patent  machinery,  to  work  its  metal  into  current  coin.  Some- 
times it  throws  it  out  in  strange  forms,  not  easily  recognised 
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as  ooin  at  all.  But  it  is  sterling  gold.  It  has  at  least  that 
merit.     It  is  sterling  gold." 

*'  Is  it  ? "  grumbled  Jonas,  with  a  doubtM  shake  of  the 
ead. 

*'  Ay !  **  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  wanning  with  his  subject,  *'  it 
is.  To  be  plain  with  you,  Mr.  Jonas,  if  I  could  find  two  such 
sons-in-law  as  you  will  one  day  make  to  some  deserving  man, 
capable  of  appreciating  a  nature  such  as  yours,  I  would — 
forgetful  of  myself — bestow  upon  my  daughters,  portions 
teaching  to  the  yery  utmost  limit  of  my  means." 

This  was  strong  language,  and  it  was  earnestly  delivered. 
But  who  can  wonder  that  such  a  man  as  Mr.  FecksnifP*,  after 
aU  he  had  seen  and  heard  of  Mr.  Jonas,  should  be  strong  and 
earnest  upon  such  a  theme ;  a  theme  that  touched  even  the 
worldly  lips  of  undertakers  with  the  honey  of  eloquence ! 

Mr.  Jonas  was  silent,  and  looked  thoughtfully  at  the  land' 
scape.  For  they  were  seated  on  the  outside  of  the  coach,  at 
the  back,  and  were  travelling  down  into  the  country.  He  ac- 
companied Mr.  Pecksniff  home  for  a  few  days'  change  of  air 
and  scene  after  his  recent  trials. 

"Well,"  he  said,  at  last,  with  captivating  bluntness,  "sup- 
pose you  got  one  such  son-in-law  as  me,  what  then  ?  " 

Mr.  Pecksniff  regarded  him  at  first  with  inexpressible 
surprise ;  then  gradually  breaking  into  a  sort  of  dejected 
Tivacity,  said: 

"  Then  well  I  know  whose  husband  he  would  be ! " 

v"  Whose  ?  "  asked  Jonas,  drily. 

*'My  eldest  girl's,  Mr.  Jonas,"  replied  Pecksniff,  with 
moistening  eyes.  "My  dear  Cherry's:  my  staff,  my  scrip, 
my  treasure,  Mr.  Jonas.  A  hard  struggle,  but  it  is  in  the 
nature  of  things!  I  must  one  day  part  with  her  to  a 
husband.    I  know  it,  my  dear  Mend.     I  am  prepared  for  it." 

**  Ecod !  you  've  been  prepared  for  that,  a  pretty  long  time, 
I  should  thiTik,"  said  Jonas. 

"  Many  have  sought  to  bear  her  from  me,"  said  Mr.  Peck- 
sniff. "  All  have  failed.  '  I  never  wiU  give  my  hand,  papa,' 
— ^those  were  her  words,  '  unless  my  heart  is  won.'  She  has 
not  been  quite  so  happy  as  she  used  to  be,  of  late.  I  don't 
know  why." 

'  Again  Mr.  Jonas  looked  at  the  landscape;  then  at  the 
coachman;  then  at  the  luggage  on  the  roof;  finally  at  Mt. 
Pecksniff. 
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"  I  suppose  you  'U  have  to  part  with  the  other  one,  some 
of  these  days  ? ''  he  observed,  as  he  caught  that  gentlemaa's 
eye. 

"  Probably,"  said  the  parent.  "  Years  will  tome  down  the 
wildnesis  of  my  foolish  bird,  and  then  it  will  be  caged.  But 
Cherry,  Mr.  Jonas,  Cheny — " 

**  Oh,  ah !  "  interrupted  Jonas.  "  Years  have  made  her 
all  right  enough.  Nobody  doubts  that.  But  you  haven't 
answered  what  I  asked  you.  Of  course,  you  're  not  obliged 
to  do  it,  you  know,  if  you  don't  like.  You're  the  best 
judge." 

There  was  a  warning  sulkiness  in  the  mamier  of  this 
speech,  which  admonished  Mr.  Pecksniff  that  his  dear  Mend 
was  not  to  be  trifled  with  or  fenced  off,  and  that  he  must 
either  return  a  straight>forward  reply  to  his  question,  or 
plainly  give  him  to  understand  that  he  declined  to  enlighten 
him  upon  the  subject  to  which  it  referred.  MindM  in  this 
dilemma  of  the  caution  Old  Anthony  had  given  him  almost 
with  his  latest  breath,  he  resolved  to  speak  to  the  point,  and 
so  told  Mr.  Jonas — enlarging  upon  the  communication  as  a 
proof  of  his  great  attachment  and  confidence — ^that  in  the 
case  he  had  put,  to  wit,  in  the  event  of  such  a  man  as  he 
proposing  for  his  daughter's  haud,  he  would  endow  her  with 
a  fortune  of  four  thousand  pounds. 

"  I  should  sadly  pinch  and  cramp  myself  to  do  so,"  was 
his  fatherly  remark ;  '*  but  that  would  be  my  duiy,  and  my 
conscience  would  reward  me.  For  myself,  my  conscience  is 
my  bank.  I  have  a  trifle  invested  there — a  mere  trifle,  Mr. 
Jonas — ^but  I  prize  it  as  a  store  of  value,  I  assure  you." 

The  good  man's  enemies  would  have  divided  upon  this 
question  into  two  parties.  One  would  have  asserted  without 
scruple  that  if  Mr.  Pecksniff's  conscience  were  his  bank,  and 
he  kept  a  running  account  there,  he  must  have  overdrawn  it 
beyond  all  mortal  means  of  computation.  The  other  would 
have  contended  that  it  was  a  mere  fictitious  form ;  a  perfectly 
blank  book ;  or  one  in  which  entries  were  only  made  with  a 
peculiar  kind  of  invisible  ink  to  become  legible  at  some  in- 
definite time ;  and  that  he  never  troubled  it  at  all. 

"  It  would  sadly  pinch  and  cramp  me,  my  dear  friend," 
repeated  Mr.  Pecksniff,  **  but  Providence — ^perhaps  I  may  be 
permitted  to  say  a  special  Providence — has  blessed  my  endea* 
vours,  and  I  coidd  guarantee  to  make  the  sacrifice." 
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A  question  of  philosoplij  arises  here,  whether  Mr.  Peck- 
sniff had  or  had  not  good  reason  to  say,  that  he  was  speciaUy 
patronised  and  encouraged  in  his  undertakings.  All  his  life 
long  he  had  been  walking  up  and  down  the  narrow  ways  and 
bje-plaoes,  with  a  hook  in  one  hand  and  a  crook  in  the  other, 
scraping  all  sorts  of  yaluable  odds  and  ends  into  his  pouch. 
Now,  there  being  a  special  Providence  in  the  fall  of  a  sparrow, 
it  follows  (so  Mr.  Pecksniff,  and  only  such  admirable  men, 
would  have  reasoned),  ths^  there  must  also  be  a  special  Pro- 
vidence in  the  alighting  of  the  stone,  or  stick,  or  other  sub- 
stance which  is  aimed  at  the  sparrow.  And  Mr.  Pecksniff's 
hook,  or  crook,  having  invariably  knocked  the  sparrow  on  the 
head  and  brought  him  down,  that  gentleman  may  have  been 
led  to  consider  himself  as  specially  licensed  to  bag  sparrows, 
and  as  being  specially  seised  and  possessed  of  all  the  birds 
he  had  got  together.  That  many  undertakings,  national  as 
well  as  individual — ^but  especially  the  former — are  held  to  be 
specially  brought  to  a  glorious  and  successful  issue,  which 
never  could  be  so  regarded  on  any  other  process  of  reasoning, 
must  be  dear  to  all  men.  Therefore  ihe  precedents  would 
seem  to  show  that  Mr.  Pecksniff  had  (as  things  go)  good 
argument  for  what  he  said,  and  might  be  permitted  to  say  it, 
and  did  not  say  it  presumptuously,  vainly,  or  arrogantly,  but 
in  a  spirit  of  high  faith  and  great  wisdom. 

Mr.  Jonas,  not  being  much  accustomed  to  perplex  his  mind 
with  theories  of  this  nature,  expressed  no  opinion  on  the  sub- 
ject. Nor  did  he  receive  his  companion's  announcement  with 
one  solitary  syllable,  good,  bad,  or  indifferent.  He  preserved 
this  taciturnity  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  at  least,  and  during 
the  whole  of  that  time  appeared  to  be  steadily  engaged  in 
subjecting  some  given  amount  to  the  operation  of  every  known 
rule  in  figures ;  adding  to  it,  taking  from  it,  multiplying  it, 
reducing  it  by  long  and  short  division;  working  it  by  the 
rule-of-three  direct  and  inversed ;  exchange  or  barter ;  prac- 
tice; simple  interest;  compoimd  interest;  and  other  means 
of  arithmetical  calculation.  The  result  of  these  labours 
appeared  to  be  satisfactory,  for  when  he  did  break  silence,  it 
was  as  one  who  had  arrived  at  some  specific  result,  and  freed 
himself  from  a  state  of  distressing  uncertainty. 

"  Come,  old  Pecksniff ! " — such  was  his  jocose  address,  as 
he  slapped  that  gentleman  on  the  back,  at  the  end  of  the 
«tago— "  let 's  have  something ! " 
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"With  all  my  heart,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniflf. 

"  Let 's  treat  the  driver/'  cried  Jonas. 

"  If  you  think  it  won't  hurt  the  man,  or  render  him  dis- 
contented with  his  station — certainly/'  Altered  Mr.  Pecksnifil 

Jonas  only  laughed  at  this,  and  getting  down  from  the 
ooach-top  with  great  alacrity,  cut  a  cumbersome  kind  of  caper 
in  the  road.  After  which,  he  went  into  the  public-house,  and 
there  ordered  spirituous  drink  to  such  an  extent  that  Mr. 
Pecksniff  had  some  doubts  of  his  perfect  sanity,  until  Jonas 
set  them  quite  at  rest  by  saying,  when  the  coach  could  wait 
no  longer : 

"  I  'ye  been  standing  treat  for  a  whole  week  and  more,  and 
letting  you  have  all  the  delicacies  of  the  season.  You  shall 
pay  for  this,  Pecksniff."  It  was  not  a  joke  either,  as  Mr. 
Pecksniff  at  first  supposed;  for  he  went  off  to  the  coach 
without  ftirther  ceremony,  and  left  his  respected  victim  to 
settle  the  bill. 

But  Mr.  Pecksniff  was  a  man  of  meek  endurance,  and  Mr. 
Jonas  was  his  M^id.  Moreover,  his  regard  for  that  gentle- 
man was  founded,  as  we  know,  on  pure  esteem,  and  a  know- 
ledge of  the  excellence  of  his  character.  He  came  out  from 
the  tavern  with  a  smiling  face,  and  even  went  so  far  as  to 
repeat  the  performance,  on  a  less  expensive  scale,  at  the  next 
ale-house.  There  was  a  certain  wildness  in  the  spirits  of  Mr. 
Jonas  (not  usually  a  part  of  his  character)  which  was  far  from 
being  subdued  by  tiiese  means,  and,  for  the  rest  of  the 
journey,  he  was  so  very  buoyant— it  may  be  said,  boisterous 
— ^that  Mr.  Pecksniff  had  some  difficulty  in  keeping  pace 
with  him. 

They  were  not  expected—oh  dear,  no !  Mr.  Pecksniff  had 
proposed  in  London  to  give  the  gir^s  a  surprise,  and  had  said 
he  wouldn't  write  a  word  to  prepare  them  on  any  account,  in 
order  that  he  and  Mr.  Jonas  might  take  them  unawares,  and 
just  see  what  they  were  doing,  when  they  thought  their  dear 
papa  was  miles  and  miles  away.  As  a  consequence  of  this 
playful  device,  there  was  nobody  to  meet  them  at  the  finger- 
post, but  that  was  of  small  consequence,  for  they  had  come 
down  by  the  day  coach,  and  Mr.  Pecksniff  had  only  a  carpet- 
bag, while  Mr.  Jonas  had  only  a  portmanteau.  They  took 
the  portmanteau  between  them,  put  the  bag  upon  it,  and 
walked  off  up  the  lane  without  delay :  Mr.  Pecksniff  already 
going  on  tiptoe,  as  if,  without  this  precaution,  his  fond  chil- 
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dxeR,  being  then  at  a  distance  of  a  couple  of  miles  or  so,  would 
haye  some  filial  sense  of  his  approach. 

It  was  a  lovely  evening,  in  tiie  spring-time  of  ihe  year ;  and 
in  the  soft  stilhiess  of  the  twilight,  all  nature  was  very  cahn 
and  beautiful.  The  day  had  been  fine  and  warm ;  but  at  the 
coming  on  of  night,  the  air  grew  cool,  and  in  the  meowing 
distance,  smoke  was  rising  gently  from  the  cottage  chimneys. 
There  were  a  thousand  pleasant  scents  diffused  around,  from 
young  leaves  and  firesh  buds ;  the  cuckoo  had  been  singing  all 
day  long,  and  was  but  just  now  hushed ;  the  smell  of  earth, 
newly-upturned — ^first  breath  of  hope  to  the  first  labourer, 
after  his  garden  withered — was  fragrant  in  the  evening 
breeze.  It  was  a  time  when  most  men  cherish  good  resolves, 
and  sorrow  for  the  wasted  past ;  when  most  men,  looking  on 
the  shadows  as  they  gather,  think  of  that  evening  which  must 
dose  on  all,  and  that  to-morrow  which  has  none  beyond. 

*'  Precious  dull,''  said  Mr.  Jonas,  looking  about.  *'  It 's 
enough  to  make  a  man  go  melancholy  mad." 

**We  shall  have  lights  and  a  fire  soon,"  observed  Mr. 
Pecksniff. 

*'  We  shall  need  'em  by  the  time  we  get  there,"  said  Jonas. 
"Why  the  devil  don't  you  talk?  What  are  you  thinking 
of?" 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth,  Mr.  Jonas,"  said  Pecksniff  with 
great  solemnity,  *'  my  mind  was  running  at  that  moment  on 
our  late  dear  friend,  your  departed  father." 

Mr.  Jonas  immediately  let  his  burden  fall,  and  said, 
threatening  him  with  his  hand : 

"  Drop  that,  Pecksniff !  " 

Mr.  Pecksniff  not  exactly  knowing  whether  allusion  was 
made  to  the  subject  or  the  portmanteau,  stared  at  his  friend 
in  imaffected  surprise. 

"  Drop  it,  I  sayt "  cried  Jonas,  fiercely.  "Do  you  hear? 
Drop-  it--now  and  for  ever.  You  had  better,  I  give  you 
notice ! " 

"  It  was  quite  a  mistake,"  urged  Mr.  Pecksniff,  very  much 
dismayed ;  "  though  I  admit  it  was  foolish.  I  might  have 
known  it  was  a  tender  string." 

"  Don't  talk  to  me  about  tender  strings,"  said  Jonas. 
"  I  'm  not  going  to  be  crowed  over  by  you,  because  I  don't 
like  dead  company." 

Mr.  Pecksniff  had  got  out  the  words  "  Crowed  over,  Mr. 
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Jonas ! "  when  that  young  man,  with  a  dark  expression  in 
his  conntenance,  cut  him  short  once  more  : 

'*  Mind !  "  he  said,  "  I  won't  have  it.  I  advise  you  not  to 
revive  the  subject,  neither  to  me  nor  anybody  else.  You  can 
take  a  hint,  if  you  choose,  as  well  as  another  man.  There  *b 
enough  said  about  it.     Come  along ! " 

Taking  up  his  part  of  the  load  again,  when  he  had  said 
these  words,  he  hurried  on  so  fast  that  Mr.  Pecksniff,  at  the 
other  end  of  the  portmanteau,  found  himself  dragged  forward 
in  a  very  inconvenient  and  imgraceful  manner,  to  the  great 
detriment  of  what  is  called  by  fancy  gentlemen  "  the  bark  " 
upon  his  shins,  which  were  most  unmercifully  bumped  against 
the  hard  leather  and  the  iron  buckles.  In  the  course  of  a  few 
minutes,  however,  Mr.  Jonas  relaxed  his  speed,  and  suffered 
his  companion  to  come  up  with  him,  and  to  bring  the  port- 
manteau into  a  tolerably  straight  position. 

It  was  pretty  dear  that  he  regretted  his  late  outbreak,  and 
that  he  mistrusted  its  effect  on  Mr.  PecksnifC;  for  as  often  as 
that  gentleman  glanced  towards  Mr.  Jonas,  he  found  ]Vir.  Jonas 
glaacing  at  him,  which  was  a  new  source  of  embarrassment. 
It  was  but  a  short-lived  one  though,  for  Mr.  Jonas  soon 
began  to  whistle,  whereupon  Mr.  Pecksniff,  taking  his  cue 
from  his  friend,  began  to  himi  a  tune  melodiously. 

"  Pretty  nearly  there,  ain't  we  ?  "  said  Jonas,  when  this 
had  lasted  some  time. 

"  Close,  my  dear  friend,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

^'  What  '11  they  be  doing,  do  you  suppose  ?  "  asked  Jonas. 

"  Impossible  to  say,"  cried  Mr.  Peckmiff.  "  Giddy  truants ! 
They  may  be  away  from  home,  perhaps.  I  was  going  to — 
he !  he !  he ! — I  was  going  to  propose,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff, 
**  that  we  should  enter  by  the  back  way,  and  come  upon  them 
like  a  dap  of  thimder,  Mr.  Jonas." 

It  might  not  have  been  easy  to  decide  in  respect  of  which 
of  their  manifold  properties,  Jonas,  Mr.  Pecksniff,  the  carpet- 
bag, and  the  portmanteau,  could  be  likened  to  a  clap  of 
thunder.  But  Mr.  Jonas  giving  his  assent  to  this  proposal, 
they  stole  round  into  the  back  yard,  and  softly  advanced 
towards  the  kitchen  window,  through  which  the  mingled  light 
of  fire  and  candle  shone  upon  the  darkening  night. 

Truly  Mr.  Pecksniff  is  blessed  in  his  children — in  one  of 
them,  at  any  rate.  The  prudent  Cherry — staff  and  scrip,  and 
treasure  of  her  doting  father — there  she  sits,  at  a  little  table 
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whito  as  driven  snow,  before  the  kitchen  fire,  maMngup 
accounts !  See  the  neat  maiden,  as  with  pen  in  hand,  and 
ealculating  look  addressed  towards  the  ceiling,  and  bunch  of 
keys  within  a  little  basket  at  her  side,  she  checks  the  house- 
keeping expenditure  !  From  flat-iron,  dish -cover,  and  warming- 
pan  ;  from  pot  and  kettle,  face  of  brass  footman,  and  black- 
leaded  stove ;  bright  glances  of  approbation  wink  and  glow 
upon  her.  The  very  onions  dangling  from  the  beam  mantle 
and  shine  like  cherubs'  cheeks.  Something  of  the  influence 
of  those  vegetables  sinks  into  Mr.  Pecksniff's  nature.  He 
•weeps. 

It  is  but  for  a  moment,  and  he  hides  it  from  the  observa^ 
tion  of  his  friend — ^very  carefully — ^by  a  somewhat  elaborate 
use  of  his  pocket-handkerchief  in  fact :  for  he  would  not  have 
liis  weakness  known. 

'' Pleasant,"  he  murmured — ''pleasant  to  a  father's  feelings ! 
My  dear  girl !     Shall  we  let  her  know  we  are  here,  Mr.  Jonas  ?  " . 

"  Why,  I  suppose  you  don't  mean  to  spend  the  evening  in 
the  stable  or  the  coadi-house,"  he  returned. 

.  "  That,  indeed,  is  not  such  hospitality  as  I  would  show  to 
you,  my  friend,"  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff,  pressing  his  hand. 
And  then  he  took  a  long  breath,  and  tapping  at  the  window, 
shouted  with  stentorian  blandness  : 

"  Boh ! " 

Cherry  dropped  her  pen  and  screamed.  But  innocence  is 
ever  bold — or  i^ould  be.  As  they  opened  the  door,  the  valiant 
girl  exclaimed  in  a  firm  voice,  and  with  a  presence  of  mind 
which  even  in  that  trying  moment  did  not  desert  her,  "  Who 
are  you  ?  What  do  you  want  ?  Speak !  or  I  will  call  my 
Pa." 

Mr.  Pecksniff  held  out  his  arms.  She  knew  him  instantly, 
and  rushed  into  his  fond  embrace. 

"  It  was  thoughtless  of  us,  Mr.  Jonas,  it  was  very  thought- 
less," said  Pecksniff,  smoothing  his  daughter's  hair.  "My 
darling,  do  you  see  that  I  am  not  alone ! " 

Not  she.  She  had  seen  nothing  but  her  father  until  now. 
She  saw  Mr.  Jonas  now,  though ;  and  blushed,  and  hung  her 
head  down,  as  she  gave  him  welcome. 

But  where  was  Merry  ?  .  Mr.  Pecksniff  didn't  ask  the 
question  in  reproach,  but  in  a  vein  of  mildness  touched  with  a 
gentle  sorrow.  She  was  upstairs,  reading  on  the  parlour 
couch.     Ah !      Domestic    details  had  no    charms  fot    Vt 
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^'But  call  her  down/'   said  Mr.   Pecksniff,   witH  a  placid 
resignation.     '*  Call  her  down,  my  love.'' 

She  was  called  and  came,  all  flushed  and  tumbled  from 
reposing  on  the  sofa ;  but  none  the  worse  for  that.  No,  not 
at  all.     Rather  the  better,  if  anything. 

'*  Oh  my  gooduess  me ! "  cried  the  arch  girl,  turning  to  her 
cousin  when  she  had  kissed  her  father  on  both  cheeks,  and  in 
her  frolicsome  nature  had  bestowed  a  supernumerary  salute 
upon  the  tip  of  his  nose,  "  you  here,  fright !  WeU,  I  'm  very 
thankfrd  that  you  won't  trouble  me  much !" 

"What!  you're  as  lively  as  ever,  are  you?"  said  Jonas. 
"  Oh !  You  're  a  wicked'  one ! " 

"There,  go  along!"  retorted  Meny,  pushing  him  away. 
"  I  'm  sure  I  don't  faiow  what  I  shall  ever  do,  if  I  have  to  see 
much  of  you.     Go  along,  for  gracious'  sake ! " 

Mr.  Pecksniff  striking  in  here,  with  a  request  that  Mr. 
Jonas  would  immediately  walk  up  stairs,  he  so  far  complied 
with  the  young  lady's  adjuration  as  to  go  at  once.  But 
though  he  had  the  fair  Cherry  on  his  arm,  he  could  not  help 
looking  back  at  her  sister,  and  exchanging  some  frirther 
dialogue  of  the  same  bantering  description,  as  they  all  four 
ascended  to  the  parlour;  where  —  for  the  young  ladies 
happened,  by  good  fortune,  to  be  a  little  later  than  usual  that 
night — ^the  tea-board  was  at  that  moment  being  set  out. 

Mr.  Pinch  was  not  at  home,  so  they  had  it  all  to  them- 
selves, and  were  very  snug  and  talkative,  Jonas  sitting 
between  the  two  sisters,  and  displaying  his  gallantry  in  that 
engaging  manner  which  was  peculiar  to  him.  It  was  a  hard 
thing,  Mr.  Pecksniff  said,  when  tea  was  done,  and  cleared 
away,  to  leave  so  pleasant  a  little  party,  but  having  some 
important  papers  to  examine  in  his  own  apartment,  he  must 
beg  them  to  excuse  him  for  half  an  hour.  With  this  apology 
he  withdrew,  singing  a  careless  strain  as  he  went.  He  had 
not  been  gone  five  minutes,  when  Merry,  who  had  been  sitting 
in  the  window,  apart  from  Jonas  and  her  sister,  burst  into  a 
half'Smothered  laugh,  and  skipped  towards  the  door. 

"  HaUo ! "  cried  Jonas.     "  Don't  go." 

"Oh,  I  dare  say!"  rejoined  Merry,  looking  back.. 
"You  're  very  anxious  I  shoidd  stay,  fright,  ain't  you ?" 

"Yes,  I  am,"  said  Jonas.  "Upon  my  word  I  am.  I 
want  to  speak  to  you."  But  as  she  lefb  the  room  notwith-- 
standing,  he  ran  out  after  her,  and  brought  her  back,  after  a 
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short  struggle  in  the  passage  which  seandalised  Miss  Cheny 
tery  much. 

"Upon  my  word,  Mepny,"  niged  that  young  lady,  "I 
wonder  at  you!  There  are  bounds  eTen  to  absurdity,  my 
dear." 

"  Thank  you,  my  sweet,"  said  Meny,  pursing  up  her  rosy 
lips.  **  Much  obliged  to  it  for  its  advice.  Oh !  do  leave  me 
alone,  you  monster,  do !"  This  entreaty  was  wrung  from  her 
by  a  new  proceeding  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Jonas,  who  pulled  her 
down,  all  breathless  as  she  was,  into  a  seat  beside  him  on  the 
sofa,  having  at  the  same  time  Miss  Cherry  upon  the  other 
side. 

''Now,"  said  Jonas,  clasping  the  waist  of  each :  ''  I  have 
got  both  arms  ftiU,  haven't  I  ?j" 

"  One  of  them  will  be  black  and  blue  to-morrow,  if  you 
don't  let  me  go,"  cried  the  playM  Merry. 

"  Ah !  I  don't  mind  your  pinching,"  grimied  Jonas,  ''  a  bit." 

"  Pinch  him  for  me.  Cherry,  pray,"  said  Mercy.  "  I  never 
did  hate  anybody  so  much  as  I  hate  this  creature,  I  declare ! " 

"  No,  no,  don't  say  that,"  urged  Jonas,  "  and  don't  pinch 
either,  because  I  want  to  be  serious.  I  say — Cousin 
Charity—  " 

"  Well !  what  ?"  she  answered  sharply. 

"  I  want  to  have  some  sober  talk,"  said  Jonas :  **  I  want  to 
prevent  any  mistakes,  you  know,  and  to  put  everything  upon 
a  pleasant  imderstanding.  That's  desirable  and  proper, 
ain't  it?" 

Neither  of  the  sisters  spoke  a  word.  Mr.  Jonas  paused  and 
cleared  his  throat,  which  was  very  dry. 

"She'll  not  believe  what  I'm  going  to  say,  will  she, 
cousin?"  said  Jonas,  timidly  squeezing  Miss  Charity. 

"  EeaUy,  Mr.  Jonas,  I  don't  know,  until  I  hear  what  iiis. 
It 's  quite  impossible  ?" 

"  Why,  you  see,"  said  Jonas,  "  her  way  always  being  to 
make  game  of  people,  I  know  she'U  laugh,  or  pretend  to — I 
know  that,  beforehand.  But  you  can  tell  her  I  'm  in  earnest, 
cousin;  can't  you?  You'll  confess  you  know,  won't  you? 
You  'U  be  honourable,  I  'm  sure,"  he  added  pursuifcively. 

No  answer.  His  throat  seemed  to  grow  hotter  and  hotter, 
and  to  be  more  and  more  difficult  of  control. 

"You  see.  Cousin  Charity,"  said  Jonas,  "nobody  but  you 
can  tell  her  what  pains  I  took  to  get  into  her  company  when 
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jou  were  both  at  the  boaxding-house  in  the  dty,  because 
nobody  'b  so  well  aware  of  it,  you  know.  Nobody  eLse  can  tell 
her  how  hard  I  tried  to  get  to  know  you  better,  in  order  that 
I  might  get  to  know  her  without  seeming  to  wish  it;  can 
they  ?  I  always  asked  you  about  her,  and  said  where  had  she 
gone,  and  when  would  she  come,  and  how  lively  she  was,  aad 
aU  that ;  didn't  I,  cousin?  I  know  you'll  tell  her  so,  if  you 
haven't  told  her  so  already,  and — ^and — I  dare  say  you  have, 
because  I  *m  sure  you're  honourable,  ain't  you  ?" 

Still  not  a  word.  The  right  arm  of  Mr.  Jonas — ^the  elder 
sister  sat  upon  his  right — ^may  have  been  sensible  of  some 
tumultuous  throbbing  which  was  not  within  itself;  but 
nothing  else  apprised  him  that  his  words  had  had  the  least 
efiEect. 

"  Even  if  you  kept  it  to  yourself,  and  haven't  told  her," 
resumed  Jonas,  ''  it  don't  much  matter,  because  you  'U  bear 
honest  witness  now;  won't  you?  We've  been  very  good 
friends  from  the  first ;  haven't  we  ?  and  of  course  we  i^all  be 
quite  friends  in  future,  and  so  I  don't  mind  speaking  before 
you  a  bit.  Cousin  Mercy,  you've  heard  what  I've  been 
saying.  She  '11  confirm  it,  every  word ;  she  must.  Will  you 
have  me  for  your  husband  ?     Eh  ?" 

As  he  released  his  hold  of  Charity,  to  put  this  question 
with  better  effect,  she  started  up  aod  hurried  away  to  her 
own  room,  marking  her  progress  as  she  went  by  such  a  train  of 
passionate  and  incoherent  soimd,  .as  nothing  but  a  slighted 
woman  in  her  anger  could  produce. 

*'Let  me  go  away.  Let  me  go  after  her,"  said  Merry, 
pushing  him  off,  and  giving  him— to  teU  the  truth— more 
than  one  sounding  slap  upon  his  outstretched  fiace. 

"  Not  till  you  say  yes.  You  haven't  told  me.  Will  you 
have  me  for  your  husband  ?  " 

"No,  I  won't.  I  can't  bear  the  sight  of  you.  I  have  told 
you  so  a  hundred  times.  You  are  a  fright.  Besides,  I 
always  thought  you  liked  my  sister  best.     We  aU  thought  so." 

"  But  that  wasn't  my  fault,"  said  Jonas. 

"  Yes  it  was :  you  Imow  it  was." 

"  Any  tri<!k  is  fair  in  love,"  said  Jonas.  "  She  may  have 
thought  I  liked  her  best,  but  you  didn't." 

"I  did!'; 

"No,  you  didn't.  You  never  could  have  thought  I  liked 
her  best,  when  you  were  by." 
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"  There 's  no  accounting  for  tastes,"  said  Merry ;  "  at  least 
I  didn't  mean  to  say  that.  I  don't  know  what  I  mean.  Let 
me  go  to  her." 

"  Say  '  Yes/  and  then  I  wiU." 

*'  If  I  ever  brought  myself  to  say  so,  it  should  only  be,  that 
I  might  hate  and  tease  you  all  my  life." 

"  That  *8  as  good,"  cried  Jonas,  '*  as  saying  it  right  out. 
It 's  a  bargain,  cousin.  We  're  a  pair,  if  ever  there  was 
one." 

This  gallant  speech  was  succeeded  by  a  confused  noise  of 
kiflfling  and  slapping ;  and  then  the  fair,  but  much  dishevelled 
Merry  broke  away,  and  followed  in  the  footsteps  of  her 
sister. 

Now  whether  Mr.  Pecksniff  had  been  listening — which  in 
one  of  his  character  appears  impossible :  or  divined  almost  by 
inspiration  what  the  matter  was — which  in  a  man  of  his 
sagacity  is  far  more  probable :  or  happened  by  sheer  good 
fortune  to  find  himself  in  exactly  the  right  place,  at  precisely 
the  right  time — ^which,  under  the  special  guardianship  in 
which  he  lived  might  very  reasonably  happen;  it  is  quite 
certain  that  at  the  moment  when  the  sisters  came  together 
in  their  own  room,  he  appeared  at  the  chamber  door.  And 
a  marvellous  contrast  it  was — ^they  so  heated,  noisy,  and 
vehement ;  he  so  calm,  so  self-possessed,  so  cool  and  fuU  of 
peace,  that  not  a  hair  upon  his  head  was  stirred. 

**  Children  ! "  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  spreading  out  his  hands 
In  wonder,  but  not  before  he  had  shut  the  door,  and  set  his 
back  ag^st  it.     "  Girls  !     Daughters  !     What  is  this  ?  " 

*'The  wretch;  the  apostate;  the  false,  mean,  odious 
villain ;  has  before  my  very  fEice  proposed  to  Mercy  ! "  was 
his  elder  daughter's  answer. 

"  Who  has  proposed  to  Mercy  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

"  He  has.     That  thing,  Jonas,  down  stairs." 

"  Jonas  proposed  to  Mercy  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  ''  Aye, 
aye !     Indeed !  " 

•  "  Have  you  nothing  else  to  say  ?  "  cried  Charity.  "  Am 
I  to  be  driven  mad,  papa?  He  has  proposed  to  Mercy  not 
to  me." 

"  Oh,  fie  !  For  shame ! "  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  gravely. 
**  Oh,  for  shame !  Can  the  triumph  of  a  sister  move  you  to 
this  terrible  display,  my  child  ?  Oh,  really  this  is  very  sad  f 
I  am  sorry;  I  am  surprised  and  hurt  to  see  you  so.     Mercy ^ 
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my  girl,  blees  you !     See  to  her.     Ah,  enyj,  enyjy  what  a 
paflsion  you  are !  ** 

Uttering  this  apostrophe  in  a  tone  fuU  of  grief  and  lament 
tation,  Mr.  Pecksniff  lefb  the  room  (taking  care  to  i^ut  the 
door  behind  him),  and  walked  down  stairs  into  the  parlour. 
There  he  found  his  intended  son-in-law,  whom  he  seised  hy 
both  hands. 

''  Jonas !  "  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff.  **  Jonas !  the  dearest  wisfai 
of  my  heart  is  now  fulMed ! " 

"  Very  well ;  I  'm  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Jonas.     "  That  'H 
do.     I  say,  as  it  ain't  the  one  you  're  so  fond  of,  you  must' 
oome  down  with  another  thousand,  Pecksniff.      You  must 
make  it  up  five.     It 's  worth  that  to  keep  your  treasure  i^- 
yourself,  you  know*     You  get  off  yery  cheap  that  way,  and 
haven't  a  sacrifice  to  make." 

The  grin  with  which  he  accompanied  this,  set  off  his  other 
attractions  to  such  unspeakable  advantage,  that  even  Mr« 
Pecksniff  lost  his  presence  of  mind  for  the  moment,  and 
looked  at  the  young  man  as  if  he  were  quite  stupified  with 
wonder  and  admiration.  But  he  quickly  regained  his  com-* 
posure,  and  was  in  the  very  act  of  changing  the  subject,  when 
a  hasty  step  was  heard  without,  a2id  Tom  Pinch,  in  a  state  of 
great  excitement,  came  darting  into  the  room. 

On  seeing  a  stranger  there,  apparently  engaged  with  Mr^ 
Pecksniff  in  private  conversation,  Tom  was  very  much  abashed, 
though  he  still  looked  as  if  he  had  something  of  great 
importance  to  communicate,  which  would  be  a  sufficient 
apology  for  his  intrusion. 

'*  Mr.  Pinch,"  said  Pecksniff,  "  this  is  hardly  decent*  You 
will  excuse  my  saying  that  I  think  your  conduct  scarcely 
decent,  Mr.  Pinch." 

**  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  replied  Tom,  ''  for  not  knoeking 
at  the  door." 

*^  Rather  beg  this  gentleman's  pardon,  Mr*  Pinch,"  said 
Pecksniff.  *'I  know  you;  he  does  not. — ^My  young  msjx, 
Mr.  Jonas." 

The  son-in-law  that  was  to  be  gave  him  a  slight  nod — not 
actively  disdainful  or  contemptuous,  only  passively:  for  he 
was  in  a  good  humour. 

''  Could  I  speak  a  word  with  you,  sir,  if  you  jdease  ?  "  said 
Tom.     "  It 's  rather  pressing." 

**  It   should    be   very   pressing    to    justify   this    strange 
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behayioTiTy  Mr.  Pinch/'  zetumed  hia  master.  "  Excuse  me 
for  one  moment^  my  dear  friend.  Now,  sir,  what  is  the 
reason  of  this  rough  intrusion  ?  " 

**  I  am  very  sorry,  sir,  I  am  sure,"  said  Tom,  standing,  cap 
in  hand,  before  his  patron  in  the  passage;  "and  I  know  it 
must  have  a  very  rude  appearance —  " 

"  It  has  a  very  rude  appearance,  Mr.  Pinch." 

*'  Yes,  I  feel  that,  sir ;  but  the  truth  is,  I  was  so  surprised 
to  see  l^em,  and  knew  you  would  be  too,  that  I  ran  home 
very  fast  indeed,  and  really  hadn't  enough  command  over 
myself  to  know  what  I  was  doing  very  weU.  I  was  in  the 
church  just  now,  sir,  touching  the  organ  for  my  own  amuse- 
ment, when  I  happened  to  look  round,  and  saw  a  gentleman 
and  lady  standing  in  the  aisle  Hstening.  They  seemed  to  be 
strangers,  sir,  as  well  as  I  could  make  out  in  the  dusk :  and 
I  thought  I  didn't  know  them  :  so  presently  I  lefb  o£^  and  said, 
would  they  walk  up  into  the  organ-loft,  or  take  a  seat  ?  No^ 
they  said,  they  wouldn't  do  that ;  but  they  thanked  me  for 
the  music  they  had  heard — ^in  fact,"  observed  Tom,  blushing 
— **  they  said,  '  Delicious  music  I '  at  least  she  did ;  and  I  am> 
sure  that  was  a  greater  pleasure  and  honour  to  me,  than  any 
oompHment  I  could  have  had.  I — I — beg  your  pardon,  sir ; " 
he  was  all  in  a  tremble,  and  dropped  his  hat  for  the  second 
time ;  "  but  I — I'm  rather  flurried,  and  I  fear  I've  wandered 
from  the  point." 

"  K  you  will  come  back  to  it,  Thomas,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff, 
with  an  icy  look,  *'  I  shall  feel  obliged." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  returned  Tom,  "  certainly.  They  had  a  posting 
carriage  at  the  porch,  sir,  and  had  stopped  to  hear  the  organ, 
they  said,  and  then  they  said — she  said,  I  mean,  '  I  believe 
you  live  with  Mr.  Pecksniff,  sir  ?  '  I  said  I  had  that  honour,, 
and  I  took  the  liberty,  sir,"  added  Tom,  raising  his  eyes  tot 
his  benefactor's  £ax)e,  ''  of  sayiog,  as  I  always  wiU  and  must,, 
with  your  permission,  that  I  was  under  great  obligations  tor 
you,  and  never  could  express  my  sense  of  them  suffi^ciently." 

"That,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "was  very,  very  wrong.* 
Take  your  time,  Mr.  Pinch." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  cried  Tom.  "  On  that  they  asked  me 
—she  asked,  I  mean — 'Wasn't  there  a  bridle-road  to  Mr^: 
Pecksniff's  house, — '  " 

Mr.  Pecksniff  suddenly  became  fall  of  interest. 

"  'Without  going  by  the  Dragon?'     When  I  said  there 
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was,  and  said  how  liappy  I  shoxild  be  to  show  it  'em,  they  sent 
the  carriage  on  by  the  road,  and  came  with  me  across  the 
meadows.  I  left  'em  at  the  turnstile  to  run  forward  and  teU 
you  they  were  coming,  and  they  *11  be  here,  sir,  in — ^in  less 
than  a  minute's  time,  I  should  say,"  added  Tom,  fetching  his 
breath  with  difficulty. 

"Now  who,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  pondering,  "who  may 
these  people  be  ! " 

"  Bless  my  soul,  sir ! "  cried  Tom,  *'  I  meant  to  mention 
that  at  first,  I  thought  I  had.  I  knew  them — ^her,  I  mean — 
directly.  The  g^itleman  who  was  ill  at  the  Dragon,  sir,  last 
winter ;  and  the  young  lady  who  attended  him." 

Tom's  teeth  chattered  in  his  head,  and  he  positively  stag- 
gered  with  amazement,  at  witnessing  the  extraordinary  effect 
produced  on  Mr.  Pecksniff  by  these  simple  words.  The  dread 
of  losing  the  old  man's  favour  almost  as  soon  as  they  were 
reconciled,  through  the  mere  fact  of  having  Jonas  in  the 
house ;  the  impossibility  of  dismissing  Jonas,  or  shutting  him 
up,  or  tying  him  hand  and  foot,  and  putting  him  in  the  coal- 
cellar,  without  offending  him  beyond  recall ;  the  horrible 
discordance  prevailing  in  the  establishment,  and  the  impos- 
sibiliiy  of  reducing  it  to  decent  harmony,  with  Charity  in  loud 
hysterics,  Mercy  in  the  utmost  disorder,  Jonas  in  the  parlour, 
and  Martin  Chuzdewit  and  his  young  charge  upon  ihe  very 
door-steps ;  the  total  hopelessness  of  being  able  to  disguise  or 
feasibly  explain  this  state  of  rampant  concision ;  the  sudden 
accumulation  over  his  devoted  head  of  every  complicated  per- 
plexiiy  and  entanglement — ^for  his  extrication  from  which  he 
had  trusted  to  time,  good  fortune,  chance,  and  his  own 
plotting — so  filled  the  entrapped  architect  with  dismay,  that 
if  Tom  could  have  been  a  Gorgon  staring  at  Mr.  Pecksniff, 
and  Mr.  Pecksniff  could  have  been  a  Gorgon  staring  at  Tom, 
they  could  not  have  horrified  each  other  half  so  much  as  in 
their  own  bewildered  persons. 

"  Dear,  dear !"  cried  Tom,  "  what  have  I  done?  I  hoped 
it  would  be  a  pleasant  surprise,  sir.  I  thought  you  would 
like  to  know." 

But  at  that  moment  a  loud  knocking  was  heard  at  the  hall 
door. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

MORE  AMERICAN  EXPERIENCES.  MARTIN  TAKES  A  PARTNER,  AND  MAKES  A 
PURCHASE.  SOME  ACCOUNT  OF  EDEN,  AS  IT  APPEARED  ON  PAPER. 
ALSO  OP  THE  BRITISH  LION.  ALSO  OF  THE  KIND  OF  STMPATHT  PRO- 
FESSED AND  ENTERTAINED,  BY  THE  WATERTOASI  ASSOCIATION  OF 
UNITED  SYMPATHISERS. 

The  knocking  at  Mr.  Pecksniff's  door,  thougli  loud  enough, 
bore  no  resemblance  wbateyer  to  the  noise  of  an  American 
railway  train  at  full  speed.  It  may  be  well  to  begin  the 
present  chapter  with  this  frank  admission,  lest  the  reader 
should  imagine  that  the  sounds  now  deafening  this  history's 
ears  have  any  connection  with  the  knocker  on  Mr.  Pecksniff's 
door,  or  with  the  great  amount  of  agitation  pretty  equally 
divided  between  that  worthy  man  and  Mr.  Pinch,  of  which  its 
strong  performance  was  the  cause. 

Mr.  Pecksniff's  house  is  more  than  a  thousand  leagues 
away ;  and  again  this  happy  chronicle  has  Liberty  aud  Moral 
Sensibility  for  its  high  companions.  Again  it  breathes  the 
blessed  air  of  Independence ;  again  it  contemplates  with  pious 
awe  that  moral  sense  which  renders  unto  Caesar  nothing  that 
is  his ;  again  inhales  that  sacred  atmosphere  which  was  the 
life  of  him— oh  noble  patriot,  with  many  followers ! — ^who 
dreamed  of  Freedom  in  a  slave's  embrace,  and  waking  sold 
her  offispring  and  his  own  in  pubHc  markets. 

How  the  wheels  dank  and  rattle,  and  the  tram-road  shakes, 
as  the  train  rushes  on !  And  now  the  engine  yells,  as  it  were 
lashed  and  tortured  like  a  living  labourer,  and  writhed  in 
agony.  A  poor  fancy;  for  steel  and  iron  are  of  infinitely 
greater  account,  in  this  commonwealth,  than  flesh  and  blood. 
If  the  cunning  work  of  man  be  urged  beyond  its  power  of 
endurance,  it  has  within  it  the  elements  of  its  own  revenge ; 
whereas  the  wretched  mechanism  of  the  Divine  Hand  is 
dangerous  with  no  such  property,  but  may  be  tampered  with, 
and  crushed,  and  broken,  at  the  driver's  pleasure.     Look  at 
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that  engine !  It  shall  cost  a  man  more  dollars  in  the  way  of 
penalty  and  fine,  and  satisfiEuHion  of  the  outraged  law,  to  deface 
in  wantonness  that  senseless  mass  of  metal,  than  to  take  the 
lives  of  twenty  human  creatures !  Thus  the  stars  wink  upon 
the  bloody  stripes ;  and  Liberty  pulls  down  her  cap  upon  her 
eyes,  and  owns  Oppression  in  its  vilest  aspect,  for  her  sister. 

The  engine-driver  of  the  train  whose  noise  awoke  us  to  the 
present  chapter,  was  certainly  troubled  with  no  such  reflections 
as  these ;  nor  is  it  very  probable  that  his  mind  was  disturbed 
by  any  reflections  at  aU.  He  leaned  with  folded  arms  and 
crossed  legs  against  the  side  of  the  carriage,  smoking ;  and, 
except  when  he  expressed,  by  a  grunt  as  short  as  his  pipe,  his 
approval  of  some  particularly  dexterous  aim  on  the  part  of  his 
colleague,  the  fireman,  who  beguiled  his  leisure  by  throwing 
logs  of  wood  from  the  tender  at  the  niunerous  stray  cattle  on 
the  line,  he  preserved  a  composure  so  immovable,  and  an 
indifl^ence  so  complete,  that  if  the  locomotive  had  been  a 
sucking-pig,  he  could  not  have  been  more  perfectly  indifferent 
to  its  doings.  Notwithstanding  the  tranquil  state  of  this 
officer,  and  his  unbroken  peace  of  mind,  Ihe  traan  was  pro- 
ceeding with  tolerable  rapidity ;  and  the  rails  being  but  poorly- 
laid,  the  jolts  and  bumps  it  met  with  in  its  progress  were 
neither  slight  nor  few. 

There  were  three  great  caravans  or  cars  attached.  The 
ladies'  car,  the  gentlemen's  car,  and  the  car  for  negroes :  the 
latter  painted  black,  as  an  appropriate  compliment  to  its  com- 
pany. Martin  and  Mark  Tapley  were  in  the  first,  as  it  was 
the  most  comfortable ;  and,  being  far  from  ftill,  received  other 
gentlemen  who,  like  them,  were  unblessed  by  the  society  of 
ladies  of  their  own.  They  were  eeated  side  by  side,  and  were 
engaged  in  earnest  conversation. 

"  And  so,  Mark,"  said  Martin,  looking  at  him  with  an 
Bnxious  expression, — "  and  so  you  are  glad  we  have  left  New 
York  far  behind  us,  are  you  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Mark.     "  I  am.     Precious  glad." 

"  Were  you  not  *  jolly'  there  ?"  asked  Martin. 

"  On  the  contrairy,  sir,"  returned  Maife.  "  The  jolliest 
week  as  ever  I  spent  in  my  life,  was  that  there  week  at 
Pawkins'fl." 

"  "What  do  you  think  off  our  prospects  ?"  inquired  Martin, 
with  an  air  that  plainly  said  he  had  avoided  the  question  for 
some  time. 


'^ XJnoommon  bright,  sir/'  retained  Mark.  '^Impossible 
€or  a  place  to  have  a  better  name,  fiir,  than  the  Walley  of 
Eden.  No  man  couldn't  think  of  settling  in  a  better  place 
thaa  the  Walley  of  Eden.  And  I  *m  told,"  added  Mark 
after  a  pause,  **  as  there 's  lots  of  serpents  there,  so  we  shall 
come  out,  quite  complete  aod  regular." 

So  far  from  dwelling  upon  this  agreeable  piece  of  infonaa* 
tion  with  the  least  dismay,  Mark's  face  grew  radiant  as  he 
celled  it  to  mind :  so  very  radiant,  that  a  stranger  might  have 
supposed  he  had  aU  his  life  been  yearning  for  the  society  of 
serpents,  and  now  hailed  with  delight  the  approaching  con- 
•fiommation  of  his  fondest  wishes. 

"  Who  told  you  that  ?**  asked  Martin,  sternly. 

'*  A  military  officer,"  said  Mark. 

"Confound  you  for  a  ridiculous  feUow!"  cried  Martin, 
laugliing  heartily  in  spite  of  himself.  "What  military 
officer  ?  you  know  they  spring  up  in  every  field — " 

"  As  thick  as  scarecrows  in  England,  sir,"  interposed  Mark, 
"  which  is  a  sort  of  militia  themselyes,  being  entirely  coat 
and  wescoat,  with  a  stick  inside.  Ha,  ha ! — ^Don't  mind  me, 
sir ;  it 's  my  way  sometimes.  I  can't  help  being  jolly. — ^Why 
it  was  one  of  them  inwading  conquerors  at  Pawkins's,  as  told 
me.  *  Am  I  rightly  informed,'  he  says — ^not  exactly  through 
his  nose,  but  as  if  he  'd  got  a  stoppage  in  it,  very  high  up — 
*that  you're  a  going  to  the  Walley  of  Eden?'  'I  heard 
some  talk  on  it,'  I  told  him.  '  Oh ! '  says  he,  '  if  you  should 
eyer  happen  to  go  to  bed  there — you  may,  you  know,'  he  says, 
*  in  course  of  time  as  civilisation  progresses — don't  forget 
to  take  a  axe  with  you.'  I  looks  at  him  tolerable  hard. 
'  Fleas  ?^  says  I.  '  And  more,'  says  he.  *  Wampires  ?'  says  I. 
'  And  more,'  says  he.  '  Musquitoes,  perhaps  ?'  says  I.  '  And 
more,'  says  he.  '  What  more  ?'  says  I.  *  Snakes  more,'  says 
he ;  '  rattlesnakes.  You  're  right  to  a  certain  extent,  stranger ; 
there  air  some  catawampous  chawers  in  the  small  way  too,  as 
graze  upon  a  human  pretty  strong;  but  don't  mind  them — 
they  're  company.  It 's  snakes,'  he  says,  '  as  you  'U  object  to : 
«nd  whenever  you  wake  and  see  one  in  a  upright  poster  on  your 
bed,'  he  says,  *  like  a  corkscrew  with  the  handle  off  a  sittin' 
on  its  bottom  ring,  cut  him  down,  for  he  means  wenom.'  " 

"  Why  didn't  you  tell  me  this  before ! "  cried  Martin,  with 
an  expression  of  face  which  set  off  the  cheerfulness  of  Mark's 
"visage  to  great  advantage. 
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^'  I  never  thought  on  it,  sir/'  said  Mark.  ''  It  come  in  at 
one  ear,  and  went  out  at  the  other.  But  Lord  love  us,  lie 
was  one  of  another  Company  I  dare  say,  and  only  made  up 
the  story  that  we  might  go  to  his  Eden,  and  not  the  opposition 


one." 


"  There 's  some  probability  in  that,"  observed  Martin.  "  I 
can  honestly  say  that  I  hope  so,  with  all  my  heart." 

"  I  Ve  not  a  doubt  about  it,  sir,"  returned  Mark,  who,  foil 
of  *he  inspiriting  influence  of  the  anecdote  upon  himself,  had 
for  the  moment  forgotten  its  probable  effect  upon  his  master : 
"  anyhow,  we  must  Hve,  you  know,  sir." 

*'  Live  !  "  cried  Martin.  "  Yes,  it 's  easy  to  say  live ;  buJb 
if  we  should  happen  not  to  wake  when  rattlesnakes  are  making 
corkscrews  of  themselves  upon  our  beds,  it  may  not  be  so  easy 
to  do  it." 

*'  And  that 's  a  fact,"  said  a  voice  so  dose  in  his  ear  that  it 
tickled  him.     "  That 's  dreadfdl  true." 

Martin  looked  round,  and  foimd  that  a  gentleman,  on  the 
seat  behind,  had  thrust  his  head  between  himself  and  Mark, 
and  sat  with  his  chin  resting  on  the  back  rail  of  their  little 
bench,  entertaining  himself  with  their  conversation.     He  was 
as  languid  and  listless  in  his  looks,  as  most  of  the  gentlemen 
they  had  seen ;  his  cheeks  were  so  hollow  that  he  seemed  to 
be  always  sucking  them  in ;  and  the  sun  had  burnt  him — ^not 
a  wholesome  red  or  brown,  but  dirty  yellow.     He  had  bright 
dark  eyes,  which  he  kept  half  closed ;  only  peeping  out  of  the 
comers,  and  even  then  with  a  glance  that  seemed  to  say, 
"  Now  you  won't  overreach  me :  you  want  to,  but  you  won't." 
His  arms  rested  carelessly  on  his  knees  as  he  leant  forward ; 
in  the  palm  of  his  lefb  hand,  as  English  rustics  have  their 
slice  of  cheese,  he  had  a  cake  of  tobacco ;  in  his  right  a  pen- 
knife.    He  struck  into  the  dialogue  with  as  little  reserve  as  if 
he  had  been  specially  called  in,   days  before,  to  hear  the 
arguments  on  both  sides,  and  favour  ihem  with  his  opinion; 
and  he  no  more  contemplated  or  cared  for  the  possibility  of 
their,  not  desiring  the  honour  of  his  acquaintance  or  inter- 
ference in  their  private  affairs,  than  if  he  had  been  a  bear  or 
a  buffalo. 

**  That,"  he  repeated,  nodding  condescendingly  to  Martin, 
as  to  an  outer  barbarian  and  foreigner,  "is  dreadful  true. 
Dam  all  manner  of  vermin." 

Martin  could  not  help  frowning  for  a  moment,  as  if  he  were 
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disposed  to  insmuate  that  tlie  gentlemaii  had  imconsciously 
"damed"  himself.  But  remembering  the  wisdom  of  doing 
at  Rome  as  Romans  do,  he  smiled  with  the  pleasantest 
expression  he  could  assume  upon  so  short  a  notice. 

Their  new  Mend  said  no  more  just  then,  being  busily  em- 
ployed in  cutting  a  quid  or  plug  from  his  cake  of  tobacco,  and 
whistling  softly  to  himself  the  while.  Wben  he  had  shaped 
it  to  his  liking,  he  took  out  his  old  plug,  and  deposited  the 
same  on  the  back  of  the  seat  between  Mark  and  Martin,  while 
lie  thrust  the  new  one  into  the  hollow  of  his  cheek,  where  it 
looked  like  a  large  walnut,  or  tolerable  pippin.  Finding  it 
quite  satisfactory,  he  struck  the  point  of  his  knife  into  the  old 
plug,  and  holding  it  out  for  their  inspection,  remarked  with 
the  air  of  a  man  who  had  not  lived  in  vain,  that  it  was  ''  used 
up  considerable."  Then  he  tossed  it  away;  put  his  knife 
into  one  pocket  and  his  tobacco  into  another ;  rested  his  chin 
upon  the  rail  as  before;  and  approving  of  the  pattern  on 
Martians  waistcoat,  reached  out  his  hand  to  feel  the  texture  of 
that  garment. 

"  What  do  you  caU  this  now  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Upon  my  word,"  said  Martin,  "I  don't  know  what  it's 
called." 

"  It  '11  cost  a  dollar  or  more  a  yard,  I  reckon  ?  " 

'*  I  really  don't  know." 

'  In  my  country,"  said  the  gentleman,  "  we  know  the  cost 
of  our  own  pro-duce." 

Martin  not  discussing  the  question,  there  was  a  pause. 

"  Well ! "  resumed  their  new  friend,  after  staring  at  them 
intently  during  the  whole  interval  of  silence:  *' how's  the 
tmnat'ral  old  parent  by  this  time  ?  " 

Mr.  Tapley  regarding  this  inquiry  as  only  another  version 
of  the  impertinent  English  question — "  How's  your  mother?" 
would  have  resented  it  instantly,  but  for  Martin's  prompt 
interposition.  • 

"  You  mean  the  old  country  ?  "  he  said. 

"  Ah  !  "  was  the  reply.  "  How  's  she  !  Progressing 
back'ards,  I  expect,  as  usual  ?  Well !  How 's  Queen 
Victoria  ?  " 

"  In  good  health,  I  believe,"  said  Martin. 

"Queen  Victoria  won't  shake  in  her  royal  shoes  at  aU, 
when  she  hears  to-morrow  named,"  observed  the  stranger. 
''  No." 
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''Not  that  I  am  aware  of.     Why  ahotdd  she?" 

''  She  won't  be  taken  with  a  cold  chill,  when  she 
what  is  being  done  in  these  diggings/'  said  the  stranger. 
"  No." 

**  No/'  said  Martin.  **  I  think  I  could  take  my  oath  of 
that." 

The  strange  gentleman  looked  at  him  as  if  in  pity  for  his 
Ignorance  or  prejudice,  and  said : 

"  Well,  sir,  I  tell  you  this — ^there  ain't  a  en-gine  with  its 
biler  bust,  in  God  Almighty's  free  U-nited  States,  so  fixed, 
and  nipped,  and  frizzled  to  a  most  e-tamal  smash,  as  that 
young  critter,  in  her  luxurious  lo-catLon  in  the  Tower  of 
London,  will  be,  when  she  reads  the  neoct  double^eiftea  Water- 
toast  Gazette." 

Several«other  gentlemen  had  left  their  seats  and  gathered 
round  during  the  foregoing  dialogue.  They  were  highly 
delighted  with  this  speech.  One  very  lank  gentleman,  in  a 
loose  limp  white  cravat,  a  long  white  waistcoat,  and  a  bLack 
great-coat,  who  seemed  to  be  in  authority  among  them,  felt 
called  upon  to  acknowledge  it. 

''  Hem  !  Mr.  La  Fayette  Kettle,"  he  said,  taking  off  his 
hat. 

There  was  a  grave  murmur  of ''  Hush ! " 

"  Mr.  La  Fayette  Kettle  !     Sir  !  " 

Mr.  Kettle  bowed. 

*'  In  the  name  of  this  company,  sir,  and  in  ^e  name  of  our 
common  country,  and  in  the  name  of  that  righteous  cause  of 
holy  S3naipathy  in  which  we  are  engaged,  I  thank  you.  I 
thank  you,  sir,  in  the  name  of  the  Watertoast  Sjrmpathisers ; 
and  I  thank  you,  sir,  in  the  name  of  the  Watertoast  Gazette ; 
and  I  thank  you,  sir,  in  the  name  of  the  star-spangled  banner 
of  the  Great  United  States,  for  your  eloquent  and  categorical 
exposition.  And  if,  sir,"  said  the  speaker,  poking  Martin 
with  tUe  handle  of  his  umbrella  to  bespeak  his  attention,  for 
he  was  listening  to  a  whisper  from  Mark ;  ''  i^  sir,  in  such  a 
place,  and  at  such  a  time,  I  might  venture  to  eon-dude  with 
a  sentiment,  glancing — however  slantin'dicularly — at  the  sub- 
ject in  hand,  I  would  say,  sir,  may  the  British  Lion  have  his 
talons  eradicated  by  the  noble  bill  of  the  American  Eagle,  and 
be  taught  to  play  upon  the  Irish  Harp  and  the  Scotch  Fiddle 
that  music  which  is  breathed  in  every  empty  shell  that  Hea 
upon  the  shores  of  green  Co-lumbia ! " 
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Here  the  lank  genHemai^  eat  do¥ni  again,  amidst  a  great 
Bensation ;  and  every  one  looked  very  grave. 

"  Greneral  Choke,"  said  Mr.  La  Fayette  Kettle,  "  you  warm 
my  heart ;  sir,  you  warm  my  heart.  But  the  British  Lion  is 
not  unrepresented  here,  sir ;  and  I  shoidd  be  glad  to  hear  his 
answer  to  those  remarks." 

*' Upon  my  word,"  cried  Martin,  laughing,  "since  you  do 
me  the  honour  to  consider  me  his  representative,  I  have  only 
to  say  that  I  never  heard  of  Queen  Victoria  reading  the 
What's-his-name  Gazette,  and  that  I  should  scarcely  ^hlnV  it 
probable." 

General  Choke  smiled  upon  the  rest,  and  said,  in  patient 
and  benignant  explanation : 

"  It  is  sent  to  her,  sir.     It  is  sent  to  her.     Per  mail." 

"  But  if  it  is  addressed  to  the  Tower  of  London,  it  would 
hardly  come  to  hand,  I  fear,"  returned  Martin:  ''for  she 
•don't  live  there." 

'*  The  Queen  of  England,  gentlemen,"  observed  Mr.  Tapley, 
affecting  the  greatest  politeness,  and  regarding  them  with  an 
immovable  faoe,  ''  usually  lives  in  the  Mint  to  take  care  of  the 
money.  She  hm  lodgings,  in  virtue  of  her  office,  with  the 
Lord  Mayor  at  the  Mansion-House ;  but  don't  oiften  occupy 
them,  in  consequence  of  the  parlour  chimney  smoking." 

"  Mark,"  said  Martin,  ^'  I  shall  be  very  much  obliged  to 
you  if  you'U  have  the  goodness  not  to  interfere  wiih  pre- 
posterous statements,  however  jocose  they  may  appear  to  you. 
I  was  merely  remarking,  gentilemen — ^though  it 's  a  point  of 
veiy  little  import — ^that  the  Queen  of  England  does  not 
happen  to  live  in  the  Tower  of  London." 

"  General ! "  cried  Mr.  La  Fayette  Kettle.     "  You  hear  ?  " 

""  General ! "  echoed  several  others.     "  General !  " 

"Hush!  Pray,  silence!"  said  General  Choke,  holding 
up  his  hand,  and  speaking  with  a  patient  and  complacent 
benevolence  that  was  quite  touching.  "  I  have  always 
remarked  it  as  a  very  extraordinary  circumstance,  wHch  I 
impute  to  the  natur'  of  British  Institutions  and  their  tendency 
to  suppress  that  popular  inquiry  and  information  which  air  so 
widely  dif]^ed  even  in  the  trackless  forests  of  this  vast 
Continent  of  the  Western  Ocean;  that  the  knowledge  of 
Britishers  themselves  on  such  points  is  not  to  be  compared 
with  that  possessed  by  our  intelligent  and  locomotive  citizens. 
*This  is  interesting  and  confirms  my  observation.     When  you 
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say,  sir,"  lie  continued,  addressing  Martin,  "that  your  Queen 
does  not  reside  in  the  Tower  of  London,  you  fall  into  an  error, 
not  uncommon  to  your  countrymen,  even  when  their  abilities 
and  moral  elements  air  such  as  to  command  respect.  But,  sir, 
you  air  wrong.     She  does  live  there — " 

"  When  she  is  at  the  Court  of  Saint  James's; "  interposed 
Kettle. 

"  When  she  is  at  the  Court  of  Saint  James's  of  course," 
returned  the  General,  in  the  same  benignant  way :  *'  for  if  ber 
location  was  in  Windsor  Pavilion  it  couldn't  be  in  London  at 
the  same  time.  Your  Tower  of  London,  sir,"  pursued  the 
General,  smiling  with  a  mild  consciousness  of  his  knowledge, 
"is  nat'rally  your  royal  residence.  Being  located  in  the 
immediate  neighbourhood  of  your  Parks,  your  Drives,  your 
Triumphant  Arches,  your  Opera,  and  your  Royal  Almacks,  it 
nat'rally  suggests  itself  as  the  place  for  holding  a  luxurious 
and  thoughtless  court.  And,  consequently,"  said  the  General, 
"  consequently,  the  court  is  held  there." 

"  Have  you  been  in  England?"  asked  Martin. 

"  In  print  I  have,  sir,"  said  the  General,  "  not  otherwise. 
We  air  a  reading  people  here,  sir.  You  will  meet  with  much 
information  among  us  that  will  surprise  you,  sir." 

**  I  have  not  the  least  doubt  of  it,"  returned  Martin.  But 
here  he  was  interrupted  by  Mr.  La  Fayette  Kettle,  who 
whispered  in.  his  ear : 

"  You  know  General  Choke  ?  " 

''  No,"  returned  Martin,  in  the  same  tone. 

'*  You  know  what  he  is  conqjldered  ?  " 

'*  One  of  the  most  remarkable  men  in  the  country  ?  "  said 
Martin,  at  a  venture. 

''  That 's  a  fact,"  rejoined  Kettle.  ''  I  was  sure  you  must 
have  heard  of  him  ! " 

"  I  think,"  said  Martin,  addressing  himself  to  the  Greneral 
again,  **  that  I  have  the  pleasure  of  beiog  the  bearer  of  a 
letter  of  introduction  to  you,  sir.  From  Mr.  Bevan,  of 
Massachusetts,"  he  added,  giving  it  to  him. 

The  General  took  it  and  read  it  attentively :  now  and  then 
stopping  to  glance  at  the  two  strangers.  When  he  had 
finished  the  note,  he  came  over  to  Martin,  sat  down  by  him, 
and  shook  hands. 

"  WeU ! "  he  said,  ''  and  you  think  of  settling  in  Eden  ?" 

''  Subject  to  your  opinion,  and  the  agent's  advice,"  replied 
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Maridn.     *^  I  am  told  there  is  nothing  to  be  done  in  the  old 
toTms." 

"  I  can  introduce  you  to  the  agent,  sir,"  said  the  General. 
''  I  know  him.  In  fact,  I  am  a  member  of  the  Eden  Land 
Corporation  myself." 

This  was  serious  news  to  Martin,  for  his  Mend  had  laid 
great  stress  upon  ^the  General's  having  no  connection,  as  he 
thought,  with  any  land  company,  and  therefore  being  likely  to 
give  him  disinterested  advice.  The  General  explained  that  he 
had  joined  the  Corporation  only  a  few  weeks  ago,  and  that  no 
communication  had  passed  between  himself  .and  Mr.  Bevan 
since. 

"  We  have  very  little  to  venture,"  said  Martin  anxiously — 
*'  only  a  few  pounds — ^but  it  is  our  all.  Now,  do  you  think 
that  for  one  of  my  profession,  this  would  be  a  speculation  with' 
any  hope  or  chance  in  it  ?" 

"  Well !  "  observed  the  General,  gravely,  "  if  there  wasn't 
any  hope  or  chance  in  the  speculation,  it  wouldn't  have 
engaged  my  dollars,  I  opinionate." 

"  I  don't  mean  for  the  sellers,"  said  Martin.  "  For  the 
buyers — ^for  the  buyers  ! " 

*'  For  the  buyers,  sir  ?  "  observed  the  General,  in  a  most 
impressive  manner.  "  Well !  you  come  from  an  old  country: 
from  a  country,  sir,  that  has  piled  up  golden  calves  as  high  as 
Babel,  and  worshipped  'em  for  ages.  We  are  a  new  country, 
sir ;  man  is  in  a  more  primeval  state  here,  sir ;  we  have  not 
the  excuse  of  having  lapsed  in  the  slow  course  of  time  into 
degenerate  practices;  we  have.no  false  gods;  man,  sir,  here, 
is  man  in  all  his  digniiy.  We  fought  for  that  or  nothing. 
Here  am  I,  sir,"  said  the  General,  setting  up  his  umbrella  to 
represent  himself;  and  a  villanous-looking  umbrella  it  was;  a 
very  bad  counter  to  stand  for  the  sterling  coin  of  his  bene- 
volence :  '*  here  am  I  with  grey  hairs,  sir,  and  a  moral  sense. 
Would  I,  with  my  principles,  invest  capital  in  this  speculation 
if  I  didn't  think  it  frill  of  hopes  and  chances  for  my  brother 
man?" 

Martin  tried  to  look  convinced,  but  he  thought  of  New  York, 
and  found  it  difficult. 

"  What  are  the  Great  United  States  for,  sir,"  pursued  the 
General,  "if  not  for  the  regeneration  of  man?  But  it  is 
nat'ral  in  you  to  make  such  an  enquerry,  for  you  come  from 
England,  and  you  do  not  know  my  country." 
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"  Then  you  think,"  said  Martm,  **  that  allowing  for  the 
hardships  we  are  prepared  to  undergo,  there  is  a  reasonable—. 
Heayen  knows  we  don't  expect  much — a  reasonable  opening 
in  this  place  ? ''  ' 

*'  A  reasonable  opening  in  Eden,  sir !     But  see  the  agenl^i 
see  the  agent ;  see  the  maps,  and  jdans,  sir ;  and  conclude  to 
go  or  stay,  according  to  tiie  natur*  of  the  settlement.     Edea> 
hadn't  need  to  go  a  be^^ing  yet,  sir,"  remarked  the  General. 

'^  It  is  an  awfiil  lovely  place,  sure-ly.   And  &iglitful  whole*  ^ 
some,  likewise ! "  said  Mr.  Kettle,  who  had  made  himself  a 
party  to  this  conyersation  as  a  matter  of  course. 

Martin  felt  that  to  dispute  such  testimony,  for  no  better 
reason  than  because  he  had  his  secret  misgivings  on  the 
subject,  would  be  ungentlemanly  and  indecent.   So  he  thanked- 
the  Greneral  for  his  promise  to  put  him  in  personal  com* 
munication  with  ihe  agent;  and  *' concluded"  to  see  that, 
pfficer  next  morning.     He  then  begged  the  General  to  inform 
him  who  the  Watertoast  Sympathisers  were,  of  whom  he  had 
spoken  in  addressing  Mr.  La  Fayette  Kettle,  and  on  what, 
grievances  they  bestowed  their   Sympathy.     To  which  the 
General,  looking  very  serious,  made  answer,  that  he  might'; 
fiilly  enlighten  himself  on  those  points  to-morrow  by  attending 
a  Great  Meeting  of  the  Body,  which  would  then  be  held  at  the* 
town  to   which  they  were  travelling:  "over  which,   sir," 
said  the  General,  "  my  feUow-citLzens  have  called  on  me  to 
preside." 

They  came  to  their  journey's  end  late  in  the  evening. 
Close  to  the  railway  was  an  immense  white  edifice,  like  an 
ugly  hospital,  on  which  was  painted  "Natiokai.  Hotel." 
There  was  a  wooden  gallery  or  verandah  in  front,  in  which  it 
was  rather  startling,  when  the  train  stopped,  to  behold  a  great 
many  pairs  of  boots  and  shoes,  and  the  smoke  of  a  great  many 
cigars,  but  no  other  evidences  of  human  habitation.  By  slow 
degrees,  however,  some  heads  and  shoulders  appeared,  and 
connecting  themselves  with  the  boots  and  shoes,  led  to  the 
discovery  that  certain  gentlemen  boarders,  who  had  a  fancy 
for  putiing  their  heels  where  the  gentlemen  boarders  in  other 
countries  usually  put  their  heads,  were  enjoying  themselves, 
after  their  own  manner  in  the  cool  of  the  evening. 

There  was  a  great  bar-room  in  this  hotel,  and  a  great, 
public  room  in  which  the  general  table  was  being  set  out  for- 
supper.     There  were    interminable  whitewashed  staircases,. 
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long  whitewaahed  galleries  up  stairs  and  down  staiis,  scores  of 
litde  whitewashed  bedrooms,  and  a  four-sided  yerandah  to 
every  story  la  the  house,  which  formed  a  large  brick  square 
with  an  uncomfortable  court-yard  in.  the  centre :  where  soma 
clothes  were  diying.  Here  and  there,  some  yawning  gentle- 
men lounged  up  and  down  with  their  hands  in  their  pockets : 
but  within  the  house  and  without,  wherever  half  a  dozen 
people  were  collected  together,  there,  in  their  looks,  dress, 
morals,  manners,  habits,  intellect,  and  conversation,  were  Mr. 
JefEerson  Brick,  Colonel  Diver,  Major  Fawkins,  General  Choke 
and  Mr.  La  Fayette  Kettle,  over,  and  over,  and  over  again« 
They  did  the  same  things ;  said  the  same  things ;  judged  all 
subjects  by,  and  reduced  all  subjects  to,  the  same  standard. 
Observing  how  they  lived,  and  how  they  were  always  in  the 
enchanting  company  of  eadi  other,  Martin  even  began  to 
comprehend  their  being  the  social,  cheerful,  winning,  airy, 
men  they  were. 

At  the  sounding  of  a  dismal  gong,  this  pleasant  company 
went  trooping  down  from  all  parts  of  the  house  to  the  public 
room ;  while  from  the  nei^bouring  stores  other  guests  came 
flocking  in,  in  shoals ;  for  half  the  town,  married  folks  as 
well  as  single,  resided  at  the  National  Hotel.  Tea,  cofiee, 
dried  meats,  tongue,  ham,  pickles,  cake,  toast,  preserves,  and 
bread  and  butter,  were  swallowed  with  the  usual  ravaging 
speed;  and  then,  as  before,  the  company  dropped  off  by. 
degrees,  and  lounged  away  to  the  desk,  the  counter,  or  the 
bar-room.  The  ladies  had  a  smaller  ordinary  of  their  own, . 
to  which  their  husbands  and  brothers  were  admitted  if  they 
chose ;  and  in  all  other  respects  they  enjoyed  themselves  as  at 
Fawkins's. 

*'  Now  Mark,  my  good  &II0W,"  said  Martin,  closing  the 
door  of  his  little  chamber,  '^  we  must  hold  a  solemn  council, 
for  our  fate  is  decided  tO'-morrow  morning.  You  are  deter* 
mined  to  invest  these  savings  of  yours  in  the  common  stock, 
are  you?" 

''  If  I  hadn't  been  determined  to  make  that  wentur,  sir," 
answered  Mr.  Tapley,  *'  I  shouldn't  have  come.'' 

''How  much  is  lliere  here,  did  you  say?"  asked  Martin, 
holding  up  a^Uttle  bag. 

« Thirty-seven  pound  ten  and  sixpence.  The  Savings' 
Bank  said  so,  at  least.  I  never  counted  it.  But  they  know,; 
bless  you,"  said  Mark»  with  a  shake  of  the  head  expressive  oi 
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his  Tinboimded  confidence  in  the  wisdom  and  arithmetic^  of 
those  Institutions. 

**  The  money  we  brought  with  us,"  said  Martin,  is  reduced 
to  a  few  shillings  less  than  eight  poimds." 

Mr.  Tapley  smiled,  and  looked  all  manner  of  ways,  that  he 
might  not  be  supposed  to  attach  any  importance  to  this  fact. 

"  Upon  the  ring — her  ring,  Mark,"  said  Martin,  looking 
ruefully  at  his  empty  finger — 

"  Ah  ! "  sighed  Mr.  Tapley.     "  Beg  your  pardon,  sir." 

"We  raised,  in  English  money,  fourteen  pounds.  So, 
even  with  that,  your  share  of  the  stock  is  stiU  very  much  the 
larger  of  the  two,  you  see.  Now  Mark,"  said  Martin,  in  his 
old  way,  just  as  he  might  hare  spoken  to  Tom  Pinch,  "  I 
have  thought  of  a  means  of  making  this  up  to  you, — ^more 
than  making  it  up  to  you,  I  hope, — and  very  materially 
elevating  your  prospects  in  life." 

"  Oh !  don't  talk  of  that,  you  know,  sir,"  returned  Mark. 
"  I  don't  want  no  elevating,  sir.  I  'm  all  right  enough,  sir, 
Jam." 

"No,  but  hear  me,"  said  Martin,  "because  this  is  very 
important  to  you,  and  a  great  satisfaction  to  me.  Mark,  you 
shall  be  a  partner  in  the  business;  an  equal  partner  with 
myself.  I  wiU  put  in,  as  my  additional  capital,  my  pro- 
fessional knowledge  and  ability ;  and  half  the  annual  profits, 
as  long  as  it  is  carried  on,  shall  be  yours." 

Poor  Martin !  for  ever  building  castles  in  the  air.  For 
ever,  in  his  very  selfishness,  forgetful  of  all  but  his  own 
teeming  hopes  and  sanguine  plans.  Swelling,  at  that  instant, 
with  the  consciousness  of  patronising  and  most  munificently 
rewarding  Mark ! 

"  I  don't  know,  sir,"  Mark  rejoined,  much  more  sadly  than 
his  Custom  was,  though  from  a  very  different  cause  than 
Martin  supposed,  "what  I  can  say  to  this,  in  the  way  of 
thanking  you.  I'U  stand  by  you,  sir,  to  the  best  of  my 
ability,  and  to  the  last.     That 's  all." 

"We  quite  understand  each  other,  my  good  feUow,"  said 
Martin,  rising  in  self -approval  and  condescension.  "  We  are 
no  longer  master  and  servant,  but  friends  and  partners ;  and 
are  mutually  gratified.  If  we  determine  on  Eden,  the  busi- 
ness shall  be  commenced  as  soon  as  we  get  there.  Under  the 
name,"  said  Martin,  who  never  hammered  upon  an  idea  that 
wasn't  red  hot,  "  under  the  name  of  Chuzdewit  and  Tapley." 
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"  Lord  love  you,  sir,"  cried  Mark,  "  don't  have  my  name 
in  it.  I  ain't  acquainted  with  the  business,  sir.  I  must  be 
Co.,  I  must.  I  Ve  often  thought,"  he  added  in  a  low  voice, 
*'  as  I  should  like  to  know  a  Co. ;  but  I  little  thought  as  ever 
I  should  live  to  be  one." 

"  You  shall  have  your  own  way,  Mark." 

"  Thank'ee,  sir.  If  any  country  gentleman  thereabouts,  in 
the  public  way,  or  otherwise,  wanted  such  a  thing  as  a  skittle- 
ground  made,  I  could  take  that  part  of  the  bis'ness,  sir." 

<'  Against  any  architect  in  the  States,"  said  Maxtin.  *'  Get 
a  couple  of  sheny-cobblers,  Mark,  and  we  '11  drink  success  to 
the  firm." 

Either  he  forgot  already  (and  ofben  afterwards),  that  they 
were  no  longer  master  and  servant,  or  considered  this  kind  of 
duty  to  be  among  the  legitimate  functions  of  the  Co.  But 
Mark  obeyed  with  his  usual  alacrity ;  and  before  they  parted 
for  the  night,  it  was  agreed  between  them  that  they  should  go 
together  to  the  agent's  in  the  morning,  but  that  Martin  should 
decide  the  JBden  question,  on  his  own  sound  judgment.  And 
Mark  made  no  merit,  even  to  himself  in  his  jollity,  of  this 
concession;  perfectly  well  knowing  that  the  matter  would 
come  to  that  in  the  end,  any  way. 

The  General  was  one  of  the  party  at  the  public  table  next 
day,  and  after  breakfia^it  suggested  that  they  should  wait  upon 
the  agent  without  loss  of  time.  They,  desiring  nothing  more, 
agreed ;  so  off  they  all  four  started  for  the  office  of  the  Eden 
Settlement,  which  was  almost  within  rifle-shot  of  the 
/National  Hotel. 

It  was  a  small  place — something  like  a  turnpike.  But  a 
great  deal  of  land  may  be  got  into  a  dice-box,  and  why  may 
^not  a  whole  territory  be  bargained  for,  in  a  shed  ?  It  was 
but  a  temporary  office  too ;  for  the  Edeners  were  "  going  "  to 
build  a  superb  establishment  for  the  transaction  of  their 
business,  and  had  already  got  so  far  as  to  mark  out  the  site  : 
which  is  a  great  way  in  America.  The  office-door  was  wide 
open,  and  in  the  doorway  was  the  agent ;  no  doubt  a  tremen- 
dous fellow  to  get  through  his  work,  for  he  seemed  to  have  no 
arrears,  but  was  swinging  backwards  and  forwards  in  a 
rocking-chair,  with  one  of  his  legs  planted  high  up  against 
the  door-post,  and  the  other  doubled  up  under  him,  as  if  he 
were  hatching  his  foot. 

He  was  a  gaunt  man  ii^  a  huge  straw  hat,  and  a  coat  of 
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green  staff.  The  weather  being  hot,  he  had  no  Grayat,  and 
wore  his  shirt  collar  wide  open ;  so  that  every  time  he  spoke 
something  was  seen  to  twitch  and  jerk  up  in  his  throat,  like 
the  little  hammers  in  a  harpsichord  when  the  notes  are  struck. 
Perhaps  it  was  the  Truth  feebly  endeavouring  to  leap  to  his 
lips.     If  so,  it  never  reached  them. 

'  Two  gray  eyes  lurked  deep  within  this  agent's  head,  but 
one  of  them  had  no  sight  in  it,  and  stood  stock  stilL  With 
that  side  of  his  face  he  seemed  to  listen  to  what  the  other 
side  was  doing.  Thus  each  profile  had  a  distinct  expression ; 
and  when  the  moveable  side  was  'most  in  action,  the  rigid  one 
was  in  its  coldest  state  of  watchfulness.  It  was  like  turning 
the  man  inside  out,  to  pass  to  that  view  of  his  features  in 
his  liveliest  mood,  and  see  how  calculating  and  intent  they 
were. 

Each  long  black  hair  upon  his  head  hung  down  as  straight 
as  any  plummet  line,  but  rumpled  tufte  were  on  the  arches  of 
his  eyes,  as  if  the  crow  whose  foot  was  deeply  printed  in  the 
comers,  had  pecked  and  torn  them  in  a  savage  recognition  of 
his  kindred  nature  as  a  bird  of  prey. 

Such  was  the  man  whom  they  now  approached,  and  whom 
the  General  saluted  by  the  name  of  Scadder. 

"  Well,  Gen'ral,"  he  returned,  "  and  how  are  you  ?  " 

"  Ac-tive  and  spry,  sir,  in  my  country's  service  and  the  sym-* 
pathetic  cause.     Two  gentlemen  on  business,  Mr.  Scaddei*." 

He  shook  hands  with  each  of  them — nothing  is  done  ul 
America  without  shaking  hands — ^then  went  on  rocking. 

''I  think  I  know  what  bis'ness  you  have  brought  these 
strangers  here  upon,  then,  Gen'ral  ?  " 

"  Well,  «ir.     I  expect  you  may." 

"You  air  a  tongue-y  person,  Gen'ral.  For  you  talk  too 
much,  and  that's  a  fact,"  said  Scadder.  "  You  speak 
a-larming  well  in  public,  but  you  didn't  ought  to  go  ahead 
so  fast  in  private.     Now !  " 

"  If  I  can  realise  your  meaning,  ride  me  on  a  rail ! "  re- 
turned the  General,  after  pausing  for  consideratipn. 

"  You  know  we  didn't  wish  to  sell  the  lots  off  right  away 
to  any  loafer  as  might  bid,"  said  Scadder;  "but  had  con<- 
duded  to  reserve  'em  for  Aristocrats  of  Natur*.     Yes ! " 

"  And  they  are  here,  sir ! "  cried  the  General  with  warmth. 
*'  They  are  here,  sir ! " 
>    ''If  they  air  here/'  returned  the  agent^  in  reproaohfal 
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aooentSy  "  that 's  enough.  But  you  didn't  ought  to  have  your 
dander  ris  with  me,  Gen'raL" 

The  General  whispered  Martin  that  Scadder  was  the 
honestest  fellow  in  the  world,  and  that  he  wouldn't  have 
g^ven  him  offence  designedly,  for  ten  thousand  dollars. 

"I  do  my  duty;  and  I  raise  the  dander  of  my  feller 
critters,  as  I  wish  to  serve,"  said  Scadder  in  a  low  voice,  look- 
ing down  the  road  and  rocking  still.  *'  They  rile  up  rough, 
along  of  my  objecting  to  their  selHng  Eden  off  too  cheap. 
That 's  human  natur' !     Well ! " 

''Mr.  Scadder,"  said  the  General,  assuming  his  oratorical 
deportment. .  "  Sir !  Here  is  my  hand,  and  here  my  heart. 
I  esteem  you,  sir,  and  ask  your  pardon.  These  gentlemen 
air  Mends  of  mine,  or  I  would  not  have  brought  'em  here, 
sir,  being  well  aware,  sir,  that  the  lots  at  present  go  entirely 
too  cheap.  But  these  air  Mends,  sir;  these  air  partick'ler 
Mends." 

Mr.  Scadder  was  so  satisfied  by  this  explanation,  that  he 
shook  the  General  warmly  by  the  hand,  and  got  out  of  the 
rocking-chair  to  do  it.  He  tiien  invited  the  General's  par- 
ticular Mends  to  accompany  him  into  the  office.  As  to  the 
General,  he  observed,  with  his  usual  benevolence,  that  being 
one  of  the  company,  he  wouldn't  interfere  in  the  transaction 
on  any  account ;  so  he  appropriated  the  rocking-chair  to  him- 
self, and  looked  at  the  prospect,  like  a  good  Samaritan  waiting 
for  a  traveller. 

''Heyday!"  cried  Martin,  as  his  eye  rested  on  a  great 
plan  which  occupied  one  whole  side  of  the  office.  Indeed, 
the  office  had  little  else  in  it,  but  some  geological  and  botanical 
specimens,  one  or  two  rusiy  ledgers,  a  homely  desk,  and  a 
stool.     "Heyday!  what's  that?" 

"  That 's  Eden,"  said  Scadder,  picking  his  teeth  with  a  sort 
of  young  bayonet  thftt  ffew  out  of  his  knife  when  he  touched 
a  spring. 

"Why,  I  had  no  idea  it  was  a  city." 

"  Hadn't  you  ?     Oh,  it 's  a  dly." 

A  flourishing  city,  too!  An  architectural  city!  There 
were  banks,  churches,  cathedrals,  market-places,  factoriei^ 
hotels,  stores,  mansions,  wharves;  an  exchange,  a  theatre; 
public  buildings  of  all  kinds,  down  to  the  office  of  the  Eden 
Stinger,  a  daily  journal;  all  faithfoUy  depicted  in  the  view 
before  them. 
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**  Deaf  me !  It 's  really  a  most  important  place  ! "  cried 
Martin,  taming  round. 

'*  Oh !  it  *fl  veiy  important,"  observed  the  agent. 

''  But,  I  am  a£*aid,"  said  Martin,  glancing  again  at  the 
Public  Buildings,  '^  that  there 's  nothing  left  for  me  to  do." 

"  Well!  it  ain't  all  built,"  repUed  the  agent.    "Not  quite." 

This  was  a  great  relief. 

"  The  market-place,  now,"  said  Martin.     "  Is  that  built  ?  " 

"That?"  said  the  agent,  sticking  his  toothpick  into  the 
Mreathercock  on  the  top.  "  Let  me  see.  No :  that  ain't 
bmlt." 

"  Bather  a  good  job  to  begin  with — eh,  Mark  ?  "  whispered 
Martin,  nudging  him  with  his  elbow. 

Mark,  who,  with  a  very  stolid  countenance  had  been  eye- 
ing the  plan  and  the  agent  by  turns,  merely  rejoined  "  Un- 
common ! " 

A  dead  silence  ensued,  Mr.  Scadder  in  some  short  recesses 
or  vacations  of  his  toothpick,  whistled  a  few  bars  of  Yankee 
Doodle,  and  blew  the  dust  off  the  roof  of  the  Theatre. 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Martin,  feigning  to  look  more  narrowly 
at  the  plan,  but  showing  by  his  tremulous  voice  how  much 
depended,  in  his  mind,  upon  the  answer;  "I  suppose  there 
are — several  architects  there  ?  " 

"There  ain't  a  single  one,"  said  Scadder. 

"  Mark,"  whispered  Martin,  pulling  him  by  the  sleeve,  "  do 
you  hear  that  ?  But  whose  work  is  aU  this  before  us,  then  ?  " 
he  asked  aloud. 

"  The  soil  being  very  fruitful,  public  buildings  grows  spon- 
taneous, perhaps,"  said  Mark. 

He  was  on  the  agent' &  dark  side  as  he  said  it;  but  Scadder 
instantly  changed  his  place,  and  brought  his  active  eye  to 
bear  upon  him. 

"  Feel  of  my  hands,  young  man,"  he  said. 

"  What  for  ?  "  asked  Mark :  declining. 

"  Air  they  dirty,  or  air  they  dean,  sir  ? "  said  Scadder, 
holding  them  out. 

i  In  a  t)hysical  point  of  view  they  were  decidedly  dirty.  But 
it  being  obvious  that  Mr.  Scadder  offered  them  for  exa- 
mination in  a  figurative  sense,  as  emblems  of  his  moral 
character,  Martin  hastened  to  pronounce  them  pure  as  the 
driven  snow. 

"  I  entreaty  Mark/'  he  said,  with  some  irritation,  "  that 
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you  will  not  o'btrude  remarks  of  that  nature,  which,  however ' 
harmless  and  well-intentioned,   are  qtiite  out  of  place,  and 
cannot  be  expected  to  be  very  agreeable  to  strangers.     I  am 
quite  surprised." 

''  The  Co.'s  a  putting  his  foot  in  it  already,''  thought  Mark. 
''  He  must  be  a  sleeping  partner — fkst  asleep  and  snoring--* 
Co.  must :  I  see." 

Mr.  Scadder  said  nothing,  but  he  set  his  back  against  the 
plan,  and  thrust  his  toothpick  into  the  desk  some  twenty 
times :  looking  at  Mark  all  the  while  as  if  he  were  stabbing 
him  in  effigy. 

"  You  haven't  said  whose  work  it  is,"  Martin  ventured  to 
observe,  at  length,  in  a  tone  of  mild  propitiation. 

"  Well,  never  mind  whose  work  it  is,  or  isn't,"  said  the 
agent  sulkily.     "  No  matter  how  it  did  eventuate.     P'raps  he, 
cleared  off,  handsome,  with  a  heap  of  dollars;  p'rhaps  he 
wasn't  worth  a  cent.     P'raps  he  was  a  loafin'  rowdy ;  p'raps , 
a  ring-tailed  roarer.     Now ! " 

"  All  your  doing,  Mark  ! "  said  Martin. 

"  P'raps,"  pursued  the  agent,  "  them  an't  plants  of  Eden's, 
raising.  No !  P'raps  that  desk  and  stool  ain't  made  £:om 
Eden  lumber.  No !  P'raps  no  end  of  squatters  ain't  gone 
out  there.  No !  P'raps  there  ain't  no  such  location  in  the 
territoary  of  the  Great  TJ-nited  States.     Oh,  no !  " 

"  I  hope  you  're  satisfied  with  the  success  of  your  joke 
Mark,"  said  Martin. 

But  here,  at  a  most  opportune  and  happy  time,  the  General 
interposed,  and  called  otlt  to  Scadder  from  the  doorway  to 
give  his  Mends  the  particulars  of  that  little  lot  of  fifty  acre^ 
with  the  house  upon  it;  which,  having  belonged  to  the 
company  formerly,  had  lately  lapsed  again  into  their  hands. 

"You  air  a  deal  too  open-handed,  Gen'ral,"  was  the 
answer.     "  It  is  a  lot  as  should  be  rose  in  price.     It  is." 

He  grumblingly  opened  his  books  notwithstanding,  and 
always  keeping  his  bright  side  towards  Mark,  no  matter  at 
what  amoimt  of  inconvenience  to  himself,  displayed  a  certain 
leaf  for  their  perusal.  Martin  read  it  greedily,  and  then 
inquired : 

"  Now  where  upon  the  plan  may  this  place  be  ?  " 

"  Upon  the  plan  ?  "  said  Scadder. 

"  Yes." 

He  turned  towards  it^  and  reflected  for  a  short  tune^  as  if^ 
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having  been  put  upon  his  mettle,  lie  was  resolved  to  be  parti- 
cular to  the  very  minutest  hair's  breadth  of  a  shade.  At 
length;  after  wheeling  his  toothpick  slowly  round  and  round 
in  the  air,  as  if  it  were  a  carrier  pigeon  just  thrown  up,  he 
suddenly  made  a  dart  at  the  drawing,  and  pierced  the  yeiy 
centre  of  the  main  wharf,  through  and  through. 

''  There !  "  he  said,  leaving  his  knife  quivering  in  the  wall ; 
"that's  where  it  is!" 

Martin  glanced  with  sparkling  eyes  upon  his  Co.,  and  his 
Co.  saw  that  the  thing  was  done. 

The  bargain  was  not  concluded  as  easily  as  might  have  been 
expected  though,  for  Scadder  was  caustic  and  ill-humoiu^, 
and  cast  much  unnecessary  opposition  in  the  way :  at  one 
time  requesting  them  to  think  of  it,  and  call  again  in  a  week 
or  a  fortnight ;  at  another,  predicting  that  they  wouldn't  like 
it;  at  another,  offering  to  retract  and  let  them  off,  and 
muttering,  strong  imprecations  upon  the  folly  of  the  Gerteral. 
But  the  whole  of  the  astoimdiagly  small  sum  total  of  purchase- 
money — ^it  was  only  one  hundjced  and  fifty  dollars,  or  some- 
thing more  than  tbirty  pounds  of  the  capital  brought  by  Co. 
into  the  architectural  concern — was  ultimately  paid  down; 
and  Martin's  head  was  two  inches  nearer  the  roof  of  the  little 
wooden  office,  with  the  consciousness  of  being  a  landed  pro- 
prietor in  the  thriving  city  of  Eden. 

**  If  it  shouldn't  happen  to  fit,"  said  Scadder,  as  he  gave 
Martin  the  necessary  credentials  on  receipt  of  his  money, 
*"  don't  blame  me." 

'*No,  no,"  he  replied  merrily.  *'We'll  not  blame  you. 
General,  are  you  going  ?  " 

f  I  am  at  your  service,  sir;  and  I  wish  you,"  said  the 
General,  giving  him  his  hand  with  grave  cordiality,  "  joy  of 
your  po -session.  You  air  now,  sir,  a  denizen  of  the  most 
powerfiil  and  highly-civilised  do-minion  that  has  ever  graced 
{he  world ;  a  do-minion,  sir,  where  man  is  bound  to  man  in 
one  vast  bond  of  equal  love  and  truth.  May  you,  sir,  be 
worthy  of  your  a-dopted  country !  " 

Martin  thanked  him,  and  took  leave  of  Mr.  Scadder ;  who 
had  resumed  his  post  in  the  rocking-chair,  immediately  on  the 
General's  rising  from  it,  and  was  once  more  swinging  away 
as  if  he  had  never  been  disturbed.  Mark  looked  back  several 
times  as  they  went  down  the  road  towards  the  National  Hotel, 
but  now  his  blighted  profile  was  towards  them,  and  nothing 
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but  attentaye  {houglitfuIxLess  was  written  on  it.  Strangely 
different  to  the  other  side !  He  was  not  a  man  much  given 
to  laughing,  and  never  laughed  outright ;  but  eveiy  line  in 
the  print  of  the  crow's  foot,  and  every  little  wiry  vein  in  that 
division  of  his  head,  was  wrinkled  up  into  a  grin !  The 
compound  figure  of  Death  and  the  Lady  at  the  top  of  the  old 
ballad  was  not  divided  with  a  greater  nicety,  and  hadn't 
halves  more  monstrously  unlike  each  other,  than  the  two 
profiles  of  Zephaniali  Scadder. 

The  General  posted  along  at  a  great  rate,  for  the  clock  was 
on  the  stroke  of  twelve ;  and  at  that  hour  predsely,  the  Great 
Meeting  of  the  Watertoast  Sympathisers  was  to  be  holden  in 
the  public  room  of  the  National  Hotel.  Being  very  curious 
to  witness  the  demonstration,  and  know  what  it  was  all  about, 
Martin  kept  close  to  the  General :  and,  keeping  closer  than 
ever  when  they  entered  the  HaU,  got  by  that  means  upon  a 
little  platform  of  tables  at  the  upper  end :  where  an  arm-chair 
was  set  for  the  General,  and  Mr.  La  Fayette  Kettle,  as 
secretary,  was  making  a  great  display  of  some  foolscap  docu- 
ments— Screamers,  no  doubt. 

'^  Well,  sir ! "  he  said,  as  he  shook  hands  with  Martin, 
''here  is  a  spectacle  calculated  to  make  the  British  Lion  put 
his  tail  between  his  legs,  and  howl  with  anguish,  I  expect ! " 

Martin  certainly  thought  it  possible  that  the  British  Lion 
might  have  been  rather  out  of  his  element  in  that  Ark :  but 
he  kept  the  idea  to  himself.  The  General  was  then  voted  to 
the  chair,  on  the  motion  of  a  pallid  lad  of  the  Jefferson  Brick 
school :  who  forthwith  set  in  for  a  high-spiced  speech,  with  a 
good  deal  about  hearths  and  homes  in  it,  and  unriveting  the 
chains  of  Tyranny. 

Oh  but  it  was  a  clincher  fbr  the  British  Lion,  it  was !  The 
indignation  of  the  glowing  young  Columbian  knew  no  bounds. 
If  he  could  only  have  been  one  of  his  own  forefathers,  he 
said,  wouldn't  he  have  peppered  that  same  Lion,  and  been  to 
him  as  another  Brute  Tamer  with  a  wire  whip,  teaching  him 
lessons  not  easily  forgotten.  **  Lion  !  (cried  that  young 
Columbian)  where  is  he  ?  Who  is  he  ?  What  is  he  ?  Show 
him  to  me.  Let  me  have  him  here.  Here ! "  said  the  young 
Colimibian,  in  a  wrestling  attitude,  *^  upon  this  sacred  altar. 
Here!"  cried  the  young  Columbian,  idealising  the  dining- 
table,  ''upon  ancestral  ashes,  cemented  with  the  glorious 
blood  poured  out  like  water  on  our  native  plains  of  Chick- 
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abiddy  Lick!  Bring  fortli  that  Lion!"  siEiid  the  yottng 
Ck)lumbian.  '*  Alone,  I  dare  him !  I  taunt  that  Lion.  I  tell 
that  Lion,  that  Freedom's  hand  once  twisted  in  his  mane^  he 
roUs  a  corse  before  me,  and  the  Eagles  of  the  Great  Republic 
]augh  ha,  ha  ! " 

When  it  was  found  that  the  Lion  didn't  come,  but  kept  out 
of  the  way;  that  the  young  Columbian  stood  there,  with 
folded  arms,  alone  in  his  glory;  and  consequently  that  the 
Eagles  were  no  doubt  laughing  wildly  on  the  mountain,  tops, 
— such  cheers  arose  as  might  haye  shaken  the  hands  upon 
the  Horse-Guards'  clock,  and  changed  the  very  mean  time  of 
the  day  in  England's  capital. 

**  Who  is  this  ?  "  Martin  telegraphed  to  La  Fayette. 

The  Secretary  wrote  something,  very  gravely,  on  a  piece  of 
paper,  twisted  it  up,  and  had  it  passed  to  him  from  hand  to 
hand.  It  was  an  improvement  on  the  old  sentiment :  "  Per- 
haps as  remarkable  a  man  as  any  in  our  country." 

This  yoimg  Columbian  was  succeeded  by  another,  to  the 
fiill  as  eloquent  as  he,  who  drew  down  storms  of  cheers.  But 
both  remarkable  youths,  in  their  great  excitement  (for  your 
true  poetry  can  never  stoop  to  details),  forgot  to  say  with 
whom  or  what  the  Watertoasters  sympathised,  and  likewise 
why  or  wherefore  they  were  sympathetic.  Thus,  Martin 
remained  for  a  long  time  as  completely  in  the  dark  as  ever ; 
imtU  at  length  a  ray  of  light  broke  in  upon  him  through  the 
medium  of  the  Secretary,  who,  by  reading  the  minutes  of 
their  past  proceedings,  made  the  matter  somewhat  clearer. 
He  then  learned  that  the  Watertoast  Association  sympathised 
with  a  certain  Public  Man  in  Ireland,  who  held  a  contest 
upon  certain  points  with  England:  and  that  they  did  so, 
because  they  didn't  love  England  at  all — ^not  by  any  means 
because  they  loved  Ireland  much;  being  indeed  horribly 
jealous  and  distrustful  of  its  people  always,  and  only  tolerating 
them  because  of  their  working  hard,  which  made  them  very 
useful ;  labour  being  held  in  greater  indignity  in  the  simple 
republic  than  in  any  other  country  upon  earth.  This  rendered 
Maitin  curious  to  see  what  grounds  of  sympathy  the  Water- 
toast  Association  put  forth ;  nor  was  he  long  in  suspense,  for 
the  General  rose  to  read  a  letter  to  the  PubHc  Man,  which 
with  his  own  hands  he  had  written. 

**Thus,'*  said  the  General,  "thus,  my  Mends  and  fellow* 
citizens,  it  ruzis : 
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" '  SiK, 

'' '  I  address  you  on  behalf  of  tlie  Watertoast  Association  of 
United  Sympathisers.  It  is  founded,  sir,  in  the  great  republic 
of  America !  and  now  holds  its  breath,  and  swells  the  blue 
veins  in  its  forehead  nigh  to  bursting,  as  it  watches,  sir,  with 
feverish  intensity  and  sympathetic  ardour,  your  noble  efforts 
in  the  cause  of  Freedom.'  " 

At  the  name  of  Freedom,  and  at  eveiy  repetition  of  that 
name,  all  the  Sympathisers  roared  aloud ;  cheering  with  nine 
times  nine,  and  nine  times  over. 

"  *  In  Freedom's  name,  sir— holy  Freedom — I  address  you. 
In  Freedom's  name,  I  send  herewith  a  contribution  to  thei 
funds  of  your  Society.  In  Freedom's  name,  sir,  I  advert  with 
indignation  and  disgust  to  that  accursed  animal,  with  gore- 
stained  whiskers,  whose  rampant  cruelty  and  fiery  lust  have 
ever  been  a  scourge,  a  torment  to  the  world.  The  naked 
visitors  to  Crusoe's  Island,  sir;  the  flying  wives  of  Peter. 
Wilkins ;  the  fruit-smeared  children  of  the  tangled  bush ;  nay, 
even  the  men  of  lai^e  stature,  anciently  bred  in  the  mining 
districts  of  Cornwall ;  alike  bear  witness  to  its  savage  nature. 
Where,  sir,  are  the  Cormorans,  the  Blunderbores,  the  Great 
Feefofums,  named  in  History?  all,  all,  exterminated  by  ita 
destroying  hand. 

"  *  I  allude,  sir,  to  the  British  Lion. 

"  '  Devoted,  mind  and  body,  heart  aad  soul,  to  Freedom, 
sir — ^to  Freedom,  blessed  solace  to  the  snail  upon  the  cellar- 
door,  the  oyster  in  his  pearly  bed,  the  still  mite  in  his  home 
of  cheese,  the  very  winkle  of  your  country  in  his  shelly  lair — 
in  her  unsullied  name,  we  offer  you  our  sympathy.  Oh,  sir,- 
in  this  our  cherished  and  our  happy  land,  her  fires  bum  bright 
and  dear  and  smokeless :  once  lighted  up  in  yours,  the  lion 
shall  be  roasted  whole. 

"  '  I  am,  sir,  in  Freedom's  name, 
**  *  Your  affectionate  fdend  and  faithful  Sympathiser, 

"  '  Cyktts  Choke, 

"'General,  U.S.M.'" 

It  happened  that  just  as  the  General  began  to  read  this 
letter,  the  railroad  train  arrived,  bringing  a  new  mail  from 
England ;  and  a  packet  had.  been  handed  in  to  the  Secretary^ 
which  during  its  perusal  and  the  frequent  cheerings  in  homage 
to  £:eedom,  he  had  opened.     Now,  its  contents  disturbed  hirni 
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▼eiy  much,  and  the  moment  the  General  sat  down,  he  hniiied 
to  his  side,  and  placed  in  his  hand  a  letter  and  seyeral  printed 
extracts  from  English  newspapers;  to  which,  in  a  state  of 
infinite  excitement,  he  called  his  immediate  attention. 

The  General,  being  greatly  heated  by  his  own  composition, 
was  in  a  fit  state  to  receive  any  inflammable  infinence ;  but  he 
had  no  sooner  possessed  himself  of  the  contents  of  these  docu- 
ments, than  a  change  came  aver  his  face,  inyolving  such  a 
huge  amount  of  choler  and  passion,  that  the  noisy  concourse 
were  silent  in  a  moment,  in  very  wonder  at  the  sight  of  him. 

''  My  friends ! "  cried  the  General,  rising ;  *^  my  friends  and 
fellow-citizens,  we  haye  been  mistaken  in  this  man." 

**  In  what  man?"  was  the  cry. 

*'  In  this,"  panted  the  General,  holding  up  the  letter  he  had 
read  aloud  a  few  minutes  before.  *^  I  find  that  he  has  been, 
and  is,  the  adyocate — consistent  in  it  always  too— of  Nigger 
emancipation!" 

If  an3rthing  beneath  the  sky  be  real,  those  Sons  of  Freedom 
would  have  pistolled,  stabbed — in  some  way  slain — ^that  man 
by  coward  hands  and  murderous  violence,  if  he  had  stood 
among  them  at  that  time.  The  most  confiding  of  their  own 
eountiymen,  would  not  have  wagered  then;  no,  nor  would 
they  ever  peril ;  one  dunghill  straw,  upon  the  life  of  any  man 
in  such  a  strait.  They  tore  the  letter,  cast  the  fragments  in 
the  air,  trod  down  the  pieces  as  they  fell;  and  yelled,  and 
groaned,  and  hissed,  till  they  could  ciy  no  longer. 

*'l  shall  move,"  said  the  General,  when  he  could  make 
himself  heard,  ''  that  the  Watertoast  Association  of  United 
Sympathisers  be  immediately  dissolved ! " 

Down  with  it !  Away  with  it !  Don't  hear  of  it !  Bum 
its  records !  FuU  the  room  down !  Blot  it  out  of  human 
memory! 

"But,  my  fellow  countrymen!"  said  the  General,  "the 
contributions.  We  have  funds.  "What  is  to  be  done  with  the 
fimds?" 

It  was  hastily  resolved  that  a  piece  of  plate  should  be  pre- 
sented to  a  certain  constitutional  Judge,  who  had  laid  down 
from  the  bench  the  noble  principle,  that  it  was  lawM  for  any 
white  mob  to  murder  any  black  man ;  and  that  another  piece 
of  plate,  of  similar  yalue,  should  be  presented  to  a  certain 
Patriot,  who  had  declared  fr^m  his  high  place  in  the  Legis- 
lature, that  he  and  his  friends  would  hang,  without  trial,  any 
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Abolitionist  wlio  might  pay  them  a  visit.  For  the  surplus,  it 
was  agreed  that  it  should  be  devoted  to  aiding  the  enforcement 
of  those  free  and  equal  laws,  which  render  it  incalculably 
more  criminal  and  dangerous  to  teach  a  negro  to  read  and 
-write,  than  to  roast  him  alive  in  a  public  dtj.  These  points 
adjusted,  the  meeting  broke  up  in  great  disorder :  and  there 
was  an  end  of  the  Watertoast  Sympathy. 

As  Martin  ascended  to  his  bedroom,  his  eye  was  attracted 
by  the  Republican  banner,  which  had  been  hoisted  from  the 
house-top  in  honour  of  the  occasion,  and  was  fluttering  before 
a  window  which  he  passed. 

"  Tut ! "  said  Martin.  "  You  're  a  gay  flag  in  the  distance. 
But  let  a  man  be  near  enough  to  get  the  light  upon  the  other 
side,  and  see  through  you ;  and  you  are  but  sorry  fustian ! " 
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CHAPTER  XXn. 

rROM  wmoH  re  will  bb  bssn  that  xabtin  becaice  a  lion  on  his   ' 

OWN  ACCOUNT.     TOGETHEB  WITH  THE  SEASON  WHY. 

As  soon  as  it  waa  generally  known  in  the  National  Hotel,' 
that  the  young  Engliahman,  Mr.  Chuzzlewit,  had  purchased 
"  a  lo-cation"  in  the  Valley  of  Eden,  and  intended  to  betake 
himself  to  that  earthly  Paradise  by  the  next  Steamboat ;  her 
became  a  popular  character.  Why  this  should  be,  or  ho"w  it 
had  come  to  pass,  Martin  no  more  knew  than  Mrs.  Gamp  of 
Eangsgate-street,  High  Holbom,  did ;  but  that  he  was  for  the 
time  being,  the  lion,  by  popular  election,  of  the  Watertoast 
communiiy,  and  that  his  society  was  in  rather  inconvenient 
request,  there  coidd  be  no  kind  of  doubt. 

The  first  notification  he  received  of  this  change  in  his  posi- 
tion, was  the  following  epistle,  written  in  a  thin  running  hand, 
— ^with  here  and  there  a  fat  letter  or  two,  to  make  the  general 
effect  more  striking, — on  a  sheet  of  paper,  ruled  with  blue 
lines. 

"  NatioTval  Hotely 

"  Dear  Sir  "  ^^^^^  Morning. 

"  When  I  had  the  priviUidge  of  being  your  fellow- 
traveller  in  the  cars,  the  day  before  yesterday,  you  offered 
some  remarks  upon  the  subject  of  the  Tower  of  London,  which 
(in  common  with  my  fellow  citizens  generally)  I  could  wish  to 
hear  repeated  to  a  public  audience. 

"  As  secretary  to  the  Young  Men's  Watertoast  Association 
of  this  town,  I  am  requested  to  roform  you  that  the  Socieiy 
will  be  proud  to  hear  you  deliver  a  lecture  upon  the  Tower  of 
London,  at  their  Hall  to-morrow  evening,  at  seven  o'clock; 
and  as  a  large  issue  of  quarter-dollar  tickets  may  be  expected, 
your  answer  and  consent  by  bearer  will  be  considered  obliging. 

*'  Dear  Sir, 

"  Yours  truly, 
"  The  Honourable  M.  Chuzzlewit.        "  La  Fayette  Kettle. 
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. .  "P.S. — ^The  Society  would  not  be  particulto  in'  limiting 
you  to  the  Tower  of  London.  Permit  me  to  suggest  that  any 
.remarks  upon  the  Elements  of  Geology,  or  (if  more  convenient) 
upon  the  Writings  of  your  talented  and  witty  coimtryman,  the 
honourable  Mr.  Miller,  would  be  weU  received." 

Very  much  aghast  at  this  invitation,  Martin  wrote  back, 
•civilly  declining  it ;  and  had  scarcely  done  so,  when  he  received 
another  letter. 

"  M.  47,  BunJter  Hill  Street, 
*^  (Private.)  "  Monday  Moming. 

"Sir, 

"  I  was  raised  in  those  interminable  solitudes  where 
OTir  mighty  Mississippi  (or  Father  of  Waters)  rolls  his  turbid 
flood. 

"  I  am  young,  and  aydent.  For  there  is  a  poetry  in  wild- 
ness,  and  eveiy  alligator  basking  in  the  slime  is  in  himself  an 
Epic,  self-contained.  I  aspirate  for  fame.  It  is  my  yearning 
and  my  thirst. 

"  Are  you,  sir,  aware  of  any  member  of  Congress  in  England, 
who  would  undertake  to  pay  my  expenses  to  that  country,  and 
for  six  months  after  my  arrival  ? 

^  "There  is  something  within  me  which  gives  me  the  bbsut- 
ance  that  this  enlightened  patronage  would  not  be  thrown 
away.  In  literature  or  art ;  the  bar,  the  pulpit,  or  the  stage ; 
in  one  or  other,  if  not  all,  I  feel  that  I  am  certain  to  succeed. 
"  If  too  much  engaged  to  write  to  any  such  yourself,  please 
let  me  have  a  list  of  three  or  four  of  those  most  likely  to 
srespond,  and  I  will  address  them  through  the  Post  Office. 
May  I  also  ask  you  to  fSavour  me  with  any  critical  observa- 
tions that  have  ever  presented  themselves  to  your  reflective 
faculties,  on  *  Cain,  a  Mystery,*  by  the  Right  Honourable 
Lord  Byron  ? 

"  I  am.  Sir, 
"  Yours  (forgive  me  if  I  add,  soaringly), 

"  Putnam  Smip. 
"  P.  S. — ^Address  your  answer  to  America  Jimior,  Messrs. 
Hancock  &  Floby,  Dry  Goods  Store,  as  above.' 


» 


Both  of  which  letters,  together  with  Martin's  reply  to  each, 
we^,  according. to  a  laudable  custom,  much  tending  to  the 
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promotioxi  of  gentlemaiily  feeling  and  social  confidence, 
published  in  the  next  number  of  the  Watertoast  Gazette. 

He  had  scarcely  got  through  this  correspondence,  when 
Captain  Kedgick,  the  landlord,  kindly  came  up  stairs  to  see 
how  he  was  getting  on.  The  captain  sat  down  upon  the  bed 
before  he  spoke;  and  finding  it  rather  hard,  moved  to  the 
pillow. 

''Well,  sir!"  said  the  Captain,  putting  his  hat  a  litfle 
more  on  one  side,  for  it  was  rather  tight  in  the  crown: 
*'  You  ^re  quite  a  public  man  I  calculate." 

''  So  it  seems,"  retorted  Martin,  who  was  very  tired, 

**  Our  citizens,  sir,"  pursued  the  Captain,  ''  intend  to  pay 
their  respects  to  you.  You  will  haye  to  hold  a  sort  of  le — ree, 
sir,  while  you're  here." 

''Powers  above!"  cried  Martin,  "I  couldn't  do  that,  my 
good  fellow!" 

"  I  reckon  you  miist  then,"  said  the  Captain. 

"  Must  is  not  a  pleasant  word,  Captain,"  urged  Martin. 

"Well!  I  didn't  fix  the  mother  language,  and  I  can't 
imfix  it,"  said  the  Captain,  coolly :  "  else  I  'd  make  it  pleasant. 
You  must  re-ceive.     That 's  all." 

"  But  why  should  I  receive  people  who  care  as  much  for 
me  as  I  care  for  them?"  asked  Martin. 

"  Well!  because  I  have  had  a  mimiment  put  up  in  the 
bar,"  returned  the  Captain. 

"  A  what  ?  "  cried  Martin. 

"  A  muniment,"  rejoined  the  Captain. 

Martin  looked  despairingly  at  Mark,  who  informed  him 
that  the  Captain  meant  a  written  notice  that  Mr.  Chuzzlewit 
would  receive  the  Watertoasters  that  day,  at  and  after  two 
o'clock:  which  was,  in  effect,  then  h«.ngiTig  in  the  bar,  as 
Mark  from  ocular  inspection  of  the  same  could  testify. 

"  You  wouldn't  be  unpop'lar,  I  know,"  said  the  Captain, 
paring  his  nails.  "  Our  citizens  an't  long  of  riling  up,  I  teU 
you ;  and  our  Gazette  could  flay  you  like  a  wild  cat." 

Martin  was  going  to  be  very  wroth,  but '  he  thought  better 
of  it,  and  said : 

"  In  Heaven's  name  let  them  come,  then." 

"  Oh,  they  'U  come,"  returned  the  Captain.  ".  I  have  seen 
the  big  room  fixed  a  'purpose,  with  my  eyes." 

"  But  will  you,"  said  Martin,  seeing  that  the  Captain  wad 
about  to  go ;  "  will  you  at  least  tell  me  this  ?    What  do  tii^ 
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want  to  see  me  for?  wliat  liaye  I  done?  and  how  do  they 
happen  to  have  such  a  suddea  interest  in  me  ?'' 

Captain  Kedgick  put  a  thumb  and  three  fingers  to  each  side 
of  the  brim  of  his  hat ;  lifted  it  a  little  way  off  his  head ;  put 
it  on  again  carefully;  passed  one  hand  all  down  his  fsuce, 
beginning  at  the  forehead  and  ending  at  the  chin ;  looked  at 
Martin ;  then  at  Mark ;  then  at  Martin  again ;  winked ;  and 
walked  out. 

''Upon  my  life,  now!"  said  Martin,  bringing  his  hand 
heavily  upon  the  table;  ''such  a  perfectly  unaccoimtable 
fellow  as  that,  I  never  saw.     Mark,  what  do  you  say  to  this  ?" 

"  Why,  sir,"  returned  his  partner,  "  my  opinion  is  that  we 
must  have  got  to  the  host  remarkable  man  in  the  country  at 
last.     So  I  hope  there 's  an  end  to  the  breed,  sir." 

Although  this  made  Martin  laugh,  it  couldn't  keep  off  two 
o'clock.  Punctually,  as  the  hour  struck.  Captain  Kedgick 
returned  to  hand  him  to  the  room  of  state ;  and  he  had  no 
sooner  got  him  safe  there,  than  he  bawled  down  the  staircase 
to  his  fellow-citizens  below,  that  Mr.  Chuzzlewit  was 
"  receiving." 

Up  they  came  with  a  rush.  Up  they  came  imtil  the  room 
was  full,  and,  through  the  open  door,  a  dismal  perspective  of 
more  to  come,  was  shown  upon  the  stairs.  One  after  another, 
one  after  another,  dozen  after  dozen,  score  after  score,  more, 
more,  more,  up  they  came :  all  shaking  hands  with  Martin. 
Such  varieties  of  hands,  the  thick,  the  thin,  the  short,  the  long, 
the  fat,  the  lean,  the  coarse,  the  fine ;  such  differences  of  tem* 
perature,  the  hot,  the  cold,  the  dry,  the  moist,  the  flabby; 
such  diversities  of  grasp,  the  tight,  the  loose,  the  short-lived, 
and  the  lingering !  StUl  up,  up,  up,  more,  more,  more :  and 
ever  and  anon  the  Captain's  voice  was  heard  above  the  crowd 
— "  There 's  more  below;  there 's  more  below.  Now,  gentle-r 
men,  you  that  have  been  introduced  to  Mr.  Chuzzlewit,  will 
you  clear,  gentlemen  ?  Will  you  dear  ?  Will  you  be  so  good 
as  dear,  gentlemen,  and  make  a  little  room  for  more  ?" 

Eegardless  of  the  Captain's  cries,  they  didn't  dear  at  all, 
but  stood  there,  bolt  upright  and  staring.  Two  gentlemen 
connected  with  the  Watertoast  Gazette  had  come  express  to 
get  the  matter  for  an  article  on  Martin.  They  had  agreed  to 
divide  the  labour.  One  of  them  took  him  below  the  waist- 
coat ;  one  above.  Each  stood  directly  in  front  of  his  subject 
with  his  head  a  Httle  on  one  side,  intent  on  his  department. 


684  LIFB  AND  ADVENTURES  OF 

If  Martm  put  one  boot. before  the  other,  the  lower  gentleman 
was  down  upon  him ;  he  rubbed  a  pimple  on  his  nose,  and 
the  upper  gentleman  booked  it.  He  opened  his  mouth  to 
speak,  and  the  same  gentleman  was  on  one  knee  before  him, 
looking  in  at  his  teeth,  with  the  nice  scrutiny  of  a  dentist. 
Amateurs  in  the  physiognomical  and  phrenological  sciences 
3Poved  about  him  with  watchful  eyes  and  itching  fingers,  and 
sometimes  one,  more  daring  than  the  rest,  made  a  mad  grasp 
at  the  back  of  his  head,  and  vanished  in  the  crowd.  They 
had  him  in  all  points  of  view :  in  front,  in  profile,  three- 
quarter  face,  and  behind.  Those  who  were  not  professional 
or  scientific,  audibly  exchanged  opinions  on  his  looks.  New 
lights  shone  in  upon  him,  in  respect  of  his  nose.  Contradic- 
tory rumours  were  abroad  on  the  subject  of  his  hair.  And 
btill  the  Captain's  voice  was  heard — so  stifled  by  the  concourse, 
that  he  seemed  to  speak  from  underneath  a  feather-bed — 
exclaiming — "  Gentlemen,  you  that  have  been  introduced  to 
Mr.  Chuzzlewit,  will  you  dear?" 

Even  when  they  began  to  clear,  it  was  no  better ;  for  then 
a  stream  of  gentlemen,  every  one  with  a  lady  on  each  arm. 
(exactly  like  the  chorus  to  the  National  Anthem  when  Royalty 
goes  in  state  to  the  play),  came  gliding  in — every  new  group 
fresher  than  the  last,  and  bent  on  staying  to  the  latest  moment. 
If  they  spoke  to  him,  which  was  not  often,  they  invariably 
asked  the  same  questions,  in  the  same  tone ;  with  no  more 
remorse,  or  delicacy,  or  consideration,  than  if  he  had  been  a 
figure  of  stone,  purchased,  and  paid  for,  and  set  up  there,  for 
their  delight.  Even  when,  in  the  slow  course  of  time,  these 
died  off,  it  was  as  bad  as  ever,  if  not  worse ;  for  then  the  boys 
grew  bold,  and  came  in  as  a  class  of  themselves,  and  did 
everything  that  the  grown-up  people  had  done.  Uncouth 
stragglers  too  appeared ;  men  of  a  ghostiy  kind,  who  being  in, 
didn't  know  how  to  get  out  again :  insomuch  that  one  silent 
gentieman  with  glazed  and  fishy  eyes,  and  only  one  button  on 
his  waistcoat  (which  was  a  very  large  metal  one,  and  shone 
prodigiously),  got  behind  the  door,  and  stood  there,  Kke  a 
dock,  long  after  everybody  else  was  gone. 

Martin  felt,  from  pure  fatigue,  and  heat,  and  wony,  as  if 
'he  could  have  fallen  on  the  ground  and  willingly  remained 
there,  if  they  would  but  have  had  the  mercy  to  leave  him 
alone.  But  as  letters  and  messages  threatening  his  public 
denouncement  if  he  didn't  see  the  senders,  poured  in  like  hail; 
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and  as  more  Tiedtors  came  wMLe  he  took  liis  coffee  by  Mmself ; 
and  as  Mai^,  with  all  his  vig^iLance,  was  imable  to  keep  them 
£x)m  the  door ;  he  resolved  to  go  to  bed — not  that  he  felt  at 
all  sure  of  bed  being  any  protection,  but  that  he  might  not 
leave  a  forlorn  hope  untried. 

He  had  commimicated  this  design  to  Mark,  and  was  on  the 
eve  of  escaping,  when  the  door  was  thrown  open  in  a  great 
hurry,  and  an  elderly  gentleman  entered :  bringing  with  him 
a  lady  who  certainly  could  not  be  considered  young — ^that  was 
matter  of  fact ;  and  probably  could  not  be  considered  hand- 
some— ^but  that  was  matter  of  opinion.  She  was  veiy  straight, 
very  tall,  and  not  at  all  flexible  in  face  or  figure.  On  her  head 
she  wore  a  great  straw  bonnet,  with  trimmings  of  the  same,  in 
which  she  looked  as  if  she  had  been  thatched  by  an  imskilfdl 
labourer ;  and  in  her  hand  she  held  a  most  enormous  fan. 

*'  Mr.  Chuzzlewity  I  believe  ?  "  said  the  gentleman. 

"  That  is  my  name." 

"  Sir,"  said  the  gentleman,  "  I  am  pressed  fbr  time." 

"  Thank  God !  "  thought  Martm. 
I  go  back  Toe  my  home,  sir,"  pursued  the  gentleman, 

by  the  return  train,  which  starts  immediate.  Start  is  not  a 
word  you  use  in  your  country,  sir." 

*'.0h  yes,  it  is,"  said  Martin. 

''You  air  mistaken,  sir,"  returned  the  gentleman,  with 
great  decision :  "but  we  will  not  pursue  the  subject,  lest  it 
should  awake  your  preju— dice.     Sir,  Mrs.  Hominy." 

Martin  bowed. 

"  Mrs.  Hominy,  sir,  is  the  lady  of  Major  Hominy,  one  of 
our  chioest  spirits ;  and  belongs  Toe  one  of  our  most  aristo- 
cratic fSEkmHies.  You  air,  p'r'aps,  acquainted,  sir,  with  Mrs. 
Hominy's  writings  ?  " 

Martin  couldn't  say  he  was. 

**  You  have  much  Toe  learn,  and  Toe  enjoy,  sir,"  said  the 
gentleman.  "  Mrs.  Hominy  is  going  Toe  stay  until  the  end 
of  the  Fall,  sir,  with  her  married  daughter  at  the  settlement 
of  New  ThermopylBB,  three  days  this  side  of  Eden.  Any 
attention,  sir,  than  you  can  show  Toe  Mrs.  Hominy  upon  the 
journey,  will  be  veiy  grateful  Toe  the  Major  and  our  feUow- 
citizens.  Mrs.  Hominy,  I  wish  you  good  night,  ma'am,  and 
A  pleasant  pro-gress  on  your  rout !  " 

Martin  could  scarcely  believe  it;  but  he  had  gone,  and 
Mrs.  Hominy  was  drinldng  the  milk. 

VOL.  L  0  0 
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"A'mo6t  used-up  I  am,  I  do  declare!"  she  observed.  ''The 
jolting  in  the  oars  is  pretty  nigh  as  bad  as  if  the  rail  was  fall 
of  snags  and  sawyers." 

''  Snags  and  sawyers,  ma'am  ?  "  said  Martin. 

"  WeUy  then,  I  do  suppose  you  'U  hardly  realise  my  mean- 
ing, sir,"  said  Mrs.  Hominy.    "My!    Only  think!    Do  teU!  " 

It  did  not  appear  that  these  expressions,  although  ihey 
seemed  to  conclude  with  an  urgent  entreaty,  stood  in  need 
of  any  answer ;  for  Mrs.  Hominy,  untying  her  bonnet-strings, 
observed  that  she  would  withdraw  to  lay  that  article  of  dress 
aside,  and  would  retom  immediately. 

"Mark!"  said  Martin.  "Touch  me,  will  you.  Am  I 
awake  ?  " 

"  Hominy  is,  sir,"  returned  his  partner — "  Broad  awake ! 
Just  the  sort  of  woman,  sir,  as  would  be  discovered  with  her 
eyes  wide  open,  and  her  mind  a-working  &r  her  country's 
good,  at  any  hour  of  the  day  or  night." 

They  had  no  opportunity  of  saying  more,  for  Mra.  Hominy 
stalked  in  again — yery  erect,  in  proof  of  her  aristocratic 
blood ;  and  holding  in  her  clasped  hands  a  red  cotton  pocket- 
handkerchief,  perhaps  a  parting  gift  from  that  choice  spirit, 
the  Major.  She  had  laid  aside  her  bonnet^  and  now  appeared 
in  a  highly  aristocratic  and  classical  cap,  meeting  beneal^  her 
chin :  a  style  of  head-dress  so  admirably  adapted  to  her  coim- 
tenance,  that  if  the  late  Mr.  Grimaldi  had  appeared  in  the 
lappets  of  Mrs.  Siddons,  a  more  complete  effect  could  not  have 
been  produced. 

Martin  handed  her  to  a  chair.  Her  first  words  arrested 
him  before  he  could  get  back  to  his  own  seat. 

"Pray,  sir!"  said  Mrs.  Hominy,  "  where  do  you  hail  from?" 

"  I  am  a&aid  I  am  dull  of  comprehension,"  answered 
Martin,  "  being  extremely  tired;  but,  upon  my  word,  I  don't 
understand  you." 

Mrs.  Hominy  shook  her  head  with  a  melancholy  smile  that 
said,  not  inexpressively,  "  They  corrupt  even  the  language  in 
that  old  country  ! "  and  added  then,  as  coming  down  a  step  or 
two  to  meet  his  low  capacity,  "  Where  was  you  rose  ?  " 

"  Oh ! "  said  Martin,  "  I  was  bom  in  Kent." 

"And  how  do  you  like  our  country,  sir?"  asked  Mrs. 
Hominy. 

"  Very  much  indeed,"  said  Maitin,  half  asleep,  "  At  least 
— that  is — ^pretty  weU,  ma'am*'* 
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"Most  strangers — and  partick'larly  Britisliers — are  much 
surprised  by  what  they  see  in  the  U-nited  States/'  remarked 
Mrs.  Hominy. 

*^  They  have  excellent  reason  to  be  so^  ma'am/'  said  Martin. 
"  I  never  was  so  much  surprised  in  all  my  life." 

''Our  institutions  make  our  people  smart  much,  sir?" 
Mrs.  Hominy  remarked. 

"  The  most  shortnsighted  man  oould  see  that  at  a  glance, 
with  his  naked  eye,"  said  Martin. 

Mrs.  Hominy  was  a  philosopher  and  an  authoress,  and  con- 
sequently had  a  pretty  strong  digestion ;  but  this  coarse,  this 
indecorous  phrase,  was  almost  too  much  for  her.  For  a 
gentleman  sitting  alone  with  a  lady — although  the  door  wa$ 
open — to  talk  about  a  naked  eye ! 

A  long  interval  elapsed  before  even  she— woman  of  mascu- 
line and  towering  intellect  though  she  was — could  call  up 
fortitude  enough  to  resume  the  conversation.  But  Mrs. 
Hominy  was  a  traveller.  Mrs.  Hominy  was  a  writer  of 
reviews  and  analytical  disquisitiouB.  Mrs.  Hominy  had  had 
her  letters  from  abroad,  beginning  "  My  ever  dearest  blank," 
and  signed  ''  The  Mother  of  the  Modem  Gracchi  "  (meaning 
the  married  Miss  Hominy),  regularly  printed  in  a  public 
journal,  with  all  the  indignation  in  capitals,  and  all  the 
sarcasm  in  italics.  Mrs.  Hominy  had  looked  on  foreign 
oountries  with  the  eye  of  a  perfect  republican  hot  from  the 
model  oven ;  and  Mrs.  Hominy  could  talk  (or  write)  about 
them  by  the  hour  together.  So  Mrs.  Hominy  at  last  came 
down  on  Martin  heavily,  and  as  he  was  fast  asleep,  she  had  it 
all  her  own  way,  and  bruised  him  to  her  heart's  content. 

It  is  no  great  matter  what  Mrs.  Hominy  said,  save  that  she 

had  learnt  it  from  the  cant  of  a  class,  and  a  large  class,  of  her 

fellow-countrymen,  who,  in  their  every  word,  avow  themselves 

to  be  as  senseless  to  the  high  principles  on  which  America 

sprang,  a  nation,  into  liie,  as  any  Orson  in  her  legislative 

haUs.     Who  are  no  more  capable  of  feeling,  or  of  caring  if 

they  did  feel,  that  by  reducing  their  own  country  to  the  ebb 

of  honest  men's  contempt,  th^  put  in  hazard  the  rights  of 

nations  yet  unborn,  and  very  progress  of  the  human  race, 

than  are  the  swine  who  wallow  in  their  streets.     Who  think 

that  crying  out  to  other  nations,  old  in  their  iniquity,  "  We 

BXQ  no  worse  than  you !  "  (No  worse ! )  is  high  defence  and 

'vantage  ground  enough  for  that  Eepublic,  but  yesterday  let 

oo2 
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loose  upon  her  noble  oourse,  and  but  to-day  so  maimed  and 
lame,  so  fiill  of  sores  and  tdoers,  foul  to  ike  eye  and  almost 
hopeless  to  the  sense,  that  her  best  Mends  turn  from  the 
loathsome  creature  with  disgust.  Who,  haying  by  their 
ancestors  declared  and  won  their  Independence,  because  they 
would  not  bend  the  knee  to  certain  Public  vices  and  corrup- 
tions and  would  not  abrogate  the  truth,  run  riot  in  the  Bad, 
and  turn  their  backs  upon  the  Good ;  and  lying  down  con- 
tented with  the  wretched  boast  that  other  Temples  also  are  of 
glass,  and  stones  which  batter  theirs  may  be  flung  back; 
show  themselyes,  in  that  alone,  as  immeasurably  behind  the 
import  of  the  trust  they  hold,  and  as  imworthy  to  possess  it, 
as  if  the  sordid  hucksterings  of  all  their  little  govenmients — 
each  one  a  kingdom  in  its  small  depravity — were  brought  into 
a  heap  for  evidence  against  them. 

Martin  by  degrees  became  so  far  awake,  that  he  had  a 
sense  of  a  terrible  oppression  on  his  mind;  an  imperfect 
dream  that  he  had  miudered  a  particular  Mend,  and  couldn't 
get  rid  of  the  body.  When  his  eyes  opened  it  was  staring 
him  fUU  in  the  fetce.  There  was  the  horrible  Homiay,  talTdng 
deep  truths  in  a  melodious  snuffle  and  pouring  forth  her 
mental  endowments  to  such  an  extent  that  the  Major's 
bitterest  enemy,  hearing  her,  would  have  forgiven  him  from 
the  bottom  of  his  heart.  Martin  might  have  done  something 
desperate  if  the  gong  had  not  sounded  for  supper;  but  sound 
it  did  most  opportunely ;  and  having  stationed  Mrs.  Hominy 
at  the  upper  end  of  the  table,  he  took  refiige  at  the  lower  end 
himself;  whence,  after  a  hasty  meal,  he  stole  away,  while  the 
lady  was  yet  busied  with  dried  beef  and  a  whole  saucer-full  of 
pickled  &dngs. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  give  an  adequate  idea  of  Mrs. 
Hominy's  freshness  next  day,  or  of  the  avidity  with  which 
she  went  headlong  into  moral  philosophy  at  breakfast.  Some 
little  additional  degree  of  asperity,  perhaps,  was  visible  in  her 
features,  but  not  more  than  the  pickles  would  have  naturally 
produced.  All  that  day  she  climg  to  Martin.  She  sat  beside 
him  while  he  received  his  friends — ^for  there  was  another 
Eeception,  yet  more  numerous  than  the  former — propounded 
theories,  and  answered  imaginary  objections  :  so  that  Martin 
really  began  to  think  he  must  be  dreaming,  and  speakLug  for 
two;  quoted  interminable  passages  fr^m  certain  essays  on 
government,  written  by  herself;    used  the  Major's  pocket- 
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handkeTcliief  aa  if  the  snuffle  were  a  temporaiy  malady,  of 
which  she  was  determined  to  rid  herself  by  some  means  or 
other ;  and,  in  short,  was  such  a  remarkable  companion,  that 
Martin  quite  settled  it  between  himself  and  his  conscienoe, 
that  in  any  new  settlement  it  would  be  absolutely  necessary 
to  haye  such  a  person  knocked  on  the  head  for  the  general 
peace  of  society. 

In  the  mean  time  Mark  was  busy,  from  early  in  the  morning 
until  late  at  night,  in  getting  on  board  the  steam-boat  such 
provisions,  tools,  and  other  necessaries,  as  they  had  been 
forewarned  it  would  be  wise  to  take.  The  purchase  of  these 
things,  and  the  settlement  of  their  bill  at  the  National, 
reduced  their  finances  to  so  low  an  ebb,  that  if  the  captain 
had  delayed  his  departure  any  longer,  they  would  have  been 
in  almost  as  bad  a  plight  as  the  unfortunate  poorer  emigrants, 
who  (seduced  on  board  by  solemn  adyertisement)  had  been 
liying  on  the  lower  deck  a  whole  week,  and  exhausting  their 
miserable  stock  of  provisions  before  the  voyage  commenced. 
There  they  were,  all  huddled  together,  wi^  the  engine  and 
the  fires.  Farmers  who  had  never  seen  a  plough ;  woodmen 
who  had  never  used  an  axe ;  builders  who  couldn't  make  a 
box;  cast  out  of  their  own  land,  with  not  a  hand  to  aid 
them :  newly  come  into  an  unknown  world,  children  in  help- 
lessness, but  men  in  wants — ^with  younger  children  at  their 
backs,  to  live  or  die  as  it  might  happen ! 

The  mominjg^  came ;  and  they  would  start  at  noon.  Noon 
came,  and  they  would  start  at  night.  But  nothing  is  eternal 
in  this  world :  not  even  the  procrastination  of  an  American 
skipper :  and  at  night  all  was  ready. 

Dispirited  and  weary  to  the  last  degree,  but  a  greater  lion 
than  ever  (he  had  done  nothing  all  the  afternoon  but  answer 
letters  from  strangers:  half  of  them  about  nothing:  half 
about  borrowing  money :  and  all  requiring  an  instantaneous 
reply),  Martin  walked  down  to  the  wharf,  through  a  concourse 
of  people,  with  Mrs.  Hominy  upon  his  arm;  and  went  on 
board.  But  Mark  was  bent  on  solving  the  riddle  of  this  lion- 
ship,  if  he  could*;  and  so,  not  without  the  risk  of  being  left 
behind,  ran  back  to  the  hotel. 

Captain  Kedgick  was  sitting  in  the  colonnade,  with  a  julep 
on  his  knee,  and  a  cigar  in  his  mouth.  He  caught  Mark's 
eye,  and  said : 

"  Why,  what  the  'Tamal  brings  you  here  ?  " 
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''  I  'U  tell  you  plamly  what  it  is,  Captain,''  said  Mack. 
'*  T  want  to  aak  you  a  question.'' 

**  A  man  may  ask  a  question,  so  he  may/'  returned 
Kedgick:  strongly  implying  that  aoother  man  might  not 
answer  a  question,  so  he  mightn't. 

<<  What  have  they  been  making  so  much  of  him  for,  now  ?  " 
said  Mark,  slyly.     "  Come  ! " 

''  Our  people  like  ez-dtement,"  answered  Eedgick,  sucking 
his  cigar. 

"  But  how  has  he  excited  'em  ?  "  asked  Mark. 

The  captain  looked  at  him  as  if  he  were  half  inclined  to 
unburden  his  mind  of  a  capital  joke. 

"  You  air  a  going  ?  "  he  said. 

"  Going !  "  cried  Mark.     "  Ain't  every  moment  precious?" 

*'  Our  people  like  ez-citement,"  said  the  Captain,  whisper- 
ing. ''He  ain't  like  emigrants  in  gin'ral;  aad  he  excited 
'em  along  of  this ; "  he  winked  and  burst  into  a  smothered 
laugh ;  ''  along  of  this.  Scadder  is  a  smart  man,  and — and 
•—nobody  as  goes  to  Eden  ever  comes  back  a-live ! " 

The  wharf  was  close  at  hand,  and  at  that  instant  Mark 
could  hear  them  shouting  out  his  name — could  even  hear 
Martin  calling  to  him  to  make  haste,  or  they  would  be 
separated.  It  was  too  late  to  mend  the  matter,  or  put  any 
fsice  upon  it  but  the  best.  He  gaye  the  Captain  a  parting 
benediction,  and  ran  off  like  a  racehorse. 

*'  Mark !  Mark !  "  cried  Martin. 

'  Here  am  I,  sir  ! "  shouted  Mark,  suddenly  relying  from 
the  edge  of  the  quay,  and  leaping  at  a  bound  on  board. 
"  Never  was  half  so  jolly,  sir.  All  right.  Haul  in !  Go 
a-head ! " 

The  sparks  from  the  wood  fire  streamed  upward  firom  the 
two  chimneys,  as  if  the  vessel  were  a  great  firework  just 
lighted ;  and  they  roared  away  upon  the  dark  water. 


lULBTIN  CHUZZLEWIT.  SOI 


CHAPTER  XXm. 

MABTIN   Aim   mS   FABTNEB   TAKB   POSSESSION   OF  THEIB   ESTATE.     THE 
JOYFUL  CCOASION  imrOLYES  SOME  FUBTHEB  ACCOUNT  OF  EDEN. 

Thebe  happened  to  be  on  board  the  eteamboat  several 
gentlemen  passengers,  of  the  same  stamp  as  Martin's  New 
York  Mend  Mr.  Bevan ;  and  in  their  society  he  was  cheerful 
and  happy.  They  released  him  as  well  as  they  could  from 
the  intellectual  entanglements  of  Mrs.  Hominy ;  and  exhibited, 
in  all  they  said  and  did,  so  much  good  sense  and  high  feeling, 
that  he  could  not  like  them  too  well.  **1£  this  were  a 
republic  of  Intellect  and  Worth,"  he  said,  "  instead  of 
vapouring  and  jobbing,  they  would  not  want  the  levers  to 
keep  it  in  motion." 

"Having  good  tools,  and  using  bad  ones,"  returned  Mr. 
Tapley,  ''would  look  as  if  they  was  rather  a  poor  sort  of 
carpenters,  sir,  wouldn't  it  ?  " 

Martin  nodded.  "  As  if  their  work  were  infinitely  above 
their  powers  and  purpose,  Mark;  and  they  botched  it  in 
consequence." 

"Tlie  best  on  it  is,"  said  Mark,  "that  when  they  do 
happen  to  make  a  decent  stroke ;  such  as  better  worlonen, 
with  no  such  opportunities,  make  every  day  of  their  lives  and 
think  nothing  of;  they  begin  to  sing  out  so  surprising  loud. 
Take  notice  of  my  words,  sir.  K  ever  the  defaulting  part  of 
this  here  country  pays  its  debts — along  of  finding  that  not 
paying  *em  won't  do  in  a  commercial  point  of  view,  you  see, 
and  is  inconvenient  in  its  consequences — ^they  '11  take  such  a 
shine  out  of  it,  and  make  such  bragging  speeches,  that  a  man 
might  suppose  no  borrow^  money  had  ever  been  paid  afore, 
since  the  world  was  first  begun.  That's  the  way  they 
gammon  each  other,  sir.  Bless  you,  I  know  'em.  Take 
notice  of  my  words,'  now ! " 

"  You  seem  to  be  growing  profoundly  sagacious ! "  cried 
Martin,  laughing. 
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''  Whether  that  is"  thought  Mark,  '' becaiuse  I  'm  a  day's 
journey  nearer  Eden,  and  am  brightening  up,  afore  I  die, 
I  can't  say.  P'raps  by  the  time  I  get  there,  I  shall  have 
growed  into  a  prophet." 

He  gave  no  utterance  to  these  sentiments ;  but  the  excessive 
joviality  they  inspired  within  him,  and  the  merriment  they 
brought  upon  his  shiniTig  face,  were  quite  enough  for  Martin. 
Although  he  might  sometimes  profess  to  make  light  of  his 
partner's  inexhaustible  cheerAilness  and  might  sometimes,  as 
in  the  case  of  Zephaniah  Scadder,  find  him  too  jocose  a 
commentator,  he  was  always  sensible  of  the  effect  of  his 
example  in  rousing  him  to  hopefulness  and  courage.  Whether 
he  were  in  the  humour  to  profit  by  it,  mattcftred  not  a  jot. 
It  was  contagious,  and  he  could  not  choo/se  but  be  affected. 

At  first  they  parted  with  some  of  their  passengers  once  or 
twice  a  day,  and  took  in  others  to  replace  them.  But  by 
degrees  the  towns  upon  their  route  became  more  thinly 
scattered;  and  for  many  hours  together  they  would  see  no 
other  habitations  than  the  huts  of  the  wood-cutters,  where 
the  vessel  stopped  for  i^el.  Sky,  wood,  and  water,  all  the 
livelong  day ;  and  heat  that  blistered  everything  it  touched. 

On  they  toiled  through  great  solitudes,  where  the  trees 
upon  the  banks  grew  thick  and  dose;  and  floated  in  the 
stream;  and  held  up  shrivelled  arms  from  out  the  river's 
depths;  and  slid  down  from  the  margin  of  the  land:  half 
growing,  half  decaying,  in  the  miiy  water.  On  through  the 
weary  day  and  melandioly  night :  beneath  the  burning  sun, 
and  in  the  mist  and  vapour  of  the  evening :  on,  until  return 
appeared  impossible,  and  restoration  to  their  home  a  miserable 
dream. 

They  had  now  but  few  people  on  board,  and  these  few  were 
as  flat,  as  dull  and  stagnant,  as  the  vegetation  that  oppressed 
their  eyes.  No  sound  of  cheer&lness  or  hope  was  heard ;  no 
pleasant  talk  beguiled  the  tardy  time ;  no  little  group  made 
common  cause  against  the  dull  depression  of  the  scene.  But 
that,  at  certain  periods,  they  swallowed  food  together  from  a 
common  trough,  it  might  have  been  old  Charon's  boat,  con- 
veying melancholy  shades  to  judgment. 

At  length  they  drew  near  New  Thermopylae ;  where,  that 
same  evening,  Mrs.  Hominy  would  disembark.  A  gleam  of 
comfort  sunk  into  Martin's  bosom  when  she  told  him  this« 
Mark  needed  none ;  but  he  was  not  displeased. 
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It  was  almost  night  wlien  they  came  alongside  the  landing- 
place — a  steep  bank  with  an  hote!,  like  a  bam,  on  the  top  of 
it ;  a  wooden  store  or  two ;  and  a  few  scattered  sheds. 

''You  sleep  here  to-night,  and  go  on  in  the  morning,  I 
suppose^  ma'am  ?"  said  Martin. 

"Where  should  I  go  on  to?"  cried  the  mother  of  the 
modem  Gracchi. 

"  To  New  Thermopylae." 

"My!  ain't  I  there?"  said  Mrs.  Hominy. 

Martin  looked  for  it  all  round  the  darkening  panorama; 
but  he  couldn't  see  it,  and  was  obliged  to  say  so. 

"Why  that's  it!"  cried  Mrs.  Hominy,  pointing  to  the 
sheds  just  mentioned. 

''That!'*  exclaimed  Martin. 

"  Ah !  that ;  and  work  it  which  way  you  will,  it  whips  Eden," 
said  Mrs.  Hominy,  nodding  her  head  with  great  expression. 

The  married  Miss  Hominy,  who  had  come  on  board  with 
her  husband,  gave  to  this  statement  her  most  unqualified 
support,  as  did  that  gentleman  also.  Martin  gratefully 
decHned  their  invitation  to  regale  himself  at  their  house 
during  the  half  hour  of  the  vessel's  stay ;  and  having  escorted 
Mrs.  Hominy  and  the  red  pocket-handkerchief  (which  was 
still  on  active  service)  safely  across  the  gangway,  returned  in 
a  thoughtM  mood  to  watch  the  emigrants  as  they  removed 
their  goods  ashore. 

Mark,  as  he  stood  beside  him,  glanced  in  his  face  from 
time  to  time;  anxious  to  discover  what  effect  this  dialogue 
had  had  upon  him,  and  not  unwilling  that  his  hopes  should  be 
dashed  before  they  reached  their  destination,  so  tiliat  the  blow 
he  feared,  might  be  broken  in  its  fall.  But  saving  that  he 
sometimes  looked  up  quickly  at  the  poor  erections  on  the  hill, 
he  gave  him  no  due  to,  what  was  passing  in  his  mind,  until 
they  were  again  upon  their  way. 

"  Mark,"  he  said  then,  "  are  there  really  none  but  ourselves 
on  board  this  boat  who  are  boimd  for  Eden  ?" 

"  None  at  all,  sir.  Most  of  'em,  as  you  know,  have  stopped 
short ;  and  the  few  that  are  left  are  going  Airther  on.  What 
matters  that !     More  room  there  for  us,  sir." 

"Oh,  to  be  sure!"  said  Martin.  "But  I  was  thinking " 
— ^and  there  he  paused. 

"Yes,  sir?"  observed  Mark. 

"  How  odd  it  was  that  the  people  should  have  arranged  to 
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tiy  iheir  fbrtane  at  a  wretched  hole  like  that,  for  instance, 
when  there  is  such  a  much  better,  and  such  a  rery  different 
kind  of  place,  near  at  hand,  as  one  may  say.'' 

He  spoke  in  a  tone  so  veiy  different  from  his  nsoal  con- 
fidence, and  with  such  an  obTions  dread  of  Mark's  reply,  that 
the  good-natured  fellow  was  full  of  pity. 

"  Whj,  you  know,  sir,"  said  Mark,  as  gently  as  he  could 
by  any  means  insinuate  the  observation,  ''we  must  guard 
against  being  too  sanguine.  There's  no  occasion  for  it, 
either,  because  we  're  determined  to  make  the  best  of  every- 
thing, after  we  know  the  worst  of  it.     Ain't  we,  sir  ?" 

Martin  looked  at  him,  but  answered  not  a  word. 

"  Even  Eden,  you  know,  ain't  all  built,"  said  Mark. 

'*In  the  name  of  Heaven,  man,"  cried  Martin  angnly, 
''  don't  talk  of  Eden  in  the  same  breath  with  that  place.  Are 
you  mad?  There — God  forgive  me! — don't  thiok  harshly 
of  me  for  my  temper ! " 

After  that,  he  turned  away,  and  walked  to  and  fro  upon  the 
deck  full  two  hours.  Nor  did  he  speak  again,  except  to  say 
''Good  night,"  imtil  next  day;  nor  even  then  upon  this 
subject,  but  on  other  topics  quite  foreign  to  the  purpose. 

As  they  proceeded  frurther  on  their  track,  and  came  more 
and  more  towards  their  journey's  end,  the  monotonous  desola- 
tion of  the  scene  increased  to  iliat  degree,  that  for  any  redeem- 
ing feature  it  presented  to  their  eyes,  they  might  have  entered, 
in  the  body,  on  the  grim  domains  of  Giant  Despair.  A  fiat 
morass,  bestrewn  with  fallen  timber ;  a  marsh  on  which  the 
good  growth  of  the  earth  seemed  to  have  been  wrecked  and 
cast  away,  that  from  its  decomposing  ashes  vile  and  ugly 
things  might  rise;  where  the  very  trees  took  the  aspect  of 
huge  weeds,  begotten  of  the  slime  from  which  they  sprung,  by 
the  hot  sun  that  burnt  them  up ;  where  fatal  maladies,  seek- 
ing whom  they  might  infect,  came  forth  at  night,  in  misty 
shapes,  and  creeping  out  upon  the  water,  hunted  them  like 
spectres  until  day ;  where  even  the  blessed  sim,  shining  down 
on  festering  elements  of  corruption  and  disease,  became  a 
horror;  this  was  the  realm  of  Hope  through  which  they  moved. 

At  last  they  stopped.  At  Eden  too.  •  The  waters  of  the 
Deluge  might  ha^ee  left  it  but  a  week  before :  so  choked  with 
sHme  and  matted  growth  was  the  hideous  swamp  which  bore 
that  name. 

There  being  no  depth  of  water  dose  in  shore,  they  landed 
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from  the  Teasel's  boat,  with  all  their  goods  beside  them. 
There  were  a  few  log-houses  visible  among  the  dark  trees ; 
the  best,  a  oow-shed  or  a  rude  stable ;  but  for  the  wharves, 
the  market-place,  the  public  buHdiiigs — 

"  Here  comes  an  Edener,"  said  Mark.  "  He  'U  get  us  help 
to  cany  these  things  up.   Keep  a  good  heart,  sir.  HalLo  there!" 

The  man  advanced  towards  them  through  the  thickening 
gloom,  veiy  slowly :  leaning  on  a  stick.  As  he  drew  nearer, 
they  observed  that  he  was  pale  and  worn,  and  that  his 
anadous  eyes  were  deeply  sunken  in  his  head.  His  dress  of 
homespun  blue  hung  about  him  in  rags ;  his  feet  and  head 
were  bare.  He  sat  down  on  a  stump  half-way,  and  beckoned 
them  to  come  to  him.  When  they  complied,  he  put  his 
liand  upon  his  side  as  if  in  pain,  and  while  he  fetdied  his 
breath  stared  at  them,  wondering. 

''  Strangers ! "  he  exclaimed,  as  soon  as  he  could  speak. 

"  The  very  same,''  said  Mark.     "  How  are  you,  sir  ?" 

"  I  've  had  the  fever  very  bad,"  he  answered  fiainHy.  "  I 
haven't  stood  upright  these  many  weeks.  Those  are  your 
notions  I  see,"  pointing  to  their  property. 

''  Yes,  sir,"  said  Mark,  they  are.  You  couldn't  recommend 
lis  some  one  as  would  lend  a  hand  to  help  carry  'em  up  to  the 
— ^to  the  town,  could  you,  sir?" 

''  My  eldest  son  would  do  it  if  he  could,"  replied  the  man ; 
*^  but  to-day  he  has  his  chill  upon  him,  and  is  lying  wrapped 
up  in  the  blankets.     My  youngest  died  last  week." 

''  I  'm  sorry  for  it,  governor,  with  aU  my  heart,"  said 
Mark,  shaking  him  by  the  hand.  '*  Don't  mind  us.  Come 
along  with  me,  and  I  'U  give  you  an  arm  back.  The  goods  is 
safe  enough,  sir," — ^to  Martin, — "there  ain't  many  people 
about,  to  make  away  with  'em.     What  a  comfort  that  is ! " 

*'No,"  cried  the  man.  ''You  must  look  for  such  folk 
here,"  knocking  his  stick  upon  the  ground,  "  or  yonder  in  the 
bush,  towards  tiie  north.  We  've  buried  most  of  'em.  The 
rest  have  gone  away.  Them  that  we  have  here,  don't  come 
out  at  night." 

"  The  night  air  ain't  quite  wholesome,  I  suppose  ?  "  said 
Mark. 

"  It's  deadly  poison,"  was  the  settler's  answer. 

Mark  showed  no  more  uneasiness  than  if  it  had  been  com- 
mended to  him  as  ambrosia ;  but  he  gave  the  man  his  arm, 
and  as  they  went  along  explained  to  him  the  nature  of  their 
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pnrchafie,  and  inquired  where  it  lay.  Close  to  his  own  log" 
house,  he  said ;  so  dose  that  he  had  used  their  dwelling  as  a 
store-house  for  some  com:  they  must  excuse  it  that  mghty 
but  he  would  endeavour  to  get  it  taken  out  upon  the  morrow. 
He  then  gave  them  to  understand,  as  an  additional  scrap  of 
local  chit-chat,  that  he  had  buried  the  last  proprietor  with  his 
own  hands ;  a  piece  of  information  which  Mark  also  received 
without  the  leaist  abatement  of  his  equanimity. 

In  a  word,  he  conducted  them  to  a  miserable  cabin,  rudely 
constructed  of  the  trunks  of  trees ;  the  door  of  which  had 
either  fallen  down  or  been  carried  away  long  ago ;  and  which 
was  consequently  open  to  the  wild  landscape  and  the  dark 
night.  Saving  for  the  little  store  he  had  mentioned,  it  was 
perfectly  bare  of  all  fdmiture ;  but  they  had  left  a  chest  upon 
the  landing-place,  and  he  gave  them  a  rude  torch  in  lieu  of 
candle.  This  latter  acquisition  Mark  planted  in  the  hearth, 
and  then  dedaring  that  the  mansion  ''  looked  quite  comfort- 
able," hurried  Martin  off  again  to  help  bring  up  the  chest. 
\nd  all  the  way  to  the  landing-place  and  back,  Mark  talked 
incessantly:  as  if  he  would  incise  into  his  partner's  breast 
some  faint  belief  that  they  had  arrived  under  the  most  aus- 
picious and  cheerful  of  all  imaginable  circumstances. 

But  many  a  man  who  would  have  stood  within  a  home 
dismantled,  strong  in  his  passion  and  design  of  vengeance, 
has  had  the  firmness  of  his  nature  conquered  by  the  razing  of 
an  air-built  castle.  When  the  log-hut  received  them  for  the 
second  time,  Martin  lay  down  upon  the  ground,  and  wept  aloud. 

"  Lord  love  you,  sir !  "  cried  Mr.  Tapley,  in  great  terror ; 
'*  don't  do  that !  Don't  do  that,  sir !  Anything  but  that ! 
It  never  helped  man,  woman,  or  child  over  the  lowest  fence 
yet,  sir,  and  it  never  will.  Besides  its  being  of  no  use  to 
you,  it 's  worse  than  of  no  use  to  me,  for  the  least  sound  of  it 
wiU  knock  me  fiat  down.  I  can't  stand  up  agia  it,  sir. 
Anything  but  that." 

There  is  no  doubt  he  spoke  the  truth,  for  the  extraordinary 
alarm  with  which  he  looked  at  Martin  as  he  paused  upon  his 
knees  before  the  chest,  in  the  act  of  imlocking  it,  to  say  these 
words,  sufficiently  confirmed  him. 

"  I  ask  your  forgiveness  a  thousand  times,  my  dear  fellow," 
said  Martin.  ''  I  couldn't  have  helped  it,  if  death  had  been 
the  penaliy." 

*'  Ask  my  forgiveness  I "  said  Mark,  with  his  accustomed 
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cheerMaess;  as  lie  proceeded  to  unpack  the  chest.  ''The 
head  partner  a  aaking  forgiyeness  of  Co.,  eh?  There  must 
be  something  wrong  in  the  firm  when  that  happens.  I  must 
have  the  books  inspected,  and  the  aoooimts  gone  oyer  imme- 
diate. Here  we  are.  Eyeiything  in  its  proper  place.  Here 's 
the  salt  pork.  Here's  the  biscuit.  Here's  tilie  whiskey — 
uncommon  good  it  smells  too.  Here 's  the  tin  pot.  This  tin 
pot 's  a  small  fortun'  in  itself !  Here 's  the  blankets.  Here 's 
the  axe.  Who  says  we  ain't  got  a  first-rate  fit  out  ?  I  feel 
as  if  I  was  a  cadet  gone  out  to  Indy,  and  my  noble  father  was 
chairman  of  the  Board  of  Directors.  Now,  when  I  'ye  got 
some  water  from  the  stream  afore  the  door  and  mixed  the 
grog/'  cried  Mark,  running  out  to  suit  the  action  to  the  word, 
''there's  a  supper  ready,  comprising  eyeiy  deHcacy  of  the 
season.  Here  we  are,  sir,  all  complete.  For  what  we  are 
going  to  receiye,  et  cetrer.  Lord  bless  you,  sir,  it 's  yeiy  like 
a  gipsy  party !  " 

It  was  impossible  not  to  take  heart,  in  the  company  of  such 
a  man  as  this.  Martin  sat  upon  the  ground  beside  the  box ; 
took  out  his  knife ;  and  ate  and  drank  sturdily. 

"  Now  you  see,"  said  Mark,  when  they  had  made  a  hearty 
meal;  ''with  your  knife  and  mine,  I  sticks  this  blanket  right 
afore  the  door,  or  where,  in  a  state  of  high  ciyOisation,  the 
door  would  be.  And  yeiy  neat  it  looks.  Then  I  stops  the 
aperture  below,  by  putting  the  chest  agin  it.  And  yeiy  neat 
that  looks.  Tlien  there 's  your  blanket,  sir.  Then  here 's 
mine.     And  what 's  to  hinder  our  passing  a  good  night  ?  " 

For  all  his  light-heaxted  speaking,  it  was  long  before  he 
slept  himself.  He  wrapped  his  blanket  round  him,  put  the 
axe  ready  to  his  hand,  and  lay  across  the  threshold  of  the 
door :  too  anxious  and  too  watchful  to  dose  his  eyes.  The 
noyelty  of  their  dreary  situation,  the  dread  of  some  rapacious 
animal  or  human  enemy,  the  terrible  uncertainty  of  their 
means  of  subsistence,  the  apprehension  of  death,  the  immense 
distance  and  the  hosts  of  obstacles  between  themselyes  and 
England,  were  fruitM  sources  of  disquiet  in  the  deep  silence 
of  the  night.  Though  Martin  would  haye  had  hhn  think 
otherwise,  Mark  felt  that  he  was  waking  also,  and  a  prey  to 
the  same  reflections.  This  was  almost  worse  than  all,  for  if 
he  began  to  brood  oyer  their  miseries  instead  of  trying  to 
make  head  against  them,  there  could  be  little  doubt  that  such 
a  state  of  mind  would  powerfully  assist  the  influence  of  the 


S98  UFB  AND  ADTENTUSES  OF 

pestilent  dimate.  Never  Iiad  the  liglit  of  day  heea  half  so 
weLoome  to  his  eyes,  as  when  awaMng  from  a  fitful  dcze, 
MaA  saw  it  shifiing  through  the  blanket  in  the  doorwaj. 

He  stole  oat  gently,  for  his  companion  was  sleeping  now ; 
and  having  lefireshed  himself  by  washing  in  the  river,  where 
it  flowed  before  the  door,  took  a  rongh  survey  of  the  settle- 
ment. There  were  not  above  a  score  of  cabins  in  the  whole ; 
half  of  these  appeared  untenanted ;  alL  were  rotten  and 
decayed.  The  most  tottering,  abject,  and  forlorn  among  them, 
'was  called,  with  great  propriety,  the  Bank,  and  National 
Credit  Office.  It  had  some  feeble  props  aboat  it,  bnt  was 
settling  deep  down  in  the  mad,  past  aU  recovery. 

Here  and  there,  an  e£E6rt  had  been  made  to  dear  thB 
land,  and  something  like  a  field  had  been  marked  out, 
where,  among  the  stamps  and  ashes  of  burnt  trees,  a  scanty 
crop  of  Indian  com  was  growing.  In  some  quarters,  a  snake 
or  zigzag  fence  had  been  begun,  but  in  no  instance  had 
it  been  completed ;  and  the  fallen  logs,  half  hidden  in  the 
soil,  lay  mouldering  away.  Three  or  four  meagre  d<^;ay 
wasted  and  vexed  with  hunger ;  some  long-legged  pigs,  wan- 
dering away  into  the  woods  in  search  of  food ;  some  children, 
nearly  naked,  gazing  at  him  from  the  huts;  were  all  the 
living  things  he  saw.  A  fetid  vapour,  hot  and  sickening  as 
the  breath  of  an  oven,  rose  up  from  Ihe  earth,  and  hung  on 
everything  around;  and  as  his  foot-prints  sunk  into  the 
marshy  ground,  a  black  ooze  started  forth  to  blot  them  out. 

Their  own  land  was  mere  forest.  The  trees  had  grown  so 
thick  and  dose  that  they  shouldered  one  another  out  of  their 
places,  and  the  weakest,  forced  into  shapes  of  strange  dis- 
tortion, languished  like  cripples.  The  best  were  stunted, 
ftom  the  pressure  and  the  want  of  room ;  and  high  about  the 
stems  of  aU,  grew  long  rank  grass,  dank  weeds,  and  frowsy 
underwood:  not  devisable  into  their  separate  kiudfl,  but 
tangled  all  together  in  a  heap ;  a  jungle  deep  and  dark,  with 
neither  earth  nor  water  at  its  roots,  but  putrid  matter,  farmed 
of  the  pulpy  ofial  of  the  two,  and  of  their  own  carruption. 

He  went  down  to  the  landing-place,  where  they  had  left 
their  goods  last  night ;  and  there  he  found  some  half-dozen 
men — ^wan  and  forlorn  to  look  at,  but  ready  enough  to  assist 
— ^who  hdped  him  to  cany  them  to  the  log-house.  They 
shook  their  heads  in  speaking  of  the  settlement,  and  had  no 
comfort  to  give  him.     Those  who  had  the  means  of  going 
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away^  had  all  deserted  it.  They  who  were  left,  had  lost  their 
wiveSy  their  children^  Mends,  or  brothers  there^  and  suffered 
much  themselyes.  Most  of  them  were  ill  then ;  none  were 
the  men  they  had  been  once.  They  frankly  offered  their 
assistance  and  adyicey  and  leaying  him  for  that  tLme,  went 
sadly  off  upon  their  several  tasks. 

Martin  was  by  this  time  stirring;  but  he  had  greatly 
changed,  even  in  one  night.  He  was  very  pale  and  languid ; 
he  s^ke  of  pains  and  weakness  in  his  limbs,  and  complained 
that  his  sight  was  dim,  and  his  voice  feeble.  Increasing  in 
his  own  briskness  as  the  prospect  grew  more  and  more  dismal, 
Mark  brought  away  a  door  from  one  of  the  deserted  houses, 
and  fitted  it  to  their  own  habitation ;  then  went  heudk.  again 
for  a  rude  bench  he  had  observed,  with  which  he  presently 
returned  in  triimiph ;  and  having  put  this  piece  of  furniture 
outside  the  house,  arranged  the  notable  tin-pot  and  other  such 
moveables  upon  it,  that  it  might  represent  a  dresser  or  a  side- 
board. Greatly  satisfied  with  this  arrangement,  he  next 
roUed  their  cask  of  fiour  into  the  house,  and  set  it  up  on  end 
in  one  comer,  where  it  served  for  a  sidetable.  No  better 
dining-table  could  be  required  than  the  chest,  which  he 
solemnly  devoted  to  that  usefrd  service  thenceforth.  Their 
blankets,  clothes,  and  the  like,  he  hung  on  pegs  and  nails. 
And  lastly,  he  brought  forth  a  great  placard  (which  Martin  in 
the  exultation  of  his  heart  had  prepared  with  his  own  hands 
at  the  National  Hotel),  bearing  the  inscription,  Chttzziewit 
&  Co.,  Abchitects  jlwd  SimvETOKs,  which  he  displayed 
upon  the  most  conspicuous  part  of  the  premises,  with  as  much 
gravity  as  if  the  thriving  ciiy  of  Eden  had  had  a  real  existence, 
and  they  expected  to  be  overwhelmed  with  business. 

"  These  here  tools,"  said  Mark,  bringing  forward  Martin's 
case  of  instruments  and  stickiug  the  compasses  upright  in  a 
stump  before  the  door,  ''  shall  be  set  out  in  the  open  air  to 
show  that  we  come  provided.  And  now,  if  any  gentleman 
wants  a  house  built,  he  'd  better  give  his  orders,  afore  we  're 
other  ways  bespoke." 

Considering  the  intense  heat  of  the  weather,  this  was  not  a 
bad  morning's  work;  but  without  pausing  for  a  moment, 
though  he  was  streaming  at  every  pore,  Mark  vanished  into 
the  house  again,  and  presently  reappeared  with  a  hatchet: 
intent  on  performing  some  impossibilities  with  that  implement. 

^'Here's  a  ugly  old  tree  in  the  way,  sir/'  he  observed. 


400  LIFE  AND  ADVBNTUBBS  OF 

''  which  'U  be  all  the  better  down.  We  can  build  the  oven  in 
the  afternoon.  There  never  was  such  a  handy  spot  for  day  as 
Eden  is.     That 's  conyenient,  anyhow." 

But  Martin  gave  him  no  answer.  He  had  sat  the  whole 
time  with  his  head  upon  his  hands,  gazing  at  the  current  as  it 
rolled  swiftly  by;  thinking,  perhaps,  how  faast  it  moyed 
towards  the  open  sea,  the  high  road  to  the  home  he  never 
would  behold  again. 

Not  even  the  vigorous  strokes  which  Mark  dealt  at  the  tree, 
awoke  him  irom  his  mournful  meditation.  Finding'  all  his 
endeavours  to  rouse  him  of  no  use,  Mark  stopped  in  his  work 
and  came  towards  him. 

Don't  give  in,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Tapl^. 
Oh,  Mark,"  returned  his  friend,  "  what  have  I  done  in  all 
my  life  that  has  deserved  this  heavy  fia,te  ?" 

"Why,  sir,"  returned  Mark,  "for  the  matter  of  that, 
everybody  as  is  here  might  say  the  same  thing ;  many  of  'em 
with  better  reason  p'raps  than  you  or  me.  Hold  up,  sir.  Do 
something.  Couldn*t  you  ease  your  mind,  now,  don't  you 
think,  by  makiug  some  personal  obserwations  in  a  letter  to 
Soadder?" 

"  No,"  said  Martin,  shaking  his  head  sorrowfully :  "  I  am 
past  that." 

"  But  if  you  're  past  that  already,"  returned  Mark,  "  you 
must  be  ill  and  ought  to  be  attended  to." 

"  Don't  mind  me,"  said  Martin.  "  Do  the  best  you  can  for 
yourself.  You'U  soon  have  only  yourself  to  consider.  And 
then  God  speed  you  home,  and  forgive  me  for  bringing  you 
here !  I  am  destined  to  die  in  this  place.  I  felt  it  the  instant 
I  set  foot  upon  the  shore.  Sleeping  or  wakiag,  Mark,  I 
dreamed  it  all  last  night." 

"  I  said  you  must  be  ill,"  returned  Mark,  tenderly,  "  and 
now  I  'm  sure  of  it.  A  touch  of  fever  and  ague  caught  on 
these  rivers,  I  daresay ;  but  bless  you,  that  *«  nothing.  It 's 
only  a  seasoning ;  and  we  must  all  be  seasoned,  one  way  or 
another.     That 's  religion,  that  is,  you  know,"  said  Mark. 

He  only  sighed  and  shook  his  head. 

"  Wait  half  a  minute,"  said  Mark  cheerily,  till  I  run  up  to 
one  of  our  neighbours  and  ask  what 's  best  to  be  took,  and 
borrow  a  little  of  it  to  give  you ;  and  to-morrow  you  '11  find 
yourself  as  strong  as  ever  again.  I  won't  be  gone  a  minute. 
Don't  give  in,  while  I  'm  away,  whatever  you  do  * " 
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Throwing  down  his  hatchet,  he  sped  away  immediately,  bnl 
Btopped  when  he  had  got  a  little  distance,  and  looked  back : 
then  hnxTied  on  again. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Tapley,"  said  Mark,  giving  himself  a  tremen- 
dous blow  in  the  chest  by  way  of  reviver,  "just  you  attend  to 
what  I  Ve  got  to  say.  Things  is  looking  about  as  bad  as 
they  can  look,  voimg  man.  You'll  not  have  such  another 
opportunity  for  diowing  your  jolly  disposition,  my  fine  feUow, 
as  long  as  you  live.  And  therefore,  Tapley,  Now 's  your  time 
to  come  out  strong ;  or  Never ! " 


TOL.    I. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

BEFOBTB  FBOOREBS  IN  OEBTAIN  HOMELT  MATTBB8  OT  LOYE,  HATBED^ 

JEALOUSY,  AND  BEYENGE. 

"Hallo,  Pecksniff!"  cried  Mr.  Jonas  from  the  parlour. 
"  Isn't  somebody  agoing  to  open  that  precious  old  door  of 
yours?" 

"  Immediately,  Mr.  Jonas.     Immediately." 

"  Ecod,"  muttered  the  orphan,  "not  before  it's  time  neither. 
Whoever  it  is,  has  knocked  three  times,  and  each  one  loud 
enough  to  wake  the — "  he  had  such  a  repugnance  to  the  idea 
of  waking  the  Dead,  that  he  stopped  even  then  with  the  words 
iipon  his  tongue,  and  said,  instead,  "  the  Seven  Sleepers." 

"Immediately,  Mr.  Jonas;  immediately,"  repeated  Peck- 
sniff. "  Thomas  Pinch  " — he  couldn't  make  up  his  mind,  in 
his  great  agitation,  whether  to  call  Tom  his  dear  Mend  or  a 
villain,  so  he  shook  his  fist  at  him  pro  tem» — "  go  up  to  my 
daughters'  room,  and  teU  them  who  is  here.  Say,  Silence. 
Silence !     Dou  you  hear  me,  sir  ?" 

"  Directly,  sir !"  cried  Tom,  departing,  in  a  state  of  much 
amazement,  on  his  errand. 

"  You  'U — ^ha  ha  ha ! — you  '11  excuse  me,  Mr.  Jonas,  if  I 
close  this  door  a  moment,  will  you  ?"  said  Pecksniff.  "  This 
may  be  a  professional  calL  Indeed  I  am  pretty  sure  it  is. 
Thank  you."  Then  Mr.  Pecksniff,  gently  warbling  a  rustic 
stave,  put  on  his  garden  hat,  seized  a  spade,  and  opened  the 
street  door:  calmly  appearing  on  the  threshold,  as  if  he 
thought  he  had,  from  his  vineyard,  heard  a  modest  rap,  but 
was  not  quite  certain. 

Seeing  a  gentleman  and  lady  before  him,  he  started  back 
in  as  much  confusion  as  a  good  man  with  a  crystal  conscience 
might  betray  in  mere  surprise.  Recognition  came  upon  him 
the  next  moment,  and  he  cried  : 

"  Mr.  Chuzzlewit !  Can  I  believe  my  eyes !  My  dear  sir ; 
my  good  sir !     A  joyful  hour ;  a  happy  hour  indeed.     Ptay 
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my  dear  sir,  walk  in.  You  find  me  in  my  garden-dress.  You 
will  excuse  it,  I  know.  It  is  an  ancient  pursuit,  gardening. 
Primitive,  my  dear  sir ;  for,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  Adam  was 
the  first  of  our  calling.  My  Eye,  I  grieve  to  say,  is  no  more, 
sir ;  but'' — ^here  he  pointed  to  his  spade,  and  shook  his  head, 
as  if  he  were  not  cheerful  without  an  effort — "  but  I  do  a 
little  bit  of  Adam  still." 

He  had  by  this  time  got  them  into  the  best  parlour,  where 
the  portrait  by  Spiller,  and  the  bust  by  Spoker,  were. 

"My  daughters,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "will  be  overjoyed. 
If  I  could  feel  weary  upon  such  a  theme,  I  should  have  been 
worn  out  long  ago,  my  dear  sir,  by  their  constant  anticipation 
of  this  happiness,  and  their  repeated  alLusions  to  our  meeting 
at  Mrs.  Todgers's.  Their  fair  young  Mend,  too,"  said  Mr. 
Pecksniff,  "  whom  they  so  desire  to  know  and  love — indeed  to 
know  her,  u  to  love — I  hope  I  see  her  well.  I  hope  in  say- 
ing, '  Welcome  to  my  humble  roof ! '  I  find  some  echo  in  her 
own  sentiments.  If  features  are  an  index  to  the  heart,  I  have 
no  fears  of  that.  An  extremely  engaging  expression  of  coim- 
tenanoe,  Mr.  Ghuzzlewit,  my  dear  sir — ^veiy  much  so ! " 

"Maiy,"  said  the  old  man,  "Mr.  Pecksniff  flatters  you. 
But  fiattery  from  him  is  worth  the  having.  He  is  not  a  dealer 
in  it,  and  it  comes  fix>m  his  heart.     We  thought  Mr. " 

"Pinch,"  said  Mary. 

"  Mr.  Pinch  would  have  arrived  before  ub,  Pecksniff." 

"  He  did  arrive  before  you,  my  dear  sir,"  retorted  Peck- 
sniff, raising  his  voice  for  the  edification  of  Tom  upon  the 
stairs,  "  and  was  about,  I  dare  say,  to  tell  me  of  your  coming, 
when  I  begged  him  first  to  knock  at  my  daughters'  chamber, 
and  inquire  after  Chanty,  my  dear  child,  who  is  not  so  well 
as  I  could  wish.  No,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  answering  their 
looks,  "I  am  sorry  to  say,  she  is  not.  It  is  merely  an 
hjBterical  affection;  nothing  more.  I  am  not  uneasy.  Mr. 
Pinch!  Thomas  !"  exclaimed  Pecksniff,  in  his  kindest  accents. 
"  Pray  come  in.  I  shall  make  no  stranger  of  you.  Thomas 
is  a  Mend  of  mine  of  rather  long  standing,  Mr.  Ghuzzlewit, 
you  must  know." 

"Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Tom.  "You  introduce  me  very 
kindly,  and  speak  of  me  in  terms  of  which  I  am  very  proud." 

"  Old  Thomas !  "  cried  his  master,  pleasantly,  "  God  bless 

you ! " 

Tom  reported  that  the  yoimg  ladies  would  appear  directly, 

dd2 
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and  that  the  best  refreshments  which  the  house  afforded  were 
even  then  in  preparation,  under  their  joint  superintendence. 
While  he  was  speaking,  the  old  man  looked  at  him  intentlj, 
though  with  less  harshness  than  was  common  to  him;  nor  did 
the  mutual  embarrassment  of  Tom  and  the  young  lady,  to 
whatever  cause  he  attributed  it,  seem  to  escape  his  observa- 
tion. 

**  Pdcksniff,"  he  said  after  a  pause,  risiag  and  taking  him 
aside  towards  the  window,  **  I  was  much  shocked  on  hearing 
of  my  brother's  death.  We  had  been  strangers  for  many 
years.  My  only  comfort  is,  that  "he  must  have  lived  the 
happier  and  better  man  for  having  associated  no  hopes  or 
schemes  with  me.  Peace  to  his  memory!  We  were  play- 
fellows once ;  and  it  would  have  been  better  for  us  both  if  we 
had  died  then." 

Finding  hiTn  in  this  gentle  mood,  Mr.  Pecksniff  began  to 
see  another  way  out  of  his  dificulties,  besides  the  casting 
overboard  of  Jonas. 

"  That  any  man,  my  dear  sir,  could  possibly  be  the  happier 
for  not  knowing  you,"  he  returned,  "you  will  excuse  my 
doubting.  But  that  Mr.  Anthony,  in  the  evening  of  his  life, 
was  happy  in  the  affection  of  his  excellent  son — a  pattern,  my 
dear  sir,  a  pattern  to  all  sons — and  in  the  care  of  a  distant 
relation,  who,  however  lowly  in  his  means  of  serving  him, 
had  no  bounds  to  his  inclination;  I  can  inform  you." 

'*  How 's  this  ?  "  said  the  old  man.  "  You  are  not  a 
legatee  ?  " 

"You  don't,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  with  a  melancholy 
pressure  of  his  hand,  "quite  understand  my  nature  yet,  I 
find.  No,  sir,  I  am  not  a  legatee.  I  am  proud  to  say  I  am 
not  a  legatee.  I  am  proud  to  say  that  neither  of  my  children 
is  a  legatee.  And  yet,  sir,  I  was  with  him  at  his  own  request. 
He  understood  me  somewhat  better,  sir.  He  wrote  and  said, 
'  I  am  sick.  I  am  sinking.  Come  to  me ! '  I  went  to  him. 
I  sat  beside  his  bed,  sir,  and  I  stood  beside  his  grave.  Yes, 
at  the  risk  of  offending  even  you,  I  did  it,  sir.  Though  the 
avowal  should  lead  to  our  instant  separation,  and  to  the  sever- 
ing of  those  tender  ties  between  us  which  have  recently  been 
formed,  I  make  it.  But  I  am  not  a  legatee,"  said  Mr.  Peck- 
sniff smiling  dispassionately ;  "  and  I  never  expected  to  be  a 
legatee.     I  knew  better !  " 

""'-  son  a  pattern ! "  cried  old  Martin.     "  How  can  you 
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tell  me  that  ?  My  brother  had  in  his  wealth  the  usual  doom 
of  wealth,  and  root  of  misery.  He  carried  his  corrupting 
influence  with  him,  go  where  he  would;  and  shed  it  round 
him,  even  on  his  hearth.  It  made  of  his  own  child  a  greedy 
expectant,  who  measured  every  day  and  hour  the  lessening 
distance  between  his  father  and  ilie  grave,  and  cursed  his 
tardy  progress  on  that  dismal  road." 

"  No  !  "  cried  Mr.  Pecksniff,  boldly.     "  Not  at  aH,  sir ! " 

''But  I  saw  that  shadow  in  his  house,"  said  Martin 
Chuzzlewit,  "  the  last  time  we  met,  and  warned  him  of  its 
presence.  I  know  it  when  I  see  it,  do  I  not  ?  I,  who  have 
Hved  within  it  all  these  years !  " 

"I  deny  it,"  Mr.  Pecksniff  answered,  warmly.  "I  deny 
it  altogether.  That  bereaved  young  man  is  now  in  this  house, 
sir,  seeking  in  change  of  scene  the  peace  of  mind  he  has  lost. 
Shall  I  be  backward  in  doing  justice  to  that  young  man,  when 
even  undertakers  and  coffin-makers  have  been  moved  by  the 
conduct  he  has  exhibited ;  when  even  mutes  have  spoken  in 
his  praise,  and  the  medical  man  hasn't  known  what  fo  do 
with  himself  in  the  excitement  of  his  feelings !  There  is  a 
person  of  the  name  of  Gamp,  sir — Mrs.  Gamp — ask  her. 
She  saw  Mr.  Jonas  in  a  trying  time.  Ask  her,  sir.  She  is 
respectable,  but  not  sentimental,  and  will  state  the  fact.  A 
line  addressed  to  Mrs.  Gamp,  at  the  Bird  Shop,  Eingsgate 
Street,  ffigh  Holbom,  London,  will  meet  with  every  attention. 
I  have  no  doubt.  Let  her  be  examined,  my  good  sir.  Strike, 
but  hear  !  leap,  Mr.  Chuzzlewit,  but  look  !  Forgive  me,  my 
dear  sir,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff  taking  both  his  hands,  ''  if  I  am 
warm;  but  I  am  honest,  and  must  state  the  truth." 

In  proof  of  the  character  he  gave  himself,  Mr.  Pecksniff 
suffered  tears  of  honesty  to  ooze  out  of  his  eyes. 

The  old  man  gazed  at  him  for  a  moment  with  a  look  of 
wonder,  repeating  to  himself,  "  Here  now !  In  this  house  !  " 
But  he  mastered  his  surprise,  and  said,  after  a  pause  : 

"  Let  me  see  him." 

"In  a  friendly  spirit,  I  hope  ?  "  said  Mr.  Pecksniff. 
*'  Forgive  me,  sir,  but  he  is  in  the  receipt  of  my  humble 
hospitaliiy." 

*'  I  said,"  replied  the  old  man,  "  let  me  see  him.  If  I  were 
disposed  to  regard  him  in  any  other  than  a  friendly  spirit,  I 
should  have  said,  keep  us  apart." 

**  Certainly,  my  dear  sir.   So  you  woidd.   You  are  frankness 
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itself,  I  know.  I  will  break  this  liappiness  to  him/'  said  Mr. 
Pecksniff  as  he  left  the  room,  **  if  you  will  excuse  me  for  a 
minute — gently." 

He  paved  the  way  to  the  disclosure  so  very  gently,  that  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  elapsed  before  he  returned  with  Mr.  Jonas. 
In  the  meantime  the  young  ladies  had  made  their  appearance, 
and  the  table  had  been  set  out  for  the  refreshment  of  the 
travellers. 

Now,  however  well  Mr.  Pecksniff,  in  his  morality,  had 
taught  Jonas  the  lesson  of  dutiful  behaviour  to  his  uncle, 
and  however  perfectly  Jonas,  in  the  cunning  of  his  nature, 
had  learnt  it,  that  young  man's  bearing,  when  presented  to 
his  father's  brother,  was  anything  but  manly  or  engaging. 
Perhaps,  indeed,  so  singular  a  mixture  of  defiance  and  obse- 
quiousness, of  fear  and  hardihood,  of  dogged  sullenness  and 
an  attempt  at  cringeing  and  propitiation,  never  was  expressed 
in  any  one  human  figure  as  in  that  of  Jonas,  when,  having 
raised  his  downcast  eyes  to  Martin's  face,  he  let  them  fall 
again,  and  imeasily  closing  and  unclosing  his  hands  without 
a  moment's  intermission,  stood  swinging  himself  from  side  to 
side,  waiting  to  be  addressed. 

"  Nephew,"  said  the  old  man.  "  You  have  been  a  dutiful 
son,  I  hear." 

''  As  dutiM  as  sons  in  general,  I  suppose,"  rettimed  Jonas, 
looking  up  and  down  once  more.  ^*  1  don't  brag  to  have  been 
any  better  than  other  sons ;  but  I  haven't  been  any  worse  I 
dare  say." 

''A  pattern  to  all  sons,  I  am  told,"  said  the  old  man, 
glancing  towards  Mr.  Pecksniff. 

**  Ecod ! "  said  Jonas,  looking  up  again  for  a  moment,  and 
shaking  his  head,  ''  I  've  been  as  good  a  son  as  ever  you  were 
a  brothei*.     It 's  the  pot  and  the  kettle,  if  you  come  to  that." 

"  You  speak  bitterly,  in  the  violence  of  your  regret,"  said 
Martin,  after  a  pause.     "  Give  me  your  hand." 

Jonas  did  so,  and  was  almost  at  his  ease.  ^'  Pecksniff,"  he 
whispered,  as  they  drew  their  chairs  about  the  table;  "I  gave 
him  as  good  as  he  brought,  eh?  He  had  better  look  at  home, 
before  he  looks  out  of  window,  I  think  ?  " 

Mr.  Pecksniff  only  answered  by  a  nudge  of  the  elbow,  which 
might  either  be  construed  into  an  indignant  remonstrance  or  a 
cordial  assent;  but  which,  in  any  case,  was  an  emphatic 
admonition  to  his  chosen  son-in-law  to  be  silent.     He  then 
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proceeded  to  do  the  honours  of  the  house  mth  his  accustomed 
ease  and  amiability. 

But  not  even  Mx,  Pecksniff's  guileless  merriment  could  set 
such  a  party  at  their  ease,  or  reconcile  materials  so  utterly 
discordant  and  conflicting  as  those  with  which  he  had  to  deal. 
The  unspeakable  jealousy  and  hatred  which  that  night's  ex- 
planation had  sown  in  Chariiy's  breast,  was  not  to  be  so 
easily  kept  down;  and  more  than  once  it  showed  itself  in 
such  intensiiy,  as  seemed  to  reilder  a  fidl  disclosure  of  all  the 
circumstances  then  and  there,  impossible  to  be  avoided.  The 
beauteous  Merry,  too,  with  aU.  the  glory  of  her  conquest  fresh 
upon  her,  so  probed  and  lanced  the  rankling  disappointment 
of  her  sister  by  her  capricious  airs  and  thousand  little  trials  of 
Mr.  Jonas's  obedience,  that  she  almost  goaded  her  into  a  flt 
of  madness,  aad  obHged  her  to  retire  from  table  in  a  burst  of 
passion,  hardly  less  yehement  than  that  to  which  she  had 
abandoned  herself  in  the  first  tumult  of  her  wrath.  The 
constraint  imposed  upon  the  family  by  the  presence  among 
them  for  the  first  time  of  Mary  Graham  (for  by  that  name  old 
Martin  Chuzzlewit  had  introduced  her)  did  not  at  all  improve 
this  state  of  things :  gentle  and  quiet  though  her  manner  was. 
Mr.  Pecksniff's  situation  was  peculiarly  trying:  for,  what  with 
having  constantly  to  keep  the  peace  between  his  daughters ; 
to  maintain  a  reasonable  show  of  affection  and  unity  in  his 
household;  to  curb  the  growing  ease  and  gaieiy  of  Jonas, 
which  vented  itself  in  sundry  insolences  towards  Mr.  Pinch, 
and  an  indefinable  coarseness  of  manner  in  reference  to  Mary 
•(they  being  the  two  dependants) ;  to  make  no  mention  at  aU 
of  his  having  perpetually  to  conciliate  his  rich  old  relative, 
and  to  smooth  down,  or  explain  away,  some  of  the  ten  thou- 
sand bad  appearances  and  combinations  of  bad  appearances, 
by  which  they  were  surrounded  on  that  unlucky  evening — 
what  with  having  to  do  this,  and  it  woidd  be  *  diOicult  to  sum 
up  how  much  more,  without  the  least  relief  or  assistance  from 
anybody,  it  may  be  easily  imagined  that  Mr.  Pecksniff  had  in 
his  enjoyment  something  more  than  that  usual  portion  of 
alloy  which  is  mixed  up  with  the  best  of  men's  delights. 
Perhaps  he  had  never  in  his  life  felt  such  relief  as  when  old 
Martia,  looking  at  his  watch,  announced  that  it  was  time 
to  go. 

"  We  have  rooms,"  he  said,  "  at  the  Dragon,  for  the  pre- 
sent.    I  have  a  fancy  for  the  evening  walk.     The  nights  are 
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dark  just  now :  perliaps  Mr.  Pinch  woxdd  not  object  to  light 
us  home  ?  " 

''My  dear  sir!"  cried  Pecksniff,  "I  shall  be  delighted. 
Meny,  my  child,  the  lantern." 

*'  Hie  lantern,  if  you  please,-  my  dear,"  said  Martin ;  "  but 
I  couldn't  think  of  taking  your  fietther  out  of  doors  to-night ; 
and,  to  be  brief,  I  won't." 

Mr.  Pecksniff  already  had  his  hat  in  his  hand,  but  it  was  so 
emphatically  said  that  he  paused. 

''I  take  Mr.  Pinch,  or  go  alone,"  said  Martin.  ''Which 
shall  it  be?" 

"  It  shall  be  Thomas,  sir,"  cried  Pecksniff  "  since  you  are 
so  resolute  upon  it.  Thomas,  my  friend,  be  very  care&l,  if 
you  please." 

Tom  was  in  some  need  of  this  injimction,  for  he  felt  so 
nervous,  and  trembled  to  such  a  degree,  that  he  found  it 
difficult  to  hold  the  lantern.  How  much  more  difficult  when, 
at  the  old  man's  bidding,  she  drew  her  hand  through  his — 
Tom  Pinch's — arm ! 

"And  so,  Mr.  Pinch,"  said  Martin,  on  the  way,  "you  are 
very  comfortably  situated  here ;  are  you  ?  " 

Tom  answered,  with  even  more  than  his  usual  enthusiasm, 
that  he  was  imder  obligations  to  Mr.  Pecksniff  which  the 
devotion  of  a  lifetime  would  but  imperfectly  repay. 

"  How  long  have  you  known  my  nephew  ?  "  asked  Martin. 

"  Your  nephew,  sir !  "  faltered  Tom. 

"  Mr.  Jonas  Chuzzlewit,"  said  Mary. 

"  Oh  dear,  yes,"  cried  Tom,  greatiy  relieved,  for  his  mind 
was  running  upon  Martin.  "  Certainly.  I  never  spoke  to 
him  before  to-night,  sir." 

"  Perhaps  half  a  lifetime  will  suffice  for  the  acknowledgment 
of  his  kindness,"  observed  the  old  man. 

Tom  felt  that  this  was  a  rebuff  for  him,  and  could  not  but 
understand  it  as  a  lefb-handed  hit  at  his  employer.  So  he 
was  silent.  Mary  felt  that  Mr.'Pinch  was  not  remarkable  for 
presence  of  mind,  and  that  he  could  not  say  too  little  under 
existing  circumstances.  So  she  was  silent.  The  old  man, 
disgusted  by  what  in  his  suspicious  nature  he  considered  a 
shameless  and  fulsome  puff  of  Mr.  Pecksniff,  which  was  a  part 
of  Tom's  hired  service  and  in  which  he  was  determined  to 
persevere,  set  him  down  at  once  for  a  deceitful,  servile, 
miserable  fawner.     So  he  was  silent.     And  though  they  wei^ 
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all  sufficiently  uncomfortable,  it  is  fair  to  say  that  Martin  was 
perhaps  the  most  so ;  for  he  had  felt  kindly  towards  Tom  at 
first,  and  had  been  interested  by  his  seeming  simplicity. 

"  You  're  like  the  rest/'  he  tiiought,  glancing  at  the  face  of 
the  unconscious  Tom.  **  You  had  nearly  imposed  upon  me, 
but  you  have  lost  your  labour.  You  're  too  zealous  a  toad- 
eater,  and  betray  yourself,  Mr.  Pinch." 

During  the  whole  remainder  of  the  walk,  not  another  word 
was  spoken.  First  among  the  meetings  to  which  Tom  had 
long  looked  forward  with  a  beating  heart,  it  was  memorable 
for  nothing  but  embarrassment  and  confusion.  They  parted 
at  the  Dragon  door ;  and  sighing  as  he  extinguished  the  candle 
in  the  lantern,  Tom  turned  back  again  over  the  gloomy  fields. 

As  he  approached  the  first  stile,  which  was  in  a  lonely  part, 
made  very  dark  by  a  plantation  of  young  firs,  a  man  slipped 
past  him  and  went  on  before.  Coming  to  the  stile  he  stopped, 
and  took  his  seat  upon  it.  Tom  was  rather  startled,  and  for 
a  moment  stood  still ;  but  he  stepped  forward  again  imme- 
diately, and  went  dose  up  to  him. 

It  was  Jonas;  swinging  his  legs  to  and  fro,  sucking  the 
head  of  a  stick,  and  looking  with  a  sneer  at  Tom. 

"Good  graciouB  me!"  cried  Tom,  "who  would  hare  thought 
of  its  being  you  !     You  followed  us,  then  ?  " 

"What's  that  to  you?"  said  Jonas.     " Go  to  the  devil !  " 

"  You  are  not  very  civil,  I  think,"  remarked  Tom. 

"  Civil  enough  for  you,**  retorted  Jonas.    "  "Who  are  you  ?  " 

"  One  who  has  as  good  a  right  to  common  consideration  as 
another,"  said  Tom,  mildly. 

"  You  *re  a  liar,"  said  Jonas.  "  You  haven't  a  right  to  any 
consideration.  You  haven't  a  right  to  anything.  You  're  a 
pretty  sort  of  fellow  to  talk  about  your  rights,  upon  my  soul ! 
Ha,  ha  ! — ^rights,  too ! " 

"  If  you  proceed  in  this  way,"  returned  Tom,  reddening, 
"  you  will  oblige  me  to  talk  about  my  wrongs.  But  I  hope 
your  joke  is  over." 

"  It 's  the  way  with  you  curs,"  said  Mr.  Jonas,  "  that  when 
you  know  a  man 's  iqi  real  earnest,  you  pretend  to  think  he  's 
joking,  so  that  you  may  turn  it  off.     But  that  won't  do  with 
me.     It 's  too  .  stale.     Now  just  attend  to  me  for  a  bit,  Mr 
Pitch,  or  Witch,  or  Stitch,  or  whatever  your  name  is." 

"  My  name  is  Pinch,"  observed  Tom.  "  Have  the  goodness 
to  call  me  by  it." 
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"  What !  You  mustii't  even  be  called  out  of  your  namB, 
mustn't  you ! ''  cried  Jonas.  ''  Pauper  'prentices  are  looking 
up,  I  think.  Eoody  we  manage  'em  a  little  better  in  the 
city!" 

"  Never  mind  what  you  do  in  the  city,"  said  Tom.  "  Wh.at 
have  you  got  to  say  to  me  ?  " 

"Just  this,  Mister  Pinch,"  retorted  Jonas,  thrusting'    his 
face  so  dose  to  Tom's  that  Tom  was  obHged  to  retreat  a  step, 
"  1  advise  you  to  keep  your  own  counsel,  and  to  avoid  tittle- 
tattle,  and  not  to   cut   in  where  you're  not  wanted.      I've 
heard  something  of  you,  my  friend,  and  your  meek  ways ;  and 
I  recommend  you  to  forget  'em  till  I'm  married  to  one  of 
Pecksniff's  gals,  and  not  to  curry  favour  among  my  relations, 
but  to  leave  the  course  dear.     You  know,  when  curs  won't 
leave  the  course  dear,  they  're  whipped  off ;  so  this  is  kind 
advice.     Do  you  understand  ?     Eh?     Damme,  who  are  yon," 
cried  Jonas,  with  increased  contempt,  ''  that  you  should  walk 
home  with  themy  unless  it  was  behind  'em,  like  any  other 
servant  out  of  livery  ?" 

•'*  Come!"  cried  Tom,  "  I  see  that  you  had  better  get  off 
the  stile,  and  let  me  pursue  my  way  home.  Make  room  for 
me,  if  you  please." 

"  Don't  think  it ! "  said  Jonas,  spreading  out  his  legs. 
*'  Not  till  I  choose.  And  I  don't  choose  now.  What ! 
You're  afraid  of  my  making  you  split  upon  some  of  your 
babbling  just  now,  are  you.  Sneak  ?" 

"I  am  not  afraid  of  many  things,  I  hope,"  said  Tom; 
**  and  certainly  not  of  anything  that  you  will  do.  I  am  not  a 
tale-bearer,  and  I  despise  all  meanness.  You  quite  mistake 
me.  Ah!"  cried  Tom,  indignantly.  "Is  this  manly  from 
one  in  your -position  to  one  in  mine?  Please  to  make  room 
for  me  to  pass.     The  less  I  say,  the  better." 

"The  less  you  say!"  retorted  Jonas,  dangling  his  legs  the 
more,  and  taking  no  heed  of  this  request.  "  You  say  very 
little,  don't  you  ?  Ecod,  I  should  like  to  know  what  goes  on 
between  you  and  a  vagabond  member  of  my  family.  There 's 
very  littie  in  that,  too,  I  daresay !" 

"  I  know  no  vagabond  member  of  your  family,"  cried  Tom, 
stoutly. 

"  You  do  !"  said  Jonas. 

"I  don't,"  said  Tom.  "Your  unde's  namesake,  if  you 
mean  him,  is  no  vagabond.     Any  comparison  between  you 
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and  him" — ^Tom   snapped  his   fingers  at  him,  for  he  was 
rising  fast  in  wrath — "  is  immeasurably  to  your  disadvantage.'' 

*'  Oh  indeed  !"  sneered  Jonas.  "  And  what  do  you  think 
of  his  deary — ^his  beggarly  leavings,  eh,  Mister  Pinch?" 

"  I  don't  mean  to  say  another  word,  or  stay  here  another 
instant,"  replied  Tom. 

"  As  I  told  you  before,  you  're  a  liar,"  said  Jonas,  eooUy. 
**  You  'U  stay  here  till  I  give  you  leave  to  go.  Now  keep 
where  you  are,  will  you ! " 

He  flourished  his  stick  over  Tom's  head ;  but  in  a  moment 
it  was  spinning  harmlessly  in  the  air,  and  Jonas  himself  lay 
sprawling  in  the  ditch.  In  the  momentary  struggle  for  the 
stick,  Tom  had  brought  it  into  violent  contact  with  his 
opponent's  forehead ;  and  the  blood  weUed  out  proftisely  from 
a  deep  cut  on  the  temple.  Tom  was  first  apprised  of  this  by 
seeing  that  he  pressed  his  handkerchief  to  the  wounded  part, 
and  staggered  as  he  rose :  being  stunned. 

"Are  you  hurt?"  said  Tom.  "I  am  very  sorry.  Lean 
on  me  for  a  moment.  You  can  do  that  without  forgiving  me, 
if  you  still  bear  me  malice.  But  I  don't  know  why ;  for  I 
never  offended  you  before  we  met  on  this  spot." 

He  made  him  no  answer :  not  appearing  at  first  to  understand 
him,  or  even  to  know  that  he  was  hurt,  though  he  several 
times  took  his  handkerchief  from  the  cut  to  look  vacantly  at 
the  blood  upon  it.  After  one  of  these  examinations,  he 
looked  at  Tom,  and  then  there  was  an  expression  in  his 
features,  which  showed  that  he  understood  what  had  taken 
place,  and  woidd  remember  it. 

Nothing  more  passed  between  them  as  they  went  home. 
Jonas  kept  a  little  in  advance,  and  Tom  Pinch  sadly  followed : 
thinking  of  the  grief  which  the  knowledge  of  tins  quarrel 
must  occ€U3ion  his  excellent  benefactor.  When  Jonas  knocked 
at  the  door,  Tom's  heart  beat  high ;  higher  when  Miss  Mercy 
answered  it,  and  seeing  her  wounded  lover,  shrieked  aloud ; 
higher  when  he  followed  them  into  the  fkmily  pcurlour; 
higher  than  at  any  other  time  when  Jonas  spoke. 

"  Don't  make  a  noise  about  it,"  he  said.  "  It 's  nothing 
worth  mentioning.  I  didn't  know  the  road ;  the  night 's  very 
dark;  and  just  as  I  came  up  with  Mr.  Pinch" — ^he  turned 
his  6ice  towards  Tom,  but  not  his  eyes — "  I  ran  against  a 
tree.     It's  only  skin  deep." 

"Cold  water,    Merry,    my  child!"    cried   Mr.    Pecksniff. 
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Brown  paper !     Scissors !     A  piece  of  old  linen !     Charity, 
my  dear,  make  a  bandage.     Bless  me,  Mr.  Jonas  ! " 

"  Oh,  bother  your  nonsense,"  returned  the  gracious  son-in- 
law  elect.  "  Be  of  some  use  if  you  can.  If  you  can't,  get 
out!" 

Miss  Charity,  though  called  upon  to  lend  her  aid,  sat  upright 
in  one  comer,  with  a  smile  upon  her  fSa^^e,  and  didn't  move 
a  finger.  Though  Mercy  laved  the  wound  herself;  and 
Mr.  Pecksniff  held  the  patient*s  head  between  his  two  hands, 
as  if  without  that  assistance  it  must  inevitably  come  in  half; 
and  Tom  Pinch,  in  his  guilty  agitation,  shook  a  bottle  of 
Dutch  Drops  until  they  were  nothing  but  English  Froth,  and 
in  his  other  hand  sustained  a  formidable  carving-knife,  really 
intended  to  reduce  the  swelling,  but  apparently  designed 
for  the  ruthless  infliction  of  another  wound  as  soon  as  that 
was  dressed;  Charity  rendered  not  the  least  assistance,  nor 
uttered  a  word.  But  when  Mr.  Jonas' s  head  was  bound  up, 
and  he  had  gone  to  bed,  and  everybody  else  had  retired,  and 
the  house  was  quiet,  Mr.  Pinch,  as  he  sat  mournfully  on  his 
bedstead,  ruminating,  heard  a  gentle  tap  at  his  door;  and 
opening  it,  saw  her,  to  his  great  astonishment,  standing 
before  him  with  her  fijiger  on  her  lip. 

"  Mr.  Pinch,"  she  whispered.  *'  Dear  Mr.  Pinch !  teU  me 
the  truth !  You  did  that  ?  There  was  some  quarrel  between 
you,  and  you  struck  him  ?     I  am  sure  of  it ! " 

It  was  the  first  time  she  had  ever  spoken  kindly  to  Tom,  in 
all  the  many  years  they  had  passed  together.  He  was 
stupified  with  amazement. 

*'  Was  it  so,  or  not  ?"  she  eagerly  demanded. 

"  I  was  very  much  provoked,"  said  Tom. 

/* Then  it  was?",  cried  Charity,  with  sparkling  eyes. 

"Ye-yes.  We  had  a  struggle  for  the  path,"  said  Tom. 
"  But  I  didn't  mean  to  hurt  him  so  much." 

**Not  so  much!"  she  repeated,  clenching  her  hand  and 
stampiog  her  foot,  to  Tom's  great  wonder.  "  Don't  say  that. 
It  was  brave  of  you.  I  honour  you  for  it.  If  you  should 
ever  quarrel  again,  don't  spare  him  for  the  world,  but  beat 
him  down  and  set  your  shoe  upon  him.  Not  a  word  of 
this  to  anybody.  Dear  Mr.  Pinch,  I  am  your  fidend  from  to- 
night.    I  am  always  your  friend  from  this  time." 

She  turned  her  flushed  face  upon  Tom  to  confirm  her  words 
by  its   kindling   expression;    and    seizing    his   right   hand. 
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pressed  it  to  her  breast,  and  kissed  it.  And  there  was 
nothing  personal  in  this  to  render  it  at  all  embarrassing,  for 
even  Tom,  whose  power  of  observation  was  by  no  means 
remarkable,  knew  from  the  energy  with  which  she  did  it  that 
she  woidd  have  fondled  any  hand,  no  matter  how  bedaubed 
or  dyed,  that  had  broken  the  head  of  Jonas  Chnzzlewit. 

Tom  went  into  his  room  and  went  to  bed,  fuU  of  uncomfort- 
able thoughts.  That  there  should  be  any  such  tremendous 
division  in  the  family  as  he  knew  must  have  taken  place  to 
convert  Charity  Pecksniff  into  his  friend,  for  any  reason,  but, 
above  aH,  for  tiiat  which  was  clearly  the  real  one ;  that  Jonas, 
who  had  assailed  him  with  such  exceeding  coarseness,  should 
have  been  sufficiently  magnanimous  to  keep  the  secret  of  their 
quarrel ;  and  that  any  train  of  circumstances  should  have  led 
to  the  commission  of  an  assault  and  batteiy  by  Thomas  Pinch 
upon  any  man  calling  himself  the  friend  of  Seth  Pecksniff; 
were  matters  of  such  deep  and  painful  cogitation,  that  he 
coidd  not  close  his  eyes.  His  own  violence,  in  particular,  so 
preyed  upon  the  generous  mind  of  Tom,  that  coupling  it  with 
the  many  former  occasions  on  which  he  had  given  Mr. 
Pecksniff  pain  and  anxiety  (occasions  of  which  that  gentle- 
man often  reminded  him),  he  really  began  to  regard  himself 
as  destined  by  a  mysterious  fate  to  be  the  evil  genius  and 
bad  angel  of  his  patron.  But  he  fell  aaleep  at  last  and 
dreamed — ^new  source  of  waking  imeasiness — ^that  he  had 
betrayed  his  trust,  and  run  away  with  Mary  Graham. 

It  must  be  acknowledged  tiliat,  asleep  or  awake,  Tom*s 
position  in  reference  to  this  young  lady  was  frill  of  uneasiness. 
The  more  he  saw  of  her,  tilie  more  he  admired  her  beauty, 
her  intelligence,  the  amiable  qualities  that  even  won  on  the 
divided  house  of  Pecksniff,  and  in  a  few  days  restored  at  all 
events  the  semblance  of  harmony  and  kindness  between  the 
angry  sisters.  When  she  spoke,  Tom  held  his  breath,  so 
eagerly  he  listened;  when  she  sang,  he  sat  like  one  entranced. 
She  touched  his  organ,  and  from  that  bright  epoch  even  it,  the 
old  companion  of  his  happiest  hours,  incapable  as  he  had 
thought  of  elevation,  began  a  new  and  deified  existence. 

God's  love  upon  thy  patience,  Tom  I  Who  that  had  beheld 
thee,  for  three  summer  weeks,  poring  through  half  the  dead- 
long  night  over  the  jingling  anatomy  of  that  inscrutable  old 
harpsichord  in  the  back  parlour,  could  have  missed  the 
entrance  to  thy  secret  heart :  albeit  it  was  dimly  known  te 
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thee?    Who  that  had  seen  the  glow  upon  thy  cheek  when 
leaning  down  to  listen,  after  hours  of  labour,  for  the  sound  of 
one  incorrigible  note,  thou  foundest  that  it  had  a  voice  at 
last,  and  wheezed  out  a  flat  something  distantly  akin  to  what 
it  ought  to  be, — ^would  not  haye  known  that  it  was  destined 
for  no  common  touch,  but  one  that  smote,  though  gently  as 
an  angel's  hand,  upon  the  deepest  chord  within  thee  !     And 
if  a  Mendly  glance— ay,  even  though  it  were  as  guileless  as 
thine  own.  Dear  Tom— <x)uLd  but  have  pierced  the  twilight  of 
that  evening,  when,  in  a  voice  weU  tempered  to  the  time,  sad, 
sweet,  and  low,  yet  hopefiil,  she  first  sang  to  the  altered 
instrument,  and  wondered  at  the  change;  and  thou,  sitting 
apart  at  the  open  window,  kept  a  glad  silence  and  a  swelling 
heart — ^must  not  that  glance  have  read  perforce  the  dawning 
of  a  story,  Tom,  that  it  were  weU  for  thee  had  never  been  begun ! 

Tom  Pinch's  situation  was  not  made  the  less  dangerous  or 
difBlcult,  by  the  fact  of  no  one  word  passing  between  them  in 
reference  to  Martin.  Honourably  mindful  of  his  promise, 
Tom  gave  her  opportunities  of  all  kinds.  Early  and  late  he 
was  in  the  church ;  in  her  favourite  walks ;  in  the  village,  in 
the  garden,  in  the  meadows ;  and  in  any  or  all  of  these  places 
he  might  have  spoken  freely.  But  no  :  at  all  such  times  she 
carefully  avoided  him,  or  never  came  in  his  way  unaccom- 
panied. It  could  not  be  that  she  disliked  or  distrusted  him, 
for  by  a  thousand  little  delicate  means,  too  slight  for  any 
notice  but  his  own,  she  singled  him  out  when  others  were 
present,  and  showed  herself  the  very  soul  of  kindness.  Could 
it  be  that  she  had  broken  with  Martin,  or  had  never  returned 
his  affection,  save  in  his  own  bold  and  heightened  fancy? 
Tom's  cheek  grew  red  with  self-reproach,  as  he  dismissed  ^e 
thought. 

ALL  this  trine  old  Martin  came  and  went  in  his  own  strange 
manner,  or  sat  among  the  rest  absorbed  within  himself  and 
holding  little  intercourse  with  any  one.  Although  he  was 
unsocial,  he  was  not  wilful  in  other  things,  or  troublesome,  or 
morose :  being  never  better  pleased  than  when  they  left  him, 
quite  unnoticed  at  his  book,  and  pursued  their  own  amuse- 
ments in  his  presence,  unreserved.  It  was  impossible  to 
discern  in  whom  he  took  an  interest,  or  whether  he  had  an 
interest  in  any  of  them.  Unless  they  spoke  to  biTn  directly, 
he  never  showed  that  he  had  ears  or  eyes  for  anything  that 
passed. 
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One  day  the  lively  Meny,  sifcting  with  downcast  eyes  xinder 
a  shady  tree  in  the  churchyard^  whither  she  had  retired  after 
fatigoing  herself  by  the  imposition  of  sundry  trials  on  the 
temper  of  Mr.  Jonas,  felt  that  a  new  shadow  came  between 
her  and  the  sun.  Raising  her  eyes  in  the  expectation  of 
seeing  her  betrothed,  she  was  not  a  little  surprised  to  see  old 
Martin  instead.  Her  surprise  was  not  diminished  when  he 
took  his  seat  upon  the  turf  beside  her,  and  opened  a  conver- 
sation thus : — 

*'  When  axe  you  to  be  married  ?  " 

''  Oh !  dear  Mr.  Chuzzlewit,  my  goodness  me  I  I  'm  sure  I 
don't  know.     Not  yet  awhile,  I  hope.** 

"  You  hope  ?  "  said  the  old  man. 

It  was  very  gravely  said,  but  she  took  it  for  banter,  and 
giggled  excessively. 

**  Come  ! "  said  the  old  man,  with  unusual  kindness,  '*  you 
are  young,  good-looking,  and  I  think  good-natured!  Frivolous 
you  are,  and  love  to  be,  undoubtedly;  but  you  must  have 
some  heart.*' 

*'  I  have  not  given  it  all  away,  I  can  teU  you,"  said  Merry, 
nodding  her  head  shrewdly,  and  plucking  up  the  grass. 

"  Have  you  parted  with  any  of  it  ?  " 

She  threw  ^e  grass  about,  and  looked  another  way,  but 
said  nothing. 

Martin  repeated  his  question. 

*'  Lor,  my  dear  Mr.  Chuzzlewit !  really  you  must  excuse 
me  !     How  very  odd  you  are." 

"If  it  be  odd  in  me  to  desire  to  know  whether  you  love  the 
young  man  whom  I  understand  you  are  to  marry,  I  am  very 
odd,"  said  Martin.     "  For  that  is  certainly  my  wish." 

"  He 's  such  a  monster,  you  know,"  said  Merry,  pouting. 

"  Then  you  don't  love  him  f  "  returned  the  old  man.  "  Is 
that  your  meaning  ?  " 

"  Why,  my  dear  Mr.  Chuzzlewit,  I  *m  sure  I  tell  him  a 
hundred  times  a-day  that  I  hate  him.  You  must  have  heard 
me  teU  him  that." 

"  Often,"  said  Martin. 

"  And  so  I  do,"  cried  Merry.     "  I  do  positively.*' 

"  Being  at  the  same  time  engaged  to  marry  him,"  observed 
the  old  man. 

"  Oh  yes,**  said  Merry.  "  But  I  told  the  wretch — my  dear 
Mr.  Chuzzlewit,  I  told  him  when  he  asked  me — that  if  I  ever 
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did  many  him,  it  should  only  be  that  I  might  hate  and  teaze 
him  all  my  life." 

She  had  a  suspicion  that  the  old  man  regarded  Jonas  with 
anything  but  favour,  and  intended  these  remarks  to  be 
extremely  captivating.  lie  did  not  appear,  however,  to 
regard  them  in  that  Hght  by  any  means ;  for  when  he  spoke 
again,  it  was  in  a  tone  of  severity. 

*^  Look  about  you,"  he  said,  pointing  to  the  graves ;  ''  and 
remember  that  from  your  bridal  hour  to  the  day  which  sees 
you  brought  as  low  as  these,  and  laid  in  such  a  bed,  there 
will  be  no  appeal  against  him.  Think,  and  speak,  and  act, 
for  once,  like  an  accountable  creature.  Is  any  control  put 
upon  your  inclinations  ?  Are  you  forced  into  this  match  ? 
Are  you  insidiously  advised  or  tempted  to  contract  it,  by  any 
one  ?     I  will  not  ask  by  whom :  by  any  one  ?  " 

"No,"  said  Merry,  shrugging  her  shoulders.  "I  don't 
know  that  I  am." 

*'  Don't  know  that  you  are !     Are  you  ?  " 

**  No,"  replied  Meny.  "  Nobody  ever  said  anything  to  me 
about  it.  If  any  one  had  tried  to  make  me  have  him,  I 
wouldn't  have  had  him  at  aU." 

''  I  am  told  that  he  was  at  first  supposed  to  be  your  sister's 
admirer,"  said  Martin. 

"  Oh,  good  gracious !  My  dear  Mr.  Chuzzlewit,  it  would 
be  very  hard  to  make  him,  though  he  is  a  monster,  aocoimt- 
able  for  other  people's  vanity,"  said  Merry.  '*  And  poor  dear 
Cherry  is  the  vainest  darliTig !  " 

"  It  was  her  mistake  then  ?  " 

"  I  hope  it  was,"  cried  Meny;  "but,  all  along,  the  dear 
child  has  been  so  dreadAilly  jealous  and  so  cross,  ihat,  upon 
my  word  and  honour,  it 's  impossible  to  please  her,  and  it 's 
of  no  use  trying." 

"  Not  forced,  persuaded,  or  controlled,"  said  Martin, 
thoughtfully.  "  And  that 's  true,  I  see.  There  is  one  chance 
yet.  You  may  have  lapsed  into  this  engagement  in  very 
giddiness.  It  may  have  been  the  wanton  act  of  a  light  head. 
Is  that  so  ?  " 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Chuzzlewit,"  simpered  Meny,  "  as  to  light- 
headedness, there  never  was  such  a  feather  of  a  head  as 
mine.  It 's  a  perfect  balloon,  I  declare !  You  never  did,  you 
know ! " 

He  waited  qidetly  *tiIL  she  had  finished,  and  then  said, 
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steadily  and  slowly,  and  in  a  soffcened  voice,  as  if  he  would 
still  invite  lier  confidence : 

"  Have  you  any  wish — or  is  there  anytiiing  within  your 
breast  that  whispers  you  may  form  the  wish,  if  you  have  time 
to  think — ^to  be  released  from  this  engagement  ?  " 

Again  Miss  Merry  pouted,  and  looked  down,  and  plucked 
the  grass,  and  shrugged  her  shoulders.  No.  She  didn't 
know  that  she  had.  She  was  pretty  sure  she  hadn't.  Quite 
sure,  she  might  say.     She  "  didn't  mind  it." 

"  Has  it  ever  occurred  to  you,"  said  Martin,  **  that  your 
married  life  may  perhaps  be  miserable,  faJl  of  bitterness,  and 
most  unhappy  ?" 

Merry  looked  down  again ;  and  now  she  tore  the  grass  up 
by  the  roots. 

"My  dear  Mr.  Chuzdewit,  what  shocking  words!  Of 
course,  I  shall  quarrel  with  him ;  I  should  quarrel  with  any 
husband;  Married  people  always  quarrel,  I  beHeve.  But  as 
to  being  miserable,  and  bitter,  and  all  those  dreadful  things, 
you  know,  why  I  couldn'l  be  absolutely  that,  unless  he  always 
had  the  best  of  it ;  and  I  mean  to  have  the  best  of  it  myself. 
I  always  do  now,"  cried  Merry,  nodding  her  head,  and  giggling 
veiy  much ;  "  for  I  make  a  perfect  slave  of  the  creature." 

"  Let  it  go  on,"  said  Martin,  rising.  "  Let  it  go  on !  I 
sought  to  know  your  mind,  my  dear,  and  you  have  shown  it 
me.  I  wish  you  joy.  Joy!"  he  repeated,  looking  ftdl  upon 
her,  and  pointing  to  the  wicket-gate  where  Jonas  entered  at 
the  moment.  And  then,  without  waiting  for  his  nephew,  he 
passed  out  at  another  gate,  and  went  away. 

"  Oh  you  terrible  old  man !"  cried  the  facetious  Merry  to 
herself.  **  What  a  perfectly  hideous  monster  to  be  wandering 
about  churchyards  in-  the  broad  daylight,  frightening  people 
out  of  their  wits  !  Don't  come  here.  Griffin,  or  I  '11  go  away 
directly." 

Mr.  Jonas  was  the  GrifSn.  He  sat  down  upon  the-  grass  at 
her  side,  in  spite  of  this  warning,  and  sulkily  inquired : 

"  What 's  my  undo  been  a  talking  about  ?" 

"  About  you,"  rejoined  Meny.  "  He  says  you  're  not  half 
good  enough  for  me." 

"  Oh  yes,  I  dare  say !  We  all  know  that.  He  means  to 
give  you  some  present  worth  having,  I  hope.  Did  he  say 
anything  that  looked  like  it?" 

"  That  he  didn't !"  cried  Merry,  most  decisively. 
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"  A  stingy  old  dog  he  is,"  said  Jonas.     "  Wefl?" 

"GrUBSn!"  cried  Miss  Mercy,  in  counterfeit  amazement; 
"  what  are  you  doing,  Griffin  ?" 

"  Only  giving  you  a  squeeze,"  said  the  discomfited  Jonas. 
''  There 's  no  harm  in  that,  I  suppose  ?" 

"  But  there  is  a  great  deal  of  harm  in  it>  if  I  don't  consider 
it  agreeable,"  returned  his  cousin.  "  Do  go  along,  will  you? 
You  make  me  so  hot !" 

Mr.  Jonas  withdrew  his  arm ;  and  for  a  moment  looked  at 
her  more  like  a  murderer  than  a  lover.  But  he  cleared  his 
brow  by  degrees,  and  broke  silence  with : 

"I  say,  Mel!" 

"  What  do  you  say,  you  vulgar  thing — ^you  low  savage  ?" 
cried  his  fair  betrothed. 

«  When  is  it  to  be  ?  I  can't  afford  to  go  on  dawdling  about 
here  half  my  life,  I  needn't  teU  you,  and  Pecksniff  says  that 
father's  being  so  lately  dead  makes  very  little  odds ;  for  we 
can  be  married  as  quiet  as  we  please  down  here,  and  my  being 
lonely  is  a  good  reason  to  the  neighbours  for  taking  a  wife 
home  so  soon,  especially  one  that  he  knew.  As  to  crossbones 
(my  imde,  I  mean),  he 's  sure  not  to  put  a  spoke  in  the  wheel, 
whatever  we  settle  on,  for  he  told  Pecksniff  only  this  mornings 
that  if  you  liked  it,  he  'd  nothing  at  all  to  say.  So,  Mel,"  said 
Jonas,  venturing  on  another  squeeze ;  ^'  when  shall  it  be  ?" 

"  Upon  my  word!"xsried  Merry. 

''  Upon  my  soul,  if  you  like,"  said  Jonas.  "  What  do  you 
say  to  next  week,  now?" 

''  To  next  we^ !  If  you  had  said  next  quarter,  I  should 
have  wondered  at  your  impudence." 

"  But  I  didn't  say  next  quarter,"  retorted  Jonas.  '^  I  said 
next  week." 

"  Xhen,  Griffin,"  cried  Miss  Merry,  pushing  him  off,  and 
rising.  **  I  say  no !  not  next  week.  It  shan't  be  till  I  choose 
— ^and  I  may  not  choose  it  to  be  for  months.     There !" 

He  glanced  up  at  her  from  the  ground,  almost  as  darkly  as 
he  had  looked  at  Tom  Pinch;  but  held  his  peace. 

''  No  fright  of  a  Griffin  with  a  patch  over  his  eye,  shall 
dictate  to  me,  or  have  a  voice  in  Ihe  matter,"  said  Merry. 
"There!" 

Still  Mr.  Jonas  held  his  peace. 

"  If  it 's  next  month,  that  shall  be  the  very  eatliest;  but  I 
won't  say  when  it  shall  be  tiU  to-morrow ;  and  if  you  don't 
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like  that,  it  ahaU  never  be  at  all/'  said  Meny ;  ''  and  if  you 
follow  me  about  and  won't  leave  me  alone,  it  eliall  never  be 
at  all.  There !  And  if  you  don't  do  everything  I  order  you 
to  do,  it  shall  never  be  at  all.  So  don't  follow  me.  There^ 
Griflfin!" 

And  with  that,  she  skipped  away,  among  the  trees. 

''  Eood,  my  lady !"  said  Jonas,  looking  after  her,  and  biting 
a  piece  of  straw,  almost  to  powder ;  ^^  you  'U  catch  it  for  this, 
when  you  are  married !  It 's  aU  very  well  now — it  keeps  one 
on,  somehow,  and  you  know  it — but  I  'U  pay  you  off  scot  and 
lot  by  and  bye.  This  is  a  plaguy  duU  sort  of  a  place  for  a 
man  to  be  sitting  by  himself  in.  I  never  could  abide  a  moxddy 
old  churchyard." 

As  he  turned  into  the  avenue  himself,  Miss  Meny,  who  was 
for  ahead,  happened  to  look  back. 

<<  Ah !"  said  Jonas,  with  a  sullen  snule,  and  a  nod  that  was 
not  addressed  to  her ;  ''  make  the  most  of  it  while  it  lasts. 
Get  in  your  hay  while  the  sun  shines.  Take  your  own  way 
as  long  as  it 's  in  your  power,  my  lady !" 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

n  IK  PART  FROFBnOKAL;  AKD  FUIUflSHES  THE  BEADEB  WITH  SOKE 
▼ALUABLB  BINTB  IB  BEIiATIOB  TO  THE  XABAOEMEBT  OF  A  SICK 
OHAMBEB. 

Ms.  MoTTLD  was  sarrotuided  hj  his  honseliold  gods.  He 
was  enjoying  the  sweets  of  domestio  repose,  and  gazing  on 
them  wi^  a  calm  delight.  The  day  being  sultry,  and  the 
window  open,  the  legs  of  Mr.  Mould  were  on  the  window-seat, 
and  his  back  reclined  against  the  shutter.  Orer  his  fihining 
head  a  handkerchief  was  drawn,  to  g^uard  his  baldness  from 
the  flies.  The  room  was  fragrant  with  the  smell  of  pimch,  a 
tumbler  of  which  grateful  compoimd  stood  upon  a  small  round 
table,  convenient  to  the  hand  of  Mr.  Mould :  so  defHy  mixed, 
that  as  his  eye  looked  down  into  the  cool  transparent  drink, 
another  eye,  peering  brightly  from  behind  the  crisp  lemon- 
peel,  looked  up  at  him,  and  twinkled  like  a  star. 

Deep  in  the  city,  and  within  the  ward  of  Cheap,  stood  Mr. 
Mould's  establishment.  His  Harem,  or,  in  other  words,  the 
common  sitting-room  of  Mrs.  Mould  and  family,  was  at  the 
back,  over  the  Htde  counting-house  behind  the  shop :  abutting 
on  a  church-yardy  small  and  shady.  In  this  domestic  chamber 
Mr.  Mould  now  sat;  gazing,  a  placid  man,  upon  his  punch 
and  home.  If,  for  a  moment  at  a  time,  he  sought  a  wider 
prospect,  whence  he  might  return  with  freshened  zest  to  these 
enjoyments,  his  moist  glance  wandered  like  a  simbeam  through 
a  rural  screen  of  scarlet  runners,  trained  on  strings  before  the 
window ;  and  he  looked  down,  with  an  artist's  eye,  upon  the 
graves. 

The  partner  of  his  life,  and  daughters  twain,  were  Mr. 
Mould's  companions.  Plump  as  any  partridge  was  each  Miss 
Mould,  and  Mrs.  M.  was  plumper  than  the  two  together.  So 
roimd  and  chubby  were  their  &ir  proportions,  that  they  might 
have  been  the  bodies  once  belonging  to  the  angels'  faces  in 
the  shop  below,  grown  up,  with  other  heads  attached  to  make 
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them  mortal.  Eyen  their  peaxihy  cheeks  were  puffed  out  and 
distended,  as  though  they  ought  of  right  to  be  performing  on 
celestial  trumpets.  The  bodiless  cherubs  in  IJie  shop,  who 
were  depicted  as  constantly  blowing  those  instruments  for  ever 
and  ever  without  any  lungs,  played,  it  is  to  be  presumed, 
entirely  by  ear. 

Mr.  Mould  looked  lovingly  at  Mrs.  Mould,  who  sat  hard  by., 
and  was  a  helpmate  to  him  in  his  punch  as  in  all  other  things. 
Each  seraph  daughter,  too,  enjoyed  her  shore  of  his  regards, 
and  smiled  upon  him  in  return.  So  bountiful  were  Mr. 
Mould's  possessions,  and  so  large  his  stock  in  trade,  that  even 
there,  within  his  household  sanctuary,  stood  a  cumbrous  press, 
whose  mahogany  maw  was  filled  with  shrouds,  and  winding- 
sheets,  and  other  i^imiture  of  Minerals.  But,  though  the 
Misses  Moxdd  had  been  brought  up,  as  one  may  say,  beneath 
his  eye,  it  had  cast  no  shadow  on  their  timid  infancy  or 
blooming  youth.  Sporting  behind  the  scenes  of  death  and 
burial  from  cradlehood,  the  Misses  Mould  knew  better.  Hat- 
bands, to  them,  were  but  so  many  yards  of  silk  or  crape ;  the 
final  robe  but  such  a  quantil^  of  linen.  *  The  Misses  Mould 
could  idealise  a  player's  habit,  or  a  court-lady's  petticoat,  or 
even  an  act  of  parliament.  But  they  were  not  to  be  taken  in 
by  palls.     They  made  them  sometimes. 

The  premises  of  Mr.  Mould  were  hard  of  hearing  to  the 
boisterous  noises  in  the  great  main  streets,  and  nestled  in  a 
quiet  comer,  where  the  city  strife  became  a  drowsy  hum,  that 
sometimes  rose  and  sometimes  fell  and  sometimes  altogether 
ceased :  suggesting  to  a  thoughtM  mind  a  stoppage  in  Cheap- 
side.  The  light  came  sparkling  in  among  the  scarlet  runners, 
as  if  the  churchyard  winked  at  Mr.  Mould,  and  said,  ''.We 
understand  each  other ; "  and  from  the  distant  shop  a  pleasant 
sound  arose  of  coffin-making  with  a  low  melodious  hammer, 
rat,  tat,  tat,  tat,  alike  promoting  slumber  and  digestion. 

''Quite  the  buzz  of  insects,"  said  Mr.  Mould,  closing  his 
eyes  in  a  perfect  luxury.  "  It  puts  one  in  mind  of  the  sound 
of  animated  nature  in  the  agricultural  districts.  It 's  exactly 
like  the  woodpecker  tapping." 

"  The  woodpecker  tapping  the  hollow  elm  tree,"  observed 
Mrs.  Moxdd,  adapting  the  words  of  the  popular  melody  to  the 
description  of  wood  commonly  used  in  the  trade. 

"Ha  ha ! "  laughed  Mr.  Mould.  "  Not  at  all  bad,  my 
dear.     We  shall  be  glad  to  hear  from  you  again,  Mrs.  M. 
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Hollow  elm  tree,  eh  ?     Ha  ha !     Very  good  indeed.     I  'vo 
seen  worse  than  that  in  the  Sunday  papers,  my  love." 

Mrs.  Moxdd,  thus  encouraged,  took  a  little  more  of  the 
punchy  and  handed  it  to  her  daughters,  who  dutifully  followed 
the  example  of  their  mother. 

''  Hollow  elm  tree,  eh  ?  "  said  Mr.  Mould,  making  a  slight 
motion  with  his  legs  in  his  enjoyment  of  the  joke.  "  It 's 
beech  in  the  song.  Elm,  eh  ?  Yes,  to  be  sure.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Upon  my  soul,  that 's  one  of  the  best  things  I  know !  **  He 
was  so  excessiyely  tickled  by  the  jest  that  he  couldn't  forget 
it,  but  repeated  twenty  times,  "  Elm,  eh  ?  Yes,  to  be  sure. 
Elm,  of  course.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Upon  my  life,  you  know,  that 
ought  to  be  sent  to  somebody  who  could  make  use  of  it.  It 's 
one  of  the  smartest  things  that  ever  was  s^d.  Hollow  elm 
tree,  eh?     Of  course.     Very  hollow.     Ha,  ha,  ha!" 

Here  a  knock  was  heard  at  the  room  door. 

"That's  Tacker,  I  know,"  said  Mrs.  Mould,  "by  the 
wheezing  he  makes.  Who  that  hears  him  now,  would  suppose 
he  'd  ever  had  wind  enough  to  carry  the  feathers  on  his  head ! 
Come  in,  Tacker." 

"  Beg  your  pardon,  ma'am,"  said  Tacker,  looking  in  a  little 
way.     **  1  thought  our  Governor  was  here." 

"  Well !  so  he  is,"  cried  Mould. 

"  Oh !  I  didn't  see  you,  I  'm  sure,"  said  Tacker,  looking  in 
a  litde  farther.  "  You  wouldn't  be  inclined  to  take  a  walking 
one  of  two,  with  the  plain  wood  and  a  tin  plate,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not,"  repHed  Mr.  Mould,  "much  too  common. 
Nothing  to  say  to  it." 

"  I  told  'em  it  was  precious  low,"  observed  Mr.  Tacker. 

"  TeU  'em  to  go  somewhere  else.  We  don't  do  that  style 
of  business  here,"  said  Mr.  Mould.  "  Like  their  impudence 
to  propose  it.     Who  is  it  ?  " 

"  Why,"  returned  Tacker,  pausing,  "that's  where  it  is,  you 
see.     It 's  the  beadle's  son-in-law." 

"The  beadle's  son-in-law,  eh?"  said  Mould.  "Well! 
I  '11  do  it  if  the  beadle  follows  in  his  cocked  hat ;  not  else. 
We  may  carry  it  off  that  way,  by  looking  official,  but  it  '11  be 
low  enough,  then.     His  cocked  hat,  mind ! " 

"  I  'U  take  care,  sir,"  rejoined  Tacker.  "  Oh !  Mrs.  Gamp's 
below,  and  wants  to  speak  to  you." 

"  Tell  Mrs.  Gamp  to  come  up  stairs,"  said  Mould.  "  Now, 
Mrs.  Gamp,  what 's  your  news  ?  " 
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The  lady  in  question  was  by  tiiis  time  in  tlie  doorway, 
curtBeying  to  Mrs.  Mould.  At  the  same  moment,  a  peculiar 
fragrance  was  borne  upon  the  breeze,  as  if  a  passing  fairy  had 
hiccoughed,  and  had  previously  been  to  a  wine-vaults. 

Mrs.  Gamp  made  no  response  to  Mr.  Mould,  but  curtseyed 
to  Mrs.  Mould  again,  and  held  up  her  hands  and  eyes,  as  in  a 
devout  thanksgiving  that  she  looked  so  weU.  She  was  neatly, 
but  not  gaudily  attired,  in  the  weeds  she  had  worn  when  Mr. 
Pecksniff  had  the  pleasure  of  making  her  acquaintance ;  and 
was  perhaps  the  turning  of  a  scale  more  eaviffy. 

"  There  are  some  happy  creeturs,"  Mrs.  Gamp  observed, 
*'  as  time  runs  backwards  with,  and  you  are  one,  Mrs.  Mould ; 
not  that  he  need  do  nothing  except  use  you  in  his  most 
owldacious  way  for  years  to  come,  I  *m  sure ;  for  young  you 
are  and  will  be.  I  says  to  Mrs.  Harris,"  Mrs.  Gamp  con- 
tinued, "  only  t  'other  day ;  the  last  Monday  evening  fortnight 
as  ever  dawned  upon  this  Piljian's  Projiss  of  a  mortal  wale ; 
I  says  to  Mrs.  Harris  when  she  says  to  me,  '  Years  and  our 
trials,  Mrs.  Gamp,  sets  marks  upon  us  all.' — 'Say  not  the 
words,  Mrs.  Harris,  if  you  and  me  is  to  continual  Mends, 
for  sech  is  not  the  case.  Mrs.  Mould,'  I  says,  making  so  free, 
I  will  confess,  as  use  the  name,"  (die  curtseyed  here)  '* '  is 
one  of  them  that  goes  agen  the  obserwation  straight;  and 
never,  Mrs.  Harris,  whilst  I  've  a  drop  of  breatii  to  draw,  vrill 
I  set  by,  and  not  stand  up,  don't  think  it.' — '  I  ast  your 
pardon,  ma'am,'  says  Mrs.  Harris,  '  and  I  humbly  grant  your 
grace ;  for  if  ever  a  woman  lived  as  would  see  her  feller 
creeturs  into  fits  to  serve  her  friends,  well  do  I  know  that 
woman's  name  is  Sairey  Gamp.'  " 

At  this  point  she  was  fain  to  stop  for  breath ;  and  advan- 
tage may  be  taken  of  the  circumstance,  to  state  that  a  fearfal 
mystery  surroimded  this  lady  of  the  name  of  Harris,  whom  no 
one  in  the  circle  of  Mrs.  Gamp's  acquaintance  had  ever  seen ; 
neither  did  any  human  being  know  her  place  of  residence, 
though  Mrs.  Gamp  appeared  on  her  own  showing  to  be  in 
constant  commimication  with  her.  There  were  conflicting 
rumours  on  the  subject ;  but  the  prevalent  opinion  was  that 
she  was  a  phantom  of  Mrs.  Gamp's  brain — ^as  Messrs.  Doe 
and  Roe  are  fictions  of  the  law — created  for  the  express 
purpose  of  holding  visionary  dialogues  with  her  on  all  manner 
of  subjects,  and  invariably  winding  up  with  a  oompHment  to 
the  Gzcellenoe  of  her  nature. 
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''And  likeways  what  a  pleasure/'  said  Mrs.  Gamp,  turning 
with  a  tearful  smile  towards  the  daughters,  ''  to  see  them  two 
young  ladies  as  I  know'd  afore  a  tooth  in  their  pretiy  heads 
was  cut,  and  have  mauy  a  day  seen — ah,  the  sweet  creetuxs ! 
— ^playing  at  benyins  down  in  the  shop,  and  ^Uerin'  the 
order-book  to  its  long  home  ia  the  iron  S£^e !  But  that 's  all 
past  and  over,  Mr.  Mould ; "  as  she  thus  got  in  a  carefully 
regulated  routine  to  that  gentlemaa,  she  shook  her  head 
waggishly;  ** That's  all  past  and  over  now,  sir,  an't  it?  " 

"  Chauges,  Mrs.  Gamp,  changes ! "  returned  ihe  undertaker. 

''  More  changes  too,  to  come,  afore  we  've  done  with 
changes,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Gamp,  nodding  yet  more  waggishly 
than  before.  ''  Young  ladies  with  such  faces  thinks  of  some- 
thing else  besides  benyins,  don't  they,  sir  ?  " 

''  1  am  sure  1  don't  know,  Mrs.  Gamp,"  said  Mould  with  a 
chuckle. — **  Not  bad  in  Mrs.  Gamp,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  you  do  know,  sir ! "  said  Mrs.  Gamp,  "  and  so 
does  Mrs.  Mould,  your  ansome  pardner  too,  sir ;  and  so  do  I, 
although  the  blessing  of  a  daughter  was  deniged  me ;  which, 
if  we  had*  had  one.  Gamp  would  certainly  hare  drunk  its  little 
shoes  right  off  its  feet,  as  with  our  precious  boy  he  did,  and 
arterwards  send  the  child  a  errand  to  sell  his  wooden  leg  for 
any  money  it  would  fetch  as  matches  in  the  rough,  and  loxmg 
it  home  in  liquor :  which  was  truly  done  beyond  his  years, 
for  eViy  individgle  penny  that  child  lost  at  toss  or  buy  for 
kidney  ones ;  and  come  home  arterwards  quite  bold,  to  break 
the  news,  and  oSeaciixg  to  drown  himself  if  sech  would  be  a 
satisfaction  to  his  parents. — Oh  yes,  you  do  know,  sir,"  said 
Mrs.  Gamp,  wiping  her  eye  with  her  shawl,  and  resuming 
the  thread  of  her  discourse.  '*  There 's  something  besides 
births  and  berryins  in  the  newspapers,  an't  there  Mr.  Mould  ?'* 

Mr.  Mould  winked  at  Mrs.  Mould,  whom  he  had  by  this 
time  taken  on  his  knee,  and  said :  "  No  doubt.  A  good  deal 
more,  Mrs.  Gtamp.  Upon  my  life,  Mrs.  Gamp  is  very  far 
from  bad,  my  dear ! " 

"There's  marryings,  an't  there,  sir?"  said  Mrs.  Gamp, 
while  both  the  daughters  blushed  and  tittered.  ''  Bless  their 
precious  hearts,  and  well  they  knows  it !  Well  you  know'd  it 
too,  and  well  did  Mrs.  Mould,  when  you  was  at  their  time  of 
life !  But  my  opinion  is,  you  're  aU  of  one  age  now.  For 
as  to  you  and  Mrs.  Mould,  sir,  ever  having  grand-children —  " 

"Oh!     Fie,   fie!     Nonsense,    Mrs.   Gamp,"    replied    tiie 
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undertaker.     '^Devilisli   smart,    thoTigh.     Ca-pi-tal!'' — this 
was    in    a  whisper.     "  My  dear — *'  aloud    again — "  Mrs 
Gamp  can  drink  a  glass  of  rum  I  dare  say.     Sit  down,  Mrs. 
Gamp,  sit  down." 

Mrs.  Gamp  took  the  choir  that  was  nearest  the  door,  and 
casting  up  her  eyes  towards  the  ceiling,  feigned  to  be  wholly 
insensible  to  the  fact  of  a  glass  of  rum  being  in  preparation, 
imtil  it  was  placed  in  her  hand  by  one  of  Ihe  yoimg  ladies, 
when  she  exhibited  the  greatest  surprise. 

''  A  thing,"  she  said,  ''  as  hardly  ever,  Mrs.  Mould,  occurs 
with  me  unless  it  is  when  I  am  indispoged,  and  find  my  half 
a  pint  of  porter  settling  heavy  on  tiie  chest.  Mrs.  Harris 
often  and  often  says  to  me,  'Sairey  Gamp,'  she  sajs,  'you 
raly  do  amaze  me  !  *  *  Mrs.  Harris,'  I  says  to  her,  *  why  so  ? 
Give  it  a  name,  I  beg.'  'Telling  the  truth  then,  ma'am,' 
says  Mrs.  Harris,  'and  shaming  him  as  shall  be  nameless 
betwixt  you  and  me,  never  did  I  think  tiU  I  know'd  you,  as 
any  woman  could  sick-nurse  and  monthly  likeways,  on  the 
little  that  you  takes  to  drink.'  '  Mrs.  Harris,'  I  says  to  her, 
'  none  on  us  knows  what  we  can  do  till  we  tries ;  and  wunst, 
-^hen  me  and  Gamp  kept  ouse,  I  thought  so  too.  But  now,' 
I  says,  '  my  half  a  pint  of  porter  fiiUy  satisfies ;  perwisin'  Mrs. 
Harris,  that  it  is  brought  regular,  and  draw'd  mild.  Whether 
I  sicks  or  monthlies,  ma'am,  I  hope  I  does  my  duty,  but  I  am 
but  a  poor  woman,  and  I  earns  my  living  hard ;  therefore  I 
do  require  it,  which  I  makes  confession,  to  be  brought  reg'lar 
and  <L*aw'd  mild.'  " 

The  precise  connexion  between  these  observations  and  the 
glass  of  rum,  did  not  appear ;  for  Mrs.  Gamp  proposing  as  a 
toast  "  The  best  of  lucks  to  all !  "took  off  the  dram  in  quite  a 
scientific  manner,  without  any  further  remarks. 

"And  what's  your  news,  Mrs.  Gamp?"  asked  Mould 
again,  as  that  lady  wiped  her  lips  upon  her  shawl,  and  nibbled 
a  comer  off  a  soft  biscuit,  whidi  she  appeared  to  carry  in  her 
pocket  as  a  provision  against  contingent  drams.  "  How 's  Mr. 
Chuffey?" 

"  Mr,  Chuffey,  sir,"  she  repHed,  "  is  jest  as  usual;  he  an't 
no  better  and  he  an't  no  worse.  I  take  it  very  kind  in  the 
gentleman  to  have  wrote  up  to  you  and  said,  '  let  Mrs.  Gamp 
take  care  of  him  till  I  come  home ; '  but  ev'ry  think  he  does  is 
kind.  There  an't  a  many  like  him.  K  there  was,  we  shouldn't 
want  no  churches." 
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"  Wliat  do  you  want  to  speak  to  me  about,  Mrs.  Gamp  ?  " 
said  Mouldy  coming  to  the  point. 

**  Jest  this,  sir,"  Mrs.  Gamp  returned,  "  with  thanks  to  you 
for  asking.     There  is  a  gent,  sir,  at  the  Bull  in  Holbom,  as 
has  been  took  ill  there,  and  is  bad  abed.     They  have  a  day 
nurse  as  was  recommended  from  Bartholomew's ;  and  well  I 
knows  her,  Mr.  Mould,  her  name  bein'  Mrs.  Prig,  the  best  of 
creeturs.     But  she  is  otherways  engaged  at  night,  and  they 
are  in  wants  of  night-watching ;  consequent  she  says  to  them, 
haying  reposed  the  greatest  friendliness  in  me  for  twenty  year, 
'  The  soberest  person  going,  and  the  best  of  blessings  in  a  sick 
room,  is  Mrs.  Gamp.     Send  a  boy  to  Kingsgate-street,'  she 
says,  '  and  snap  her  up  at  any  price,  for  Mrs.  Gamp  is  worth 
her  weight  and  more  in  goldian  guineas.'    My  landlord  brings 
the  message  down  to  me,  and  says,  'bein'  in  a  light  place 
where  you  are,  and  this  job  promising  so  well,  why  not  unite 
the  two  ? '    '  No,  sir,'  I  sajrs,  *  not  unbeknown  to  Mr.  Mould, 
and  therefore  do  not  think  it.     But  I  will  go  to  Mr.  Mould,' 
I  says,  '  and  ast  him,  if  you  like.' "   Here  she  looked  sideways 
at  the  imdertaker,  and  came  to  a  stop. 

"  Night-watching,  eh  ?  "  said  Mould,  rubbing  his  chin. 

"  From  eight  o'clock  till  eight,  sir :  I  wiU  not  deceive  you," 
Mrs.  Gamp  rejoined. 

"  And  then  go  back,  eh  ?  "  said  Mould. 

**  Quite  free  then,  sir,  to  attend  to  Mr.  ChufEey.  His  ways 
bein'  quiet,  and  his  hours  early,  he  'd  be  abed,  sir,  nearly  all 
the  time.  I  will  not  deny,"  said  Mrs.  Gamp  with  meekness, 
"  that  I  am  but  a  poor  woman,  and  that  the  money  is  a  object, 
but  do  not  let  that  act  upon  you,  Mr.  Mould.  Kich  folks  may 
ride  on  camels,  but  it  an't  so  easy  for  'em  to  see  out  of 
a  needle's  eye.  That  is  my  comfort,  and  I  hope  I 
knows  it." 

"Well,  Mrs.  Gamp,"  observed  Mould,  "I  don't  see  any 
particular  objection  to  your  earning  an  honest  penny  under 
such  circumstances.  I  should  keep  it  quiet,  I  think,  Mrs. 
Gamp.  I  wouldn't  mention  it  to  Mr.  Chuzzlewit  on  his  return, 
for  instance,  unless  it  were  necessary,  or  he  asked  you  point- 
blank." 

*'  The  veiy  words  was  on  my  lips,  sir,"  Mrs.  Gamp  rejoined. 
"  Suppoging  that  the  gent  should  die,  I  hope  I  might  take 
the  liberty  of  saying  as  I  knoVd  some  one  in  the  undertaking 
line,  and  yet  give  no  offence  to  you,  sir  ?  " 
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"  Certainly,  Mrs.  Gamp,"  said  Motild,  with  much  con- 
descension. **  You  may  causuaJly  remark,  in  such  a  case,  that 
we  do  the  thing  pleasantly  and  in  a  great  variety  of  styles, 
and  are  generally  considered  to  make  it  as  agreeable  as 
possible  to  the  fedings  of  the  surviyors.  But  don't  obtrude  it 
— don't  obtrude  it.  Easy,  easy !  My  dear,  you  may  as  well 
give  Mrs.  Gamp  a  card  or  two,  if  you  please." 

Mrs.  Gamp  received  them,  and  scenting  no  more  rum  in  the 
wind  (for  the  bottle  was  locked  up  again)  rose  to  take  her 
departure. 

"  Wishing  eVry  happiness  to  this  happy  family,"  said  Mrs. 
Gamp,  ''with  all  my  heart.  Grood  artemoon,  Mrs.  Mould! 
If  I  was  Mr.  Mould,  I  should  be  jealous  of  you,  ma'am; 
and  I'm  sure  if  I  was  you,  I  should  be  jealous  of  Mr. 
Mould." 

"  Tut,  tut !  Bah,  bah !  Go  along,  Mrs.  Gamp !"  cried  the 
delighted  undertaker. 

''As  to  the  young  ladies,"  said  Mrs.  Gamp,  dropping  a 
curtsey,  "  bless  tiieir  sweet  looks — ^how  they  can  ever  reconsize 
it  with  their  duties  to  be  so  grown  up  with  such  young  parents, 
it  an't  for  sech  as  me  to  give  a  guess  at." 

"  Nonsense,  nonsense.  Be  off,  Mrs.  Gamp ! "  cried  Mould. 
But  in  the  height  of  his  gratification,  he  actually  pinched  Mrs. 
Mould,  as  he  said  it. 

"  I  *11  tell  you  what,  my  dear,"  he  observed,  when  Mrs. 
Gamp  had  at  last  withdrawn,  and  shut  the  door,  "  that 's  a 
ve-ry  shrewd  woman.  That's  a  woman  whose  intellect  is 
inmiensely  superior  to  her  station  in  life.  That 's  a  woman 
who  observes  and  reflects  in  an  uncommon  maimer.  She's 
the  sort  of  woman  now,"  said  Mould,  drawing  his  silk  hand- 
kerchief over  his  head  again,  and  composing  himself  for  a  nap, 
"  one  would  almost  feel  disposed  to  bury  for  nothing,  and  do 
it  neatly,  too ! " 

Mrs.  Mould  and  her  daughters  fuJlj  concurred  in  these 
remarks ;  the  subject  of  which  had  by  this  time  reached  the 
street,  where  she  experienced  so  much  inconvenience  from  the 
air,  that  she  was  obliged  to  stand  under  an  archway  for  .a 
short  time,  to  recover  herself.  Even  after  this  precaution,  she 
walked  so  unsteadily  as  to  attract  the  compassionate  regards  of 
divers  kind-hearted  boys,  who  took  the  liveliest  interest  in  her 
disorder ;  and  in  their  simple  language,  bade  her  be  of  good 
cheer,  for  she  was  "  only  a  Httie  screwed." 
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TVhatever  she  was,  or  whatever  name  the  vocabulary  of 
medical  science  would  have  bestowed  upon  her  malady.  Mis. 
Gamp  was  perfectly  acquainted  with  the  way  home  again; 
and  arriving  at  the  house  of  Anthony  Chuzzlewit  &  Son,  lay 
down  to  rest.  Bemaining  there  until  seven  o'clock  in  the 
evening,  and  then  persuading  poor  old  Chuffey  to  betake  him- 
self to  bed,  she  sallied  forth  upon  her  new  engagement. 
First,  she  went  to  her  private  lodgings  in  Kingsgate-street, 
for  a  bundle  of  robes  and  wrappings  comfortable  in  the  night 
season ;  and  then  repaired  to  the  Bull  in  Holbom,  which  she 
reached  as  the  clocks  were  striking  eight. 

As  she  turned  into  the  yard,  she  stopped ;  for  the  landlord, 
landlady,  and  head  chambermaid,  were  all  on  the  threshold 
together,  talking  earnestly  with  a  yoimg  gentleman  who 
seemed  to  have  just  come  or  to  be  just  going  away.  The 
first  words  that  struck  upon  Mrs.  Qamp's  ear  obviously  bore 
reference  to  the  patient ;  and  it  being  expedient  that  all  good 
attendants  should  know  as  much  as  possible  about  the  case  on 
which  their  skiU  is  brought  to  bear,  Mrs.  Gkunp  listened  as  a 
matter  of  duty. 

''  No  better,  then  P ''  observed  the  gentleman. 

''  Worse !  "  said  the  landlord. 

'*  Much  worse,"  added  the  landlady. 

''  Oh !  a  deal  badder,"  cried  the  chambermaid  from  the 
back-ground,  opening  her  eyes  very  wide,  and  flhakiug  her 
head. 

'^  Poor  fellow ! "  said  the  gentleman,  ''  I  am  sorry  to  hear 
it.  The  worst  of  it  is,  that  I  have  no  idea  what  Mends  or 
relations  he  has,  or  where  they  Hve,  except  that  it  certainly  is 
not  in  London." 

The  landlord  looked  at  the  landlady ;  the  landlady  looked 
at  the  landlord ;  and  the  chambermaid  remarked,  hysterically, 
''  that  of  all  the  many  wague  directions  she  had  ever  seen  or 
heerd  of  (and  they  wasn't  few  in  an  hotel),  that  was  the 
waguest." 

"  The  fact  is,  you  see,"  pursued  the  gentleman,  "  as  I  told 
you  yesterday  when  you  sent  to  me,  I  really  know  very  little 
about  him.  We  were  schoolfellows  together ;  but  since  that 
time  I  have  only  met  him  twice.  On  both  occasions  I  was  in 
London  for  a  boy's  holiday  (having  come  up  for  a  week  or  so 
from  Wiltshire),  and  lost  sight  of  him  again,  directly.  The 
letter  bearing'  my  name  and  address  which  you  £nmd  upon 
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his  table,  and  wMcli  led  to  your  appljring  to  me,  is  ia  answer, 
you  "wiU  observe,  to  one  be  wrote  from  this  bouse  tbe  very 
day  be  was  taken  HI,  making  an  appointment  with  him  at  bis 
own  request.     Here  is  bis  letter,  if  you  wish  to  see  it." 

Tbe  landlord  read  it :  tbe  landlady  looked  over  him.  Tbe 
chambermaid,  in  the  back-ground,  made  out  as  much  of  it  as 
she  could,  and  invented  the  rest;  believing  it  all  from  that 
time  forth  as  a  positive  piece  of  evidence. 

"He  has  very  little  luggage,  you  say?"  observed  the 
gentleman,  who  was  no  other  than  our  old  friend,  John 
Westlock. 

"Nothing  but  a  portmanteau,"  said  the  landlord;  "and 
very  little  in  it." 

"  A  few  pounds  in  bis  purse,  though?  " 

"Yes.  It's  sealed  up,  and  in  the  cash-box.  I  made  a 
memorandum  of  the  amount,  which  you  're  welcome  to  see." 

"WeU!"  said  John,  "as  the  medical  gentleman  says  the 
fever  must  take  its  course,  and  nothing  can  be  done  just  now 
beyond  giving  him  his  drinks  regularly  and  having  him  care- 
fully attended  to,  nothing  more  can  be  said  that  I  know  of, 
unlil  be  is  in  a  condition  to  give  us  some  information.  Can 
you  suggest  anything  else  ?  " 

"N-no,"  replied  the  landlord,  "except — " 

''Except,  who's  to  pay,  I  suppose?"  said  John. 

"  Why,"  hesitated  the  landlord,  "  it  would  be  as  well." 

"  Quite  as  weU,"  said  the  landlady. 

"Not  forgetting  to  remember  the  servants,"  said  the 
chambermaid  in  a  bland  whisper. 

"  It  is  but  reasonable,  I  fcdly  admit,"  said  John  Westlock. 
"  At  all  events,  you  have  the  stock  in  band  to  go  upon  for  the 
present ;  and  I  will  readily  undertake  to  pay  the  doctor  and 
the  nurses." 

"  Ah ! "  cried  Mrs.  Gamp.     "  A  rayal  gentleman ! " 

She  groaned  her  admiration  so  audibly,  that  they  all 
turned  round.  Mrs.  Gamp  Mt  the  necessily  of  advancing, 
bundle  in  band,  and  introducing  herself. 

"The  night-nurse,"  she  observed,  "from  Kingsgate-street, 
well  beknown  to  Mrs.  Prig  the  day-nurse,  and  the  best  of 
creeturs.  How  is  the  poor  dear  gentleman,  to-night  ?  If  be 
an't  no  better  yet,  still  that  is  what  must  be  expected  and 
prepared  for.  It  an't  the  fust  time  by  a  many  score,  ma'am," 
dropping  a  curtsey  to  tbe  landlady,  "that  Mrs,  Prig  and  me 


480  UFB  AND  ADYBNTUSBS  OF 

liaa  niissed  together,  turn  and  turn  about,  one  off,  one  on. 
We  knows  each  other's  wajs,  and  oflben  gives  relief  when 
others  faiL  Our  charges  is  but  low,  sir" — ^Mrs.  Gamp  ad- 
dressed herself  to  John  on  this  head — ''  considerin'  the  nater 
of  our  painM  dooty.  If  thej  wos  made  accordin'  to  our 
wishes,  they  would  be  easy  paid."  , 

Regarding  herself  as  lumng  now  delivered  her  inaugura- 
tion address,  Mrs.  Gamp  curtseyed  all  round,  and  signified 
her  wish  to  be  conducted  to  the  scene  of  her  official  duties. 
The  chambermaid  led  her,  through  a  variety  of  intricate 
passages,  to  the  top  of  the  house ;  and  pointing  at  length  to 
a  solitary  door  at  the  end  of  a  gaUery,  informed  her  that 
yonder  was  the  chamber  where  the  patient  lay.  That  done, 
she  hurried  off  with  all  the  speed  she  could  make. 

Mrs.  Gamp  traversed  the  gallery  in  a  great  heat  from 
having  carried  her  large  bundle  up  so  many  stairs,  and  tapped 
at  the  door,  which  was  immediately  opened  by  Mrs.  Prig, 
bonneted  and  shawled  and  all  impatience  to  be  gone.  Mrs. 
Prig  was  of  the  Gamp  build,  but  not  so  fat ;  and  her  voice 
was  deeper  and  more  like  a  man's.     She  had  also  a  beard. 

"I  began  to  think  you  wam't  a  coming!"  Mrs.  Prig 
observed,  in  some  displeasure. 

^'  It  shall  be  made  good  to-morrow  night,"  said  Mrs.  Cramp, 
''  honorable.  I  had  to  go  and  fetch  my  things."  She  had 
begun  to  make  signs  of  enquiry  in  reference  to  the  position  of 
the  patient  and  his  overhearing  them — for  there  was  a  screen 
before  the  door — when  Mrs.  Prig  settled  that  point  easily. 

"  Oh ! "  she  said  aloud,  ''  he 's  quiet,  but  his  wits  is  gone. 
It  an't  no  matter  what  you  say." 

*'  Anythin*  to  teU  afore  you  goes,  my  dear  ? "  asked  Mrs. 
Gamp,  setting  her  bundle  down  inside  tiie  door,  and  looking 
affectionately  at  her  partner. 

"The  pickled  salmon,"  Mrs.  Prig  replied,  "is  quite  de- 
licious. I  can  partick'ler  recommend  it.  Don't  have  nothink 
to  say  to  the  cold  meat,  for  it  tastes  of  the  stable.  The  drinks 
is  all  good." 

Mrs.  Gamp  expressed  herself  much  gratified. 

"The  physio  and  them  things  is  on  the  drawers  and 
manklesheff,"  said  Mrs.  Prig,  cursorily.  "  He  took  his  last 
slime  draught  at  seven.  The  easy-chair  an't  soft  enough. 
You  'U  want  his  piUer." 

Mrs.  Gamp  thanked  her  for  these  hints,  and  giving  her  a 
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friendly  good  nighty  held  the  door  open  until  she  had  dis- 
appeared at  the  other  end  of  the  gallery.  Having  thus 
performed  the  hospitable  duty  of  seeing  her  safely  off,  she 
shut  it,  locked  it  on  the  inside,  took  up  her  bundle,  walked 
round  the  screen,  and  entered  on  her  occupation  of  the  sick 
chamber. 

''  A  little  dull,  but  not  so  bad  as  might  be,"  Mrs.  Gamp 
remarked.  '*  I  'm  glad  to  see  a  parapid^,  in  case  of  fire, 
and  lots  of  roo&  and  chimley-pots  to  walk  upon.'' 

It  wiLL  be  seen  from  these  remarks  that  Mrs.  Gamp  was 
looking  out  of  window.  When  she  had  exhausted  the  pros- 
pect, she  tried  the  easy-chair,  which  she  indignantly  declared 
was  ''harder  than  a  brickbadge."  Next,  she  pursued  her 
researches  among  the  physic-bottles,  glasses,  jugs,  and  tea- 
cups ;  and  when  she  had  entirely  satisfied  her  curiosity  on  all 
these  subjects  of  investigation,  she  imtied  her  bonnet-strings 
and  stroUed  up  to  the  bedside  to  take  a  look  at  the  patient. 

A  young  man — dark  and  not  ill-looking — ^with  long  black 
hair,  that  seemed  the  blacker  for  the  whiteness  of  the  bed- 
clothes. His  eyes  were  partly  open,  and  he  never  ceased  to 
roll  his  head  from  side  to  side  upon  the  piUow,  keeping  his 
body  almost  quiet.  He  did  not  utter  words ;  but  every  now 
and  then  gave  vent  to  an  expression  of  impatience  or  fatigue, 
sometimes  of  surprise ;  and  sfcill  his  restless  head — oh,  weaiy, 
weaiy  hour! — ^went  to  and  fro  without  a  moment's  inter- 
mission. 

Mrs.  Gamp  solaced  herself  with  a  pinch  of  snuff,  and  stood 
looking  at  him  with  her  head  indined  a  little  sideways,  as  a 
connoisseur  might  gaze  upon  a  doubtful  work  of  art.  By 
degrees,  a  horrible  remembrance  of  one  branch  of  her  calling 
took  possession  of  the  woman ;  and  stooping  down,  she  pimaed 
his  wandering  arms  against  his  sides,  to  see  how  he  would 
look  if  laid  out  as  a  dead  man.  Her  fingers  itched  to  com- 
pose his  limbs  in  that  last  marble  attitude. 

Ahr*  said  Mrs.  Gamp,  walking   away  from  the  bed, 

he  'd  make  a  lovely  corpse ! " 

She  now  proceeded  to  unpack  her  bundle ;  lighted  a  candle 
with  the  aid  of  a  fire-box  on  the  drawers ;  filled  a  small  kettle, 
as  a  preliminary  to  refreshing  herself  with  a  cup  of  tea  in  the 
course  of  the  night;  laid  what  she  called  ''a  little  bit  of 
fire,"  for  the  same  philanthropic  purpose ;  and  also  set  forth 
a  small  teaboard,  that  nothing  might  be  wanting  for  her 
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comfortable  enjoyment.  These  preparations  occupied  so  long, 
that  when  they  were  brought  to  a  conclusion  it  was  high  time 
to  think  about  supper ;  so  she  rang  the  bell  and  ordered  it. 

''  I  think,  yoimg  woman/*  said  Mrs.  Gamp  to  the  assistant 
chambermaid,  in  a  tone  expressive  of  weakness,  ''  that  I  could 
pick  a  little  bit  of  pickled  salmon,  with  a  nice  little  sprig  of 
fennel,  and  a  sprinkling  of  white  pepper.  I  takes  new  bread, 
my  dear,  with  jest  a  little  pat  of  fresh  butter,  and  a  mossel  of 
cheese.  In  case  there  should  be  such  a  thing  as  a  cowcumber 
in  the  'ouse,  wiU  you  be  so  kind  as  bring  it,  for  I  'm  rather 
partial  to  'em,  and  they  does  a  world  of  good  in  a  sick  room. 
If  they  draws  the  Brighton  Tipper  here,  I  takes  that  ale  at 
night,  my  love ;  it  bein'  considered  wakeM  by  the  doctors. 
And  whatever  you  do,  young  woman,  don't  bring  more  than  a 
shilling's-worth  of  gin  and  water  warm  when  I  rings  the  bell 
a  second  time  :  for  that  is  always  my  allowance,  and  I  never 
takes  a  drop  beyond ! " 

Having  preferred  these  moderate  requests,  Mrs.  Gamp 
observed  that  she  would  stand  at  the  door  until  the  order  was 
executed,  to  the  end  that  the  patient  might  not  be  disturbed 
by  her  opening  it  a  second  time ;  and  therefore  she  would 
thank  the  young  woman  to  "  look  sharp." 

A  tray  was  brought  with  everything  upon  it,  even  to  the 
cucumber ;  and  Mrs.  Gamp  accordingly  sat  down  to  eat  and 
drink  in  high  good  humour.  The  extent  to  which  she  availed 
herself  of  the  vinegar,  and  supped  up  that  refreshing  fluid  with 
the  blade  of  her  knife,  can  scarcely  be  expressed  in  narrative. 

''Ah!"  sighed  Mrs.  Gamp,  as  she  meditated  over  the 
warm  shilling's-worth,  "  what  a  blessed  thing  it  is — ^living  in 
a  wale — ^to  be  contented !  What  a  blessed  thing  it  is  to  make 
sick  people  happy  in  their  beds,  and  never  mind  one's  self  as 
long  as  one  can  do  a  service !  I  don't  beHeve  a  finer  cow- 
cumber  was  ever  grow'd.     I  'm  sure  I  never  see  one ! " 

She  moralised  in  the  same  vein  until  her  glass  was  empty, 
and  then  administered  the  patient's  medicine,  by  the  simple 
process  of  clutching  his  windpipe  to  make  him  gasp,  and 
immediately  pouring  it  down  hiis  throat. 

"  I  a'most  forgot  the  piller,  I  declare ! "  said  Mrs.  Gamp, 
drawing  it  away.  "There!  Now  he's  comfortable  as  he 
can  be,  /'m  sure !  I  must  tzy  to  make  myself  as  much  so 
as  I  can." 

With  this  view^  she  weut  about  the  construction  of  an 


MARTIN  CHUZZLBWIT.  48S 

extemporaneous  bed  in  the  easy-chair,  with  the  addition  of 
the  next  easy  one  for  her  feet.  Having  formed  the  best  couch 
that  the  circumstances  admitted  of,  she  took  out  of  her  bundle 
a  yellow  nightcap,  of  prodigious  size,  in  shape  resembling  a 
cabbage ;  which  article  of  dress  she  fixed  and  tied  on  with  the 
utmost  care,  previously  divesting  herself  of  a  row  of  bald  old 
curls  that  could  scarcely  be  called  false,  they  were  so  very 
innocent  of  anything  approaching  to  deception.  From  the 
same  repository  she  brought  forth  a  night-jacket,  in  which 
ehe  also  attired  herself.  Finally,  she  produced  a  watchman's 
coat,  which  she  tied  round  her  neck  by  the  sleeves,  so  that 
she  became  two  people ;  and  looked,  behind,  as  if  she  were 
in  the  act  of  being  embraced  by  one  of  the  old  patrol. 

All  these  arrangements  made,  she  lighted  the  rushlight, 
coiled  herself  up  on  her  couch,  and  went  to  sleep.  Ghostly 
and  dark  the  room  became,  and  full  of  lowering  shadows.  . 
The  distant  noises  in  the  streets  were  gradually  hushed ;  the 
house  was  quiet  as  a  sepulchre;  the  dead  of  night  was 
cofiSned  in  the  silent  city. 

Oh,  weary,  weary  hour!  Oh,  haggard  mind,  groping 
darkly  through  the  past ;  incapable  of  detaching  itself  from 
the  miserable  present;  dra^iag  its  heavy  chain  of  care 
through  imaginary  feasts  and  revels,  and  scenes  of  awful 
pomp ;  seeking  but  a  moment's  rest  among  the  long-forgotten 
haunts  of  childhood,  and  the  resorts  of  yesterday ;  and  dimly 
finding  fear  and  horror  everywhere  !  Oh,  weary,  weary  hour. 
What  were  the  wanderings  of  Cain,  to  these ! 

Still,  without  a  moment's  interval,  the  burning  head  tossed 
to  and  fro.  Still,  from  time  to  time,  fatigue,  impatience, 
suffering,  and  surprise,  found  utterance  upon  that  rack,  and 
plainly  too,  though  never  once  in  words.  At  length,  in  the 
solemn  hour  of  midnight,  he  began  to  talk ;  waiting  awfully 
for  answers  sometimes ;  as  though  invisible  companions  were 
about  his  bed ;  and  so  replying  to  their  speech  and  question- 
ing again. 

Mrs.  Gamp  awoke,  and  sat  up  in  her  bed :  presenting  on 
the  wall  the  shadow  of  a  gigantic  night  constable,  struggling 
with  a  prisoner. 

"  Come !  Hold  your  tongue ! "  she  cried,  in  sharp  reproof. 
"  Don't  make  none  of  that  noise  here." 

There  was  no  alteration  in  the  face,  or  in  the  incessant 
motion  of  the  head,  but  he  talked  on  wildly. 

VOL.  I.  IF 
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*'  Ah ! "  said  Mrs.  Gamp,  coming  out  of  the  chair  with  an 
impatient  shiver ;  '*  I  thought  I  was  a  sleepin'  too  pleasant  to 
last !    The  devil 's  in  the  night,  I  think,  it 's  turned  so  chilly." 

''Don't  drink  so  much!"  cried  the  sick  man.  ''You'll 
ruin  us  aU.  Don't  you  see  how  the  foimtain  sinks  ?  Look  at 
the  mark  where  the  sparkling  water  was  just  now  ! " 

"  Sparkling  water  indeed ! "  said  Mrs.  Gamp.  "  I  'U  have 
a  sparkling  cup  o'  tea,  I  think.    I  wish  you  'd  hold  your  noise  I " 

He  burst  into  a  laugh,  which,  being  prolonged,  fell  off  into 
a  dismal  wail.  Checking  himseK,  with  fierce  inconstancy  he 
began  to  count — ^fast. 

"  One — ^two — ^three — four — ^five — six." 

"  '  One,  two,  buckle  my  shoe,'  "  said  Mrs.  Gamp,  who  was 
now  on  her  knees,  lighting  the  fire,  " '  three,  four,  shut  the 
door,' — I  wish  you  'd  shut  your  mouth,  young  man — '  five, 
six,  pickiQg  up  sticks.'  If  I  'd  got  a  few  handy,  I  should 
have  the  kettle  biling  all  the  sooner." 

Awaiting  this  desirable  consummation,  she  sat  down  so 
dose  to  the  fender  (which  was  a  high  one)  that  her  nose  rested 
upon  it ;  and  for  some  time  she  drowsily  amused  herself  by 
sliding  that  feature  backwards  and  forwards  along  the  brass 
top,  as  fjEir  as  she  could,  without  changing  her  position  to  do 
it.  She  maintained,  all  the  while,  a  running  oommentaiy 
upon  the  wanderings  of  the  man  in  bed. 

"  That  makes  five  hundred  and  twenty-one  men,  aU  dressed 
alike,  and  with  the  same  distortion  on  their  faces,  tha^;  have 
passed  in  at  the  window,  and  out  at  the  door,"  he  cried, 
anxiously.  "  Look  there  !  Five  hundred  and  twenty-two — 
tweniy-three — ^tweniy-four.     Do  you  see  them  ?  " 

"  Ah !  I  see  'em,"  said  Mrs.  Gamp ;  "  all  the  whole  kit  of 
'em  numbered  like  hackney-coaches — an't  they?" 

"  Touch  me !     Let  me  be  sure  of  this.     Touch  me ! " 

"You'U  take  your  next  draught  when  I've  made  the 
kettle  bile,"  retorted  Mrs.  Gamp,  composedly,  "and  you'll  be 
touched  then.  You'U  be  touched  up,  too,  if  you  don't  take  it 
quiet." 

"  Five  hundred  and  twenty-eight,  five  hundred  and  twenty- 
nine,  five  himdred  and  thirty. — Look  here ! " 

"  What 's  the  matter  now  ?"  saidiMrs.  Gamp. 

"They're  coming  four  abreast,  each  man  with  his  arm 
entwined  in  the  next  man's,  and  his  hand  apon  his  shoulder. 
What 's  that  upon  the  arm  of  every  man,  and  on  the  fiag  ?" 
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Spiders,  p'raps/^  said  Mrs.  Gamp. 

"  Crape !  Black  crape !  Good  God !  why  do  they  wear 
it  outside?" 

"Would  you  have  'em  carry  black  crape  in  their  insides?" 
Mrs.  Gamp  retorted.     "  Hold  your  noise,  hold  your  noise." 

The  fire  beginning  by  this  time  to  impart  a  grateM 
warmth,  Mrs.  Gamp  became  silent;  gradually  rubbed  her 
nose  more  and  more  slowly  along  the  top.  of  the  fender ;  and 
fell  into  a  heavy  doze.  She  was  awakened  by  the  room 
ringing  (as  she  fancied)  with  a  name  she  knew : 

"Chuzzlewit!" 

The  sound  was  so  distinct  and  real,  and  so  ^lU  of  agonised 
entreaty,  that  Mrs.  Gamp  jumped  up  in  terror,  and  ran  to 
the  door.  She  expected  to  find  the  passage  filled  with  people, 
come  to  teU  her  that  the  house  in  the  city  had  taken  fire. 
But  the  place  was  empty :  not  a  soul  was  there.  She  opened 
the  window,  and  looked  out.  Dark,  duU,  dingy,  and  desolate 
house-tops.  As  she  parsed  to  her  seat  again,  she  glanced  at 
the  patient.  Just  the  same;  but  silent.  Mrs.  Gamp  was 
BO  warm  now,  that  she  threw  off  the  watchman's  coat,  and 
fanned  herself. 

"It  seemed  to  make  the  wery  bottles  ring,"  she  said. 
**What  could  I  have  been  a-dreaming  of?  That  dratted 
Chujffey,  I  'U  be  bound." 

The  supposition  was  probable  enough.  At  any  rate,  a 
pinch  of  snuff,  and  the  song  of  the  steaming  kettle,  quite 
restored  the  tone  of  Mrs.  Gamp's  nerves,  which  were  none  of 
the  weakest.  She  brewed  her  tea ;  made  some  buttered  toast; 
and  sat  down  at  the  tea-board,  with  her  face  to  the  fire. 

When  once  again,  in  a  tone  more  terrible  than  that  which 
had  vibrated  in  her  slumbering  ear,  these  words  were  shrieked 
out: 

"Chuzzlewit!  .  Jonas !v  No!" 

Mrs.  Gamp  dropped  the  cup  she  was  in  the  act  of  raising  to 
her  lips,  and  turned  round  with  a  start  that  made  the  little 
tea-board  leap.     The  cry  had  come  from  the  bed. 

It  was  bright  morning  the  next  time  Mrs.  Gamp  looked  out 
of  window,  and  the  sun  was  rising  cheerfully.  Lighter  and 
lighter  grew  the  sky,  and  noisier  the  streets ;  and  high  into 
the  summer  air  uprose  the  smoke  of  newly  kindled  fires,  until 
the  busy  day  was  broad  awake. 
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Mrs.  Prig  relieved  punctually,  liaTixig  passed  a  good  night 
at  her  other  patient's.  Mr.  Westlock  came  at  the  same  time, 
but  he  was  not  admitted,  the  disorder  being  infectious.  The 
doctor  came  too.  The  doctor  shook  his  head.  It  was  all  he 
could  do,  imder  the  drcumstances,  and  he  did  it  well. 

"  What  sort  of  a  night,  nurse  ?" 

**  Restless,  sir,''  said  Mrs.  Gamp. 

"Talk  much?" 

*'  Middling,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  GkuoDip. 

*'  Nothing  to  the  purpose,  I  suppose?" 

"  Oh  bless  you  no,  sir.     Only  jargon." 

''Weill"  said  the  doctor,  ''we  must  keep  him  quiet; 
keep  the  room  cool;  give  him  his  draughts  regularly;  and 
see  that  he's  carefully  looked  to.     That's  all!" 

"  And  as  long  as  Mrs.  Prig  and  me  waits  upon  him,  sir,  no 
fear  of  that,"  said  Mrs.  Gamp. 

"  I  suppose,"  observed  Mrs.  Prig,  when  they  had  curtseyed 
the  doctor  out :  "  there 's  nothin'  new  ?" 

"Nothin'  at  all,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Gamp.  "He's 
rather  wearin'  in  his  talk  from  m  airing  up  a  lot  of  names ; 
elseways  you  needn't  mind  him." 

"  Oh,  I  sha'n't  mind  him,"  Mrs.  Prig  returned.  "  I  have 
somethin'  else  to  think  of." 

"  I  pays  my  debts  to-night,  you  know,  my  dear,  and  comes 
afore  my  time,"  said  Mrs.  Gamp.  "But  Betsey  Prig" — 
speaking  with  great  feeling,  and  laying  her  hand  upon  her 
arm—"  try  the  cowcumbers,  God  bless  you ! " 


KKD   OF  VOL.  I. 


BSADBVBT,  BYAim,  AND  00.,  VRMtTBM,   WHITEntl4B8. 


^ 


i 


p^ 


\ 


RETURNED  TO  THE  UBRARY  ON  OR 
BEFORE  THE  LAST  DATE  STAMPED 
BELOW.  NON-RECEIPT  OF  OVERDUE 
NOTICES  DOES  NOT  EXEMPT  THE 
BORROWER  FROM  OVERDUE  FEES. 


\ 


V  ^- 


vcn: 


l\       5iOO'«v 


r*- 


i 


f    I 


•.»,.'-■■' 


,v. 


"^ 


y 


(    ».^m  -• 


